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CHRISTMAS AMUSEMENTS; STORIES ANB CHARADES* 



T Ktn MTTFOKD. 



Hr Teodere mart remember, that Annie, 
"ehumiDg Annie," like bo many other 
oliarmers, liked of all thii^ U> be " puzzled ;" 
and her good-natnxed brother Tom pro- 
mised, that if their clever Bister Sophy would 
lend her asustance, in the next charade Annie 
ebonld be delightfully perplexed ', and more- 
orer, that it ehonld be a lore story, aoch 
*» young ladiee like, and abo pleaae theii 
faljber, (prorided be kept awake dnring the 
performance,) for it should be of the date of 
the Commonwealth. Sophia assented ; and, 
at Tonj's instigation, Charles fetched from the 
annoary a weapon Mfthe gun ormneket genns, 
gokmnly promiung the ladiee not to fire it off. 
On this, the brother and uster retreated behind 
the tcreen, and emerged in the gaim of a pui 
ot lov«ts of the seventeenth centnry. 

CHARADE THE THIRD. 
Scan Tan First. — An old-fathioiitd Oaretett, 

with Ttrrae&, FcmnUwit, Yeie-hedga, S^. 

— A largt Mantionin the haek-grmmd. — 

Time, agU m tht meniag. a.d. 16fi7. 
Uabel GoonwiN— (a2t>n«.) 

Maitl. So ! Master Alfred Montresor ! 
H« promised to meet me here by eight, and 
the great clock in the hall wanted but five 
mmntea fnll half-an-hoor ^one. It mnst 
be half-an-honr. I have been patnng np and 
down this walk, from the yew-hedge to Uie 
fountain, twenty times at least, besides going 
twice to the lit^e door in the garden-wall, to 
be sure that it was unbolted. It can't be a 
minnla less than half-an-honr. He had ae 



well stay now in his hiding-plaee at the 
village, for I'll never apeak to him again. 
Never! And yet, poor fellow — Ko ! I'll 
never speak to him again ! 

Enltr AURBD Uontbbsok. 
So, Master Alfred ! 

Alfrtd. So, my pretty Hiatress Mabel! 
Why turn away so aogrilyl What fault 
have I committed, I pray theeT 

Mab. Fault ? None ! 

Alf. Nay, nay, my little Venus of the 
Puritans, my princess of all Ptecisians ; 
thou be ofiended tell me »o. 

jlfdi. Ofiended, forsooth ! People are 
never oSbnded with people they don't care 
about. Offended, quotha ! 

Al/. And b it because people don't i 
for people that they bridle, and flounce, and 
toss, and put their pretty selves into such 
pretty tantnims-^eh. Mistress Habel! I 
after time, sweet, but 

Ma6. After time ! I have been here this 
half hoar ! — and my father fast asleep in the 
hall ! After time I If thou hadst cared for 

me But men are all — all alike. There 

hath not been a trae lover in the world si 
Amadis his day — the mad Paladin that 
old nnrse was used to talk of, and that was 
but a false legend. After tiEne ! — Why, if 
thou hadst cared for me only as much as I 
care for this sprig of lavender, thou wontdst 
have been wuting for me befbre the chimes 
had mng seven. Just think of the time 
thou hast lost. Now thon may'st go thy 
ways ; leave me, sir ! 

Aff. Nay, mine own sweet love, do not 
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offer to snatch thy hand away. — I cannot 
part with thee, Habel, though thou shouldat 
flatter like a new-caught dove. I must 
apeak with thee : I have that to say which 
must be heard. 

MtU>. WeU ? 

Alf. I have been dogged all day by a 
canting Puritan, a follower, as I take it, of 
thy godly father. 

Jfofi. Jeer not tn^ fatiier, Alhed, thongh 
he be a roundhead and thou a caTalier. He 
b a brave man and a good. 

Al/. He is thy father, and therefore 
BBcred to me. Where didst thou say he ia 
nowt 

JIfab, I left him in the jjall, just settling 
quietly to an after supper nap. Why dost 
thou ask 1 

Alf. I bare been watched aU day by one 
whom I snepect to be a spy ; and I fear me 
that I 'am dLntovered. 

Mab. Discovered in tl^visitlherei Dis- 
covered as my friend ? 

Alf. No, no ; I trust not so. Therefore 
I delayed to come to thee till I could shake 
off my unwelcome follower. Not discovered 
U thy lover, tbjfiitnd, if inch name better 
please thee, but as the cavalier and malignant, 
(for BO their phrase nmB,^ Altnd Montresor. 

3fo6. But granting that Wert true, what 
harm hast thou committed t wtiat hast Uiou 
to fear) 

Alf. Small faann, dear Habel t and yet 
in these bad days nnall harm may cause 
great fear. I have home anns for the Ring ; 
' I have never acknowledged the Protector ; 
I am known as the friend of Ormond ; and, 
moreover, I am the rightful owner of this 
same estate and mansion of Montresor Hall, its 
parks, manors, and dependencies, bestowed by 
the sequestrators on thy father. Colonel Good- 
win. Seest then no fear there, fair Habel 1 

Jfdi, Alas I alas! 

Alf. Then my deceased father, stout old 
Sir Robert, was meddled In every plot and 
rising in the country, from the first year of 
the Rebellion to this, u I well trust, the 
last of the Usurpation, so that the very name 
sounds like a firebrand. 'Twonld be held a 
fair service to the state, Mabel, to shoot thy 
poor friend; and yet I promise thee, albeit 
a loyal subject to Eii^ Charles, I am hardly 
fool enough to wage war in my own single 
person against Oliver, whom a mightier con- 
queror than himself will speedily overthrow. 
JVod. A mightier conqueror ! 

A(f. Even the great tyrant Death, he 
who levels the mighty and the low ! 



3ftA. Death! Art thou then in such 
peril! and dost thou loiter here! I beseech 
thee, away ! away this moment ! What 
detains thee? 

Alf, That which brought me, — thyself. 
Being in England, I came hither, more weeks 
ago than I care to think of, to look on my 
old birth-place, my old home. I saw thee, 
Mabel ; and ever rince I have felt that these 
halls are a thouMnd-fold more precious t 
ibe OB thy home, as thy inheritance, than 
ever they could have been as mine. I love 
thee, Habel. 

Mab. Oh go ! go ! go ! To talk of love 
whilst thou art in such danger ! 

Alf. I love thee, mine own Mabel. 

N<^. Go ! 

A(f. Wilt thou go with me! I am not 
rich ; I have no fair mansion to take thee 
to ; bat a soldier's sword and a soldier's arm, 
and a true heart, Habel! Wilt tbon go 
with me, sweet one? I'll bring horses to the 
Uttle guden door. The moon will be up at 
twelve. Speak, dearest ? — and yet this tiem- 
bllng hand speaks for thee. Wilt thou go 
with me and be my wedded wife 1 

if(d>. I will. [ J^MMf. 

Scene THE Swxnn.—Tie tame Oardm, A 
high teaU on one ride, teiiA a small itrony 
door in ll. The bouit ttt the baok-^round. 

Enter Altbxd fiom the ndt-daor. 
Alf, Habdl Not yet arrived I Surely 
■he cannot have changed her pnrposel No, 
no ! It were treason ^^^nat true love but 
to suspect her of wavering : she lingers from 
maiden modesty, from maiden f^ar, fhim 
natural affection, from all that man worships 
in woman. But if she knew the cause I 
have to dread every delay ! 

EtAer MuEi, from the haiae, 

Mabel t Sweetest, how breathless thou art ! 
Thou canst hardly stand 1 Rest thee on 
this seat a mamenl, my Mabel ! And yet 
delay — Sit here, dearest ! What hath starUed 
theet 

M^. I know not. And yet — 

Alf. How thou trtmblest atill ! And 
what?- — . 

JtfaJ. As I paned the gallery — Only feel 
bow my heart flutters, Alfred \ 

Alf. Blessings on that dear heart ! Calm 
thee, sweetest.— What of the gallery T 

Jfoj. As I passed, raethought I heard to 
, AJf. Indeed ! And I, too, have missed 
the detected spy who hath been all day 
dogging my steps. Can he — but no ! 
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I« qnivt in the hooM. Look, Hftba) t All 
duk and Nlsnt. No light Mve the miMti' 
beams dancing on the window-panes with a 
cold pale brightneiB. Ho sound save th« aong 
of the nightingale — do«t thou not bear it ? It 
aeemBtocomefromtheawMt-briar, which Bends 
its fragrant breath in at yonder casement. 

Mob. That iB my father's chamber — mj 
dear, dear father ! Oh, when he shall wake 
and find his Mabel gone, little will the 
breath of the Bweet-briar, or the song of the 
nightingale, comfort him then [ My dear, 
dear father ! He kissed me after prayers 
to-night, and laid his hand on my head and 
blessed roe. He will nerer bless hie poor 
child again. 

^^. Come,swe«teflt ! The horses wait ; the 
honrs wear on ; mondng will soon be here. 

J/oA. Oh, what a morning to my poor, 
poor fiither ! his Mabel, his wily child, his 
beloved, his trusted ! Oh, Alfred, my father ! 
my father ! 

Alf. Hdden, if thon lorest thy father 
better than me, renu^ with him. It is not 
yet too late. I love thee, Uabel, as well as 
man may love on this ride of idolatry ; too 
well to steal thee away agunst thy will ; too 
well to take thy hand vrithont thy heart. 
The choice is still open to thee. Retnm to 
thy father's house, or wend with me. Weep 
lot thus, dear one ; but decide, and quickly. 

McA. Nay, I will go with thee, Alfred. 
Forgive these tears I I'U go with thee to the 
end of the world. 

Alf. Now then.— What noise is thatt 

ttalb. Surely, snrely, the turning of a key. 

Alf. Ay, the door is fastened; we ore 
diseovend. 

Mah. Is there no other way of escape T 

Alf. None. The garden is walled ronnd. 
tioolc at theie walls, Mabel ; a squirrel could 
scarc«ly climb them. 

Mat. Try the door again ; I do beseech 
thee try. Push against it — push manfully. 

Alf. It Is all in vain ; thou thyself 
heard'st the key turn ; and see how it nslsts 
my utmost strength. {Etemt. 

ScBifxTmKD.— TAt tarn Part ttf tie Oardm. 

Ertl^r AxniED at\d ILtxKLfrvA X}t» Hdt. 

Mob. See ! The household is alarmed ! 
I/ook at tiie lights I Ventnre not so near, 
dear Alfred ! Conceal thee in the arbour till 
all Is quiet. I will go meet them. 

Alf. Alone 1 

MtA. Why, what have I to fearT Bide 
tliee behind the yew-hedge till the first 
search be past, and then — 



Alf. Desert thee I Hide me ! And I a Uon- 
tresor I But be calmer, aweetest! Thy father 
is too good a man to meditate aught unlawful. 
'Twill be but some Aort restraint, with thee 
for my warder. Calm thee, dearest ! 



Good. Oioot 1 Shoot instantly, Jonathan I 
Slay the robber! Why dost thou not firel 
Be'st thon in league with himi What doet 
thou fnmble at 1 

Jon. So please your worahip, the wind 
hath eztingoiriied die touch-paper. 

Gw>d. The wind hath extinguished thy 
wits, I trow, that thou could'st bring nought 
but that old harquebuss. Retnm for a 
steel weapon. [Exit. Jok&tujf.^ Mean- 
time my sword — I see but one man, and 
surely « soldier of the Caose txA the Cove- 
nant, albeit aged, may well cope with a 
night thief. Come on, young man. Be'st 
thou coward as well as robber? Defend 
thyself. 

Mob. Oh, &ther ! father ! Wonld'st thon 
do murder before thy daughter's eyes ? 

Qood. Cling not thus around me, maiden ? 
What makest thou with that thief, that 
craven thief} 

A^. Nay, tremble not, Mabel; for thy 
sake I will endure even this contumely. — 
Put up your sword, sir ; it is needless. I 
yield myself your prisoner. At this instant, 
suspicions, even as degrading as those uttered 
by Colonel Gfoodwin, may, perhaps, be war- 
ranted by my equivocal position ; but when 
I make myself known to him, I trust that 
he will retract an aspersion as unworthy 
of his character as of mine. 

Chod. I do know thee. Thou art the 
foul malignant Alfred Montresor ; the abet- 
tor of the plotting traitor Ormond ; the 
outlawed son of ^ lawless cavalier who 
once owned this demesne. 

Alf. And knowii^ me for Alfred Mon- 
tresor, could'st thou take me for a garden 
robber? — Could'st thou grudge to the some 
time heir of these old halls a parting glance 
of their venerable beauty ? 

Good. Young man, wilt thon t«ll me, 
darest thou tell me, that It was to gaze on 
this old mansion that thou didst steal hither, 
like a thief in the night? Alfred Mon- 
tresor, can'st thou look at thy father's house 
and utter that falsehood ? Ye were a 
heathenish and blinded generation, main 
props of tyranny and prelacy, a worldly and 
a darkling race, who knew not the truth ; — 
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but yet, from your earliest ancestor to the 
lut possessor of those walls, ye had amongst 
the false gods whom ye worshipped one fair 
idol, called Honour. Alfred Mantresor, I 
joy that thou hast yet . enough of grace 
vouchsafed to thee to shrink from affirming 
that lie. 

Alf. But a robber! a garden thief ! 

Good. Ay, a robber ! I said, and I repeat, 
a robber, a, thief, a despoiler. Bath the 
garden no fruit save its apricots and dew- 
berries? Ho flower save the jessamine and 
the rose? Hath the hoase no treasure but 
its vessels of gold and silver? the cabinet no 
jewel but its carbuncles and its mbies? If 
ever tbon art a father, and- haat one hopeful 
and dutiful maiden, the joy of thine heart, 
and the apple of thine eye, than thon wilt 
bold all robbery light so that it leaves thee 
her, all robbers guiltless save hira who would 
steal thy child, "Weep not thus, Mabel. 
And thou, young man, away. I' joy that 
the old and useless gun defeated my angry 
purpose — that I slew not mine enemy on his 
father's ground. Away with thee, young 
man ! Go study the parable that Nathan 
spake to David, I believe that there is 
warrant enough for thy detention, but I 
will not make thee prisoner in the house of 
thy fathers. Thank me not ; hut go. 

Jlfoi. Father, hear me ! 

Good. Within ! To-morrow ! 

M^. Nay, here and now. Thou hast 
pardoned hiro ; but thou hast not pardoned 
me. 

Good. I have forgiven thee — I do forgive 
thee. 

Mai, Thou knowest not half my sins! 
I am the prime offender, the great and 
uorepenting culprit. I loved him, I do love 
him ; we are betrothed, and I will hold 
futhful to my vow ; never shall another 
man wed Mabel Goodwin ! Oh, father, I 
knew not till this very now how dear thy 
poor child was to thy heart. — Can'st thou 
break her's? 

Good, Mabel, this is a vain and simple 

Mah. Father, it ia love. — Alfred, plead 
for us ! 

Alf, Alas ! I dare not. Thou art a rich 
heiress ; I am a poor exile. 

Mah. Out on such distinctions ', Plead for 
us, Alfred ! 

Alf. Mabel, I dare not. Thy father is 
my benefactor ; he has given me life and 
liberty. Would'stthou have me repaytheae 
gifts by bereaving him of his child? 



M<A. We will not leave him. We wiU 
dwell together. Alfred, vrilt thon not speak ? 

Good. His honourable silence hath pleaded 
for him better than idle woria, Allied Hon- 
tresor, dost thou love this mud ? 

Alf. Do I love her? 

Good. I believe in good tmtli that thou 
daet. Take her then from the hand of her 
father. — There is room enough in yonder 
mansion for the heir and the heiress, the old 
possessor and the new. Take her, and 
Heaven bless ye, my children ! 

J/bi. Now, bless me, mine own dear 
father I and bless all the accidents of this 
happy night — Our projected elopement — 
and the little door that would not let us 
elope — and the wind that blew ont Jona- 
than's spark of fire — and the old useless gun 
that, for want of that spark, would not 
shoot my Alfred. Blessings on them all ! 

" Well, Annie," said Tom, "are you suf- 
ficiently puMled?" "Yes," replied Annie, 
looking graver than usual. " Pray," said 
she in a whisper to Mr. Mortimer, " is there 
such a word as matchlock ? Is matchlock 
the name of that old gun?" "Yes," said 
Mr. Mortimer, taking the weapon in hand, 
and proceeding to explain to her the con- 
struction of the lock. " Then that's it !" 
said Annie ; " tnatchloci^s the word." 

Ok tlie whole the charades had gone oS 
sufficiently well to induce a pretty general 
desire for a repetition of the same amusement, 
"Oh, yen," said Annie, when the question 
was started, " more charades, pray I more '. 
more!" added she, dancing, and clapping her 
hands, like a child of four years old, when 
asking for another sugar-plum, or another 
story. "More! more!" cried Annie; and 
her brothers and nsters assented to her re- 
quest, on condition that she herself took a 
part. " We want yon, Annie," said Sophia ; 
" we can't do without you ; you must be my 
daughter." Annie demurred to this not a 
little, 

Aad iBugb'd, and bliuhM, md oft did Bj 

H«r putty Mtb, by tm ud nmy, — 

Ska coutd not, troald not, dont not plij. 

At last, however, she relented, conditioning in 
her turn that Mr. Mortimer should play too!— 
Every body was astounded, first, at the liberty, 
and then at the extreme discrepancy of bo grave 
a person^e as Mr. Mortimer ibe bibliomaniac 
figuring in' a charade. But the gentleman 
took the deniand in excellent part ; smiled, 
hesitated, apologised for his probable awk- 
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wardneBa on this his firat appearance on any 
stage, and immediately joined the diamatia 
peTBons behind the screen, from whence he 
emerged, to our great amusement, aancepan 
in hand, in the character of an old German 



CHARADE THE FOURTH. 

ScEMB T&B FiBST. — A Dintnif-Toon in a 

CoiaUty Mamion. 

Baron Vim Blcmace, Mr. Coluks. 

( Tkt Baron is mgagtd tn itirritiff, the eontaiu 

c/a taucepan m the fire.) 

Mr. OoUiTW. It does not signify talking, 
Baron 1 Yon do as you like, of course, in 
my house — Liberty Hall 1 No lady to inter- 
fere yritb you. But I cannot help saying 
that yon are spoiling the perch. 

Baron. Viy very good friendt, you know 
noding of de mattere. 

Mr. C. Nothing of perch ! Have not I 
been a " brother of the angle " any time 
these thirty years! Are not these very fish 
of my catching 1 And were they not half 
an hour s^o leaping alive in my basket, 
little dreaming, poor things, that they shonld 
ever be turned into water zootse — or what- 
ever yon call your confounded slop? Know 
nothing of perch 1 

Bar. Noding of de cookery. To cache is 
von ding — to vat you call dresae is anoder. 

Mr, C. A pretty dressing, truly .' But did not 
Philips, my housekeeper. — I suppose you'll 
admit that eho knows something ot cookery t 

Bar. No — site vas know noding eider. 

Mr. G. FhiKps know nothing! Really, 
my dear Baron, I shonld have thought that 
the dinners which you have done me the 
honour to eat in this house might have 
carried with theni a practical conviction, 
that the cook who dressed tiiem was no 
ordinary kitchen drudge. But the dressing 
! of perch is no disputed point in the gastro- 
nomic science — no "deliateable land." All 
the world knows that they onght to be fried 
with Scotch oatmeal in fresh butler. Not 
l^t I care for the dish — I never touch it — 
hut being the produce of my own rod, I have 
a kindness for the fish, and don't like to see 
them spoilt. Now, if you had suffered 
Philipa to fry them — you'll allow that Fhilips 
can fry, I suppose ? 

Bar. Mistress PhiUppe is veiy clevere. 
It ia moche piti dat she do not be teche to 
make water zootse. Here is de tEcepe in her 
own book — Lissenne — (raieJIt.)—" First cache 
yon fish, den—" 



Mr. C Trash! trash! Philips knows 
that no cook would stay long in my house, 
who dressed fish according to that recipe. 

Bar. Will you ring de beU !—(3fr. Coir 
UNs ringt.) — De wat«r zootse is almost be 
do. — {A servant enters, and goes to owut ti« 
Babon.) — Stay — you will nocke down de pot. 
I will take it op. 

Mr. C. What do you want? 

Bar. A dee|ie dishe, and two plait«, and 
bread, and boottere, and parsley, if you please, 
sare, — (Erft Sermnt, and returns immediately 
toith the things reqmred by the Babon.) — It is 
moche piti you have no Hambro' paisley, 
my good friendt ! How my dishe is done. 
Eat, and taste hirw nice it is. Taste a leetel 
in von spoon. 

Mr. C. Taste \ My dear Baron, I don't 
want to put you out of conceit of jour 
luncheon — hut the sighl^s enough for me. 
No tasting, thank ye. You don't really 
mean to eat all that slop of fiah liquor 1 

Bar. Onless you will lete me give you a 
leetel. Now, my good friendt, onely von 
leete! drope, von drope in de ladel. 

Mr. C. I ! Heaven forbid I should spoil 
your appetite, my dear Baron, but Pd as 
soon take a ladleful out of the hog-tub. 
He's actually discussing the whole concern I 
fish, £sh-liquor, bread, and butter, and pars- 
ley, — a precious luncheon I For my part, I 
shall never conceit the sight of a perch again, 
dead or olive. Even in the stream they'll 
have a twang of that infernal water zootse. 

Scene thb SeconI). — A Lad^t Morning 



Mrs. CuTHBBKT, dtuf EiDLT, o girl of fourteen 

years old, toho it standing by a cage with a 

dove at one end of the room. 

Emily. Oh, mamma I mamma ! Pray 
come here, my dear mamma ? 

Mrs. CuthbeH. What is the matter, Emily ? 

Em. My dove, mamma ! my dove ! My 
beautiful dove ! 

Mrs. C. It is not dead, I hope % 

Em. Oh, mamma, it's dying I Can't we 
do any tiling to help it{ Only see how it 
droops its poor pretty head ; and the bright 
scarlet eye, so like the cornelian you showed 
me the other day, is almost closed, and the 
wing hanging down, and the soft plumage 
stained and rumpled, and the dark ring 
round its neck ruffled and displaced. Oh, it 
must die, my poor pretty dove ! 

Mrs, G. Nay, Emily, it is reviving. See, 
itisgatbeiingitaelfup. No! you are righ^ it 
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b really djii^, — ihirering, and gaaping, and 
rocking on its perch. Poor bird 1 quite dead ! 

Eni. Every thing that I love is sure to die. 
FU never have a bird again. 

Mn. C. I was afraid tliat this one would 
not live long after it had lost ita companion. 

Em, Ought not we to have got another, 
mamma I Why did we not get another 1 

Mr*. 0. That would not have saved it, 
Emily. These beautiful cieaturei have with- 
in them the beautiful instinct of oonatancy, 
and are faithful in life sad in death. Don't 
cry so, dearest. Come with me to the green- 
honae, and lUchard ahall bury your poor 
favourite under the great myrtle. Did you 
never hear the old Italian story of the Pot of 
Baul? FU read it to you this evening. And 
we'll bury your poor faithful ^ird ; and your 
brother Henry shall write its epiUph. Think 
how he'll celebrate the tender bird that died 
of love and grief! Your dove will be as 
famous as that of Anaoreon. Come, my owa 
Emily, dry your eye% and oome with me to 
the greenhouie. [£EeiM(. 

SoBHK TBB TBm>.—A» Ham in P^fmotth. 
HiBcouBT tmd CoBBTN, mwting. 

Cortj/H. Ha! Toml how d'ye do! I'm 
glad to see thee, faith ! I did not think to 
be ao glad to-day ; for poor Fanny and the 
little one* are juat gone — and parting — I 
won't talk of it — Oh, it's a terrible tug to 
the heartstrings, and makes • man's throat 
feel as if he was choking. But I won't talk 
of it. How has the world gone with yon 1 

Harcovri. Passably. 

Cor. I'm ahnoet as glad to see the« as if 
poor Fanny— but we won't talk of that now. 
Where have you been these two years ? I 
have not set eyes on you unce the poor old 
Zenobia was paid ofi^ and we were turned 
adrift on the wide world. What quarter of 
the globe have yon been in t 

Har. Cruisng about Fnuee and Italy. 
Civil people. Jack, and a fine olimato ; but 
nothing like old friends and old England. 
The women, to be enre, an handsome and 
tight ri^ed. 

Cor. Handsome 1 Zounds, yea have Bsver 
seen my Fanny I If yon had only come an 
hwir Booner — and yet her dear eyes were 
swelled oni of her head with crying — you'd 
not have seen half her beauty. 

Har. I'd have given a qnuter's pay, Jack, 
to have Been the wife of yoor hear^ beautiful 

Cor. Would yon % You are Just the good 



fellow you always wen. Hany a time Fanny 
and I have talked fd Tom Harcourt ; of the 
pranks we played toother when we were Mids 
on board the Ardent — wo were sad wicked 
young dogs, Tom ; of the drubbing we gave 
the Yankees in the dear old Zenobia, and of 
your good nursing when the splinter wounded 
my leg — no woman could have nursed me 
more tenderly — not even her dear self. Many 
a time has Fanny laughed and cried at the 
name of Tom Harcourt. Poor Fanny ! I 
won't talk of her any more — only somehow 
I can't help it. 

Har. I like to hear of her. Where did 
yon first meet 1 

Cor. At Hany Monies. Yon remembai 
Harry Morris! I went to spend a mouth 
with him as soon as I oame ashore, just, ai 
he said, to recover my land leg* ; and there 
was Fanny on a visit to Mrs. Harris. I fell 
iu love with her the moment I saw her sweet 
face, not altogether on account of its pietti- 
ne«, pretty as she is, but becanee she seemed 
■0 good and eo many, such a kind, innocent, 
laughing creature. Before the end of the 
week I hod popped the question, and before 
the month was out we were married. 

Har. And her friends, did they consents 

Cor. Why, there was a little difficulty. 
Her parents were dead, and her nnde, ^ 
Charley (for she's a baronet's niece,) talked 
of the oArs she had refused, and the oSert 
she might still expect, and lectured, and 
quarrelled, and thre^ened never to **e her 
again. But Fanny w«* of age, and stood 
firm. And new the old gentleman is quite 
reconciled. We had neither of us much 
money ; but b«r little joined to my little, 
and the hope of a war, and her good manage- 
ment, kept all things comfortable. God bless 
herl Oh, if youoonld but have seen ne in our 
little cottage in the midst of the Devonshire 
hillo — such a nest I Cant you run over and 
s*e her! The walls all covered with roaei, and 
paauon flowers, and jeasoniine ; all within so 
neat and bright; then the little ones — two 
aueh cherubs I and the mother an angeL Oh, 
die ha* made my home a paradise, Harcourt I 
Do go and see her. I wish I could go with 
you ; but I can't, for I am under ordo*. 

Har. So am 1. 

Cor. What ship! 

Har. The Alfred. 

Cor. The Alfred, Csptaiu Honley! 

Har. The same. 

Cor. Well, that is a comfort I That is a 
blesdng ! To think of our soiling together 
again I^^ive me your baud, Tom. The man 
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I love boat io Um world 1 To think of om 
meeting in Um eame ship 1 

Sar. I am OB glad of it, Jacli, u f ou md 
tM for yoni life. 

Cor. I'll write and tell Frany directly— 
Shftke h&iuk again, Tom— I'll wrila to her 
instantly. 

JSar. And tell her that we'll talk of her 
every day, and drink her health every evening. 

Cor. You're Ihe beit fellow on earth, Tom. 
To think of onr meeting 1 ^Egmnt. 

The two debnts had given a great iotereat 
to this charade, and had even kept Hrs. 
Wilkins attentive, and Ur. Wilkios awake. 
Nothing eould be more didi^rtot than the sue- 
eeMofthetwooewperformtn. Ur. Uortimer 
liad aitoniehed vnty body with hie cookery 
and his broken Kngliih, and wai admitted 



on all ItandB to be one of the beet comic 
actors ever seen in any tli^atre : it was the 
very perfection of quiet humour, withont a 
touch of caricature ; and, as Tom observed, 
his happening to be a rich man and a gentle- 
man, must he considered as a public lota. 

Annie, on the other hand, liad been delight- 
fully bad, laughing where she ought to have 
cried, and putting her aiater out by bar 
hlnudeis, Sophy forgave her, on condition of 
her not repeating her performance ; and bsi 
father inquired of Mr, Mortimer, whether their 
scene hod not reminded him of the extempore 
pky in Stiirley's Bird in a Cage 1 To which 
Mr. Mortimer replied, that it had ; adding, with 
a gallantry an nuaspeoted a« his good acting 
had been, that tha part in question was bj 
far the moat charming of Shirley's dianning 
old eomady.* 



THE HUNQAWAN MAIDBN AMD THE TAVERNI0U8.+ 
Bv MBS. aons. 



Alu I tben^ (tr from coitt of fricu 

To ailk tai utin gowni, — 
Bat 1 doobt if Ood mid* lika dipM* 

Twixt uHutlj hnrti •ad cIowdj. 

Hood. 

" It di*a not matter a htuxtr, I tell you 
Johann Blaschky," said the worthy hoet of 
the BUtue Igel, the chief inn of the Uttle 
village of Dorogh; — wipbg as he spoke, with 
his sproii, the waxed cloth cover of the table, 
and seating himself opposite to his taciturn 
friend and neighbour. « Verily it doth little 
good to discnsB the business, — troop I will, 
and troop I mnst. Fonr thousand florins, 
-—four thoutand! Heard ever man of such 
a demand between Christian and Christian 1 
Four thousand florins ! " and he indignantly 
shoved aride the pitcher of wine which old 
Johann had inunnated towards him ; and 
looked into the countenance of his friend 
for some token of sympathy to encourage 
him in his Jeremiad. 

Johann Blaschky thus apostrophized, put 
forth as vehement a bodily exertion as his 
nndemoDatrative nature would penult. He 



puckered np his yellow-morooco cheeks, and 
then distending Uiem to enforce a more than 
usually voluminous puff of smoke, gently 
removed Ma pipe from the left comsr of bis 
month to the right I 

Mine host of tile Blue Hedgehog, who, like 
other persons apt to wax proay in pOMaal 
details, had little need of whip or spur on hia 
favourite course, was satisfied with tiiia evi- 
dence of interest, and reanmed his oration^ 

"Time was, Johann, — and a good time 
too, — that when the reverwid Chapter of 
Gran thought fit to ruse the rent over an 
old tenant's head, they would speak of a 
score or so of florins ; and if, in an extreme 
case, a cool hundred were in question, every 
tongue in the Comitatns was set a-waggiog 
against priestly extortion. But now that 
my master* the Canons must amble on a 
pacing nag, and cut their bauds from the 
most delicate Bohemian cambric, like a lady 
of the land, — thoutatidt, neighbour Blaochky, 
— nothing lets than thousands will serve their 
tnm I Here am I, now, who have toiled 
early and late these six-and-thirty years 
past, for the Interests of tills good hostel of 
the Bine Hedgehog, — I, who kept my wed- 



M hn roung reidan to nuu tba eolstion of thii chmd*. 
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ding cheer in this ume ipntO'iaal,* — I, who 
have leen my children bom within these 
wbUb, — who know every beam and joist, 
nay, every nail of the old house, as if they 
VSM a part of my bodily stibstaiice, — here 
am I, about to be driven forth in my old 
age by the avarice and rapaciousnesa of the 
Chapter of Gran! Well do I remember 
that fifteen hundnd florins covered the 
annual rent-fee, when my poor wife first 
brougpht the inn into repute by her hand at 
flavouring ickmtzel; and as eoon as our 
industry had set it going — luo thoa- 
uaid florins was the cry, — nothing under 
two. And after a dozen years had enlarged 
our family and strutenod our means, — 
my lUveiend Iioids, hearing that the red 
wine waa not spared in old Matthias's ipait' 
tool, and that scarce a traveller of mark but 
tarried at Dorogh to prove the texture of hie 
home-span sheets, came peering hither with 
their cunning eyes and smooth conrtesieB, 
under pretence of bettering the stabling, and 
suiting the premises to my enlarged scale of 
business. And what waa the result, neigh- 
bour, of this flight of ravenous ill-omened 
birds eettling upon my roof-treel" 

Blaschhy growled interrogatively. 

" Why tniJy they found that tlieir much- 
respected servant Matthias, was called upon 
to increase the revenues of the church out 
of his manifold profits, by paying three 
thousand florins for the rent of the Blue 
Hedgehog!" — 

Johann, whose pipe, mangre his dilatory 
husbanding, was now exhausted, took the 
opportunity of edging in a coDunent. 

" I thought, Matthias, I had heard your 
lata house-dame, of blessed memoi}-, nlate 
that the Chapter of Gran had just completed 
the new out-buildings of the farm, when 
they made their lost demand } " 

" Tut, tut ! Blaschky, mere woman's gos- 
sip I A paltry hen-roost or so, they might 
have added ; a sty or a goose-pen perhaps, — 
notliing more ! And even if it were so, what 
stone have they now laid, or what plank 
have they added, to justify their present 
demands ? By righteous St. Stephen ! who 
at the jndgment-day will disown the pam- 
pered clergy of his kingdom, I do verily 
believe, friend Blaschky, tliat were I to 
accede to-day to the demands of the Cliapter, 
tl)e Canons would come ambling back at 
Candlemas, and doffing their three-cornered 
hats to old Matthias, their ' litbtr freund,' 



bid him add another yearly thousand to the 
sum of their exactions. Heaven guard ua 
from the priesthood ; and the priesthood 
iitaa ungodly coveting of other men's goods, 
say 1 ! — Four thousand florins 1 " — 

" Master Matthias ! " screamed a thin, 
gritty voice from the other end of the tpeite- 
Kud, " I pray of you to restrun these indecent 
revilings in company where they are not 
acceptable. It were unbecoming in the master 
sexton of Dorogh to hear uncourteous terms 
heaped upon a profession of which he claims 
to be a collateral member. — Soh ! " 

" Sexton Pal ! " replied Matthias in a 
still loader voice than before, and waving 
his head aside through the circling smoke of 
the eternally-reeking ^ff>«u#->aa/, to discover 
the person of the animalcule by whose shrill 
tones he was incensed, — " he pleased to not« 
that this chamber is, — with submission to 
the chapter, — at present my own ; and I do 
not consider your nightly leitd ot mead a 
fair purchase of my honest thought and free 
speech. Wherefore if my argument, man, 
pleasure you not, take your professional 
self out of the Blue Hedgehog at once and 
for all. For I would say it again. Master 
Sexton, ay ! if the Primas himself stood 
behind your stool to back such peevish 
opposition, tliat the clergy of Hungary are 
noted to be covetous, oppresaive, partial " 

" My good friend," interrupted Johann in 
a tone of remonstrance. 

" My dear father ! " whispered a still more 
pemiaaive voice, " do not let the Chapter 
of Gran, or even Master Pil'e officious inter- 
ference, provoke you to speak irreverently 
of OUT good, our venerated Primas ! Who 
so senable of his humble piety, of his heartAil 
fatherliness as yourself? Who loves him 
better, or reverences him more truly 1 Nay I 
dear father, speak not harshly of our beloved 

" I was wrong child, and you are right 
thus to stop my prating. And now thou 
art here, Suzsi, tarry and see the guests 
served, and the cellar-door watched, while I 
oversee the stabling of the kine. Franzl 
is not yet returned from Gran. The boy 
is loitering away an idle hour in the town, 
leaving me to fdiift trenchers in his room. 
But look thou to his business, ffj\ ; and I 
will finish mine in the farm, while yonder 
buzring, strutting, meddling mend-all, ia 
finishing his meagre cheer. My house ia 
poisoned while he breathes within it ! " 

Suzsi nodded obedience ; and while old 
Matthias hobbled out of the taal, she turned 
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towards the bndlst, Bnil with a diligent hand 
Ik^so to polish t)ie ancient spoons and cum- 
brous forks which Franzt's absence had sur- 
rendered to her care. 

SuEsi, the heiress of the Bine Hedgehog, 
was one of the Aiireat, gentlest, and most 
popular damsels in the county of Gran. The 
tnnmeBB of her well-turned figure derived a 
coquettish airiness from the dark HnngSiriRn 
jacket, jingling with eilrer buttons, which 
was cloeely fitted to her slender w&ist ; and 
her glossy hair was braided with a nicety 
and elegance, which accounted for the ab- 
sence of the knotted keictuef that ought to 
have completed her costume. Franzl, indeed, 
had told her that those glistening locks must 
not be covered ; and from Frauzl's fiat there 
was no appeal. It is true he sometimes ex- 
pressed a directly contrary opinion. But it 
was only when some young and handsome 
htrraehafi descended from his britteMa under 
the arcade of the Blue Hedgehog. And on 
such occadoDS it was nseleea to note or heed 
the fanciful suggestions of his suflering spirit ; 
for Fnind, although a favoured and accepted 
lover, was, like the Moor of Shakspere, " per- 
plexed in the extreme " by the workings of 
his jealous temper. 

That he should venture to indnlge in so 
aristocratic a passion, was the more remai^- 
able, as Itis station was that of a mere hire- 
ling, a waiter to old Matthias. While the 
lady of his love united in her proper person 
Uie preteuriona of a beauty and an heiress, — 
the heliess, not presumptive but apparent, to 
all the ancient, most domestic furniture of 
the Slaua Igcliieit QatOtof, as well as to 
several of the roost reputed vineyards on the 
i mcmnlun of St. Hatthew, the best growth of 
I the celebrated red wine of Buda. 

The thrice padlocked cellar of old Mat- 

, thias's vineyard, was moreover said to con- 

' oeal vrithin its bonk of sand certain weighty 

' barrels, more strongly staved than any des- 

I tiued for vintage-service ; such, in short, as 

I aj« hourly rolled into the Rothschilds' tieo- 

: Bury. Whether, however, the contents were 

, hard tbaUrt, or doubloons, or even ducats, 

Uieae concealed fruits of his early industry 

made no difference in bis views of the rights 

of tiie Gran Chapter. He had sworn Qever 

I to pay an increased rent for his inn ; and 

. neither excommunication, nor confiscation, 

nor any other ativn, would have induced 

him to break his vow. — 

" An mill, — su o«tli-, be htd u aath in Huvui !" 

But in fairly acknowledging that worldly 

pelf occnpied no small shan of the sturdy 



Matthias's considerBtionB, how shall we ac- 
count for the cordial sanction he bad bestowed 
on Frank Weslermann's courtship of pretty 
liHIeSuzsit 

The fact was, that he cherished a passion 
strong enough to overpower even the love of 
gold ; and that, in reiterating Shylock's cry 
of " my daughter, — my ducats," the empha- 
sis still lay upon " my dauffhur!" Sum was 
the sole survivor of a latge family, which 
had not hronght into the world sufficient 
strength of constitution to bear np against 
the feverish temperature of a douhle-case- 
mented, double- stoved, and triply-populated 
Hungarian »peue-iaal. — Like other forced 
plants, they had withered before they reached 
maturity ; and the stock of paternal afiec- 
tion which Matthias had lud in for the benefit 
of eleven, was condensed and appropriated, 
with all his other belongings, to hie only 
remuning child. He literally doated upon 
Suz»; whose kind heart, gentle hearing, and 
lovely person, more than justified the excess 
of his partiality. 

Now it happened that the dangers and 
molestations which beset the female depart- 
ment of gaithop! life, had never become 
apparent to old Matthias until the f^ flower 
of his bli^ted garden had hndded into 
maturity. His wife, — Heaven rest that 
housewifely soul, whose departure had given 
rest to all hereunto belonging ! — was at once 
the most notable and least attractive dome 
in the parish ; and even had the charms of 
her face, which was " bearded like a pard," 
attracted the assiduities of Matthias's wine- 
bibbing, and therefore not clear-sighted cus- 
tomers, she had a tongue withal which might 
have put a regiment of bombardiers to flight ; 
and being perpetual president of the culmary 
council, she was usually armed with a brass 
ladle, as murderous an engine as a Slowak 
battle-axe. 

Mine host of the Igel, therefore, had lived 
secure from all apprehensions of conjugal 
weakness ; and it was not till Suzsi's 
graceful head had risen above the reach 
of his benedictory touch, that he had been 
disturbed by the certainty that she would 
see more, and be more seen among the rois- 
terers of the tptite-taal, than his paternal 
anxieties could endure to think of. 

Now there is no European country where 
matron fame is less carefnlly guarded than 
in Hungary ; and none where the spotless- 
ness of maiden reputation is more sacredly 
valued. Matthias was therefore both na- 
tionally and afiectionately concerned In the 
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maintenance of poor Soui'B character ; 
And the charge became in the end eo painful 
to hia anxious feeliogi, that, when he disco- 
vered his handsome and inteliigent and 
Spirited keUentnUter, Franil Westennann, to 
have won his daughter's afFsctions h/ an 
unqualified surrender of his own, the old 
man felt perfectly satisfied to i«Mgn his 
treasure to the keeping of a more vigilant 
eye, and to the defence of a more powerful 
arm. He only required that their union 
aboald be deferred for six months, tliat the 
question of the Chapter's exorbitant demands 
mi^t be pravionsly decided. 

All that either of the loven could do to 
expedite the termiuatioD of the affair, had 
hitherto proved unavailing. The landlords 
were firm in uncompromising power ; the 
oh«tinate tenant remained equally steady in 
his determination to quit ; and on the day 
in quesUon, Franzl bad obtuned his master's 
psrmiaaian to visit the nsighbooring town 
of Gran, that he might bring back tbe 
definitive reply of the reverend Caaont> to 
tha tender he waa commisnoned to make in 
hia master's name, for a renewal of the 
iease. 

* I wiah," obaerred Subw, who had now 
occDpied henelf for some minutes in polishing 
the ponderous plate 'of the Blue Hedgehog, 
" I truly wish, Master Johann, that you 
would do your utmost towards persuading 
my father to acceda to the proposals of the 
Chapter." 

" How can he do that whiab would seal 
his consdeuce t" shrieked the little sexton, 
who had remained Quobsflrvsd in bia remote 
comer. "Ala we not all aware that the 
tenant who gives four thousand floiins rmt 
for the Blue Hedgehog, must toil and sweat, 
waste and want, and still lose by his bar- 
gain ! The steam-boats on the Danube have 
wrested the wheels off fifty pack-wagons 
that used to pass along tbe road, from 
Bnda into AosMa. Doragh is not what it 
was ; and the pronused railway will still 
hrtlier diminish the traffic of ioe villa^ ; 
and who, I pray yon, would give four thou- 
sand florins for an inn with failing eostom ? 
— Sohl" 

" I thought you had gone forth, Sexton 
Pil," answered SuEsi with some show of 
dislike, " or I should not have consulted my 
old friend and godfather here, on our family 
affiiirs." 

Ur Fil, not a whit abashed by the re- 
buke, continued his oration. " And even 
what your father has amaased by his inn, 



Suzsi, he must have lost by his vineyards. 
Verily he is an obstinate soul ! I have 
never lieen able to persuade him to follow 
my experience in their cultivation ; and 
while in his neighbours are blessed with 
overflowing vintages, which have rendered 
Ntumihler wine as plentiful as Danube 
water, hit only have been scanty these three 
years past. Nieht wakr, IMet kind9 So 
that Hactbiaa, already a falling man, would 
be utterly ruined by remaining in this inn 
at an advanced rent. — Sob 1 " 

" Do not Utbtt kind me. Master Paul [ I 
am a plain Hungarian girl, and wish to have 
as little connexion as possible with your 
haJf-Austrian blood, and whole-Austrian 
treachery. We are not ignorant that your 
brother is bidding against us ; and that he 
has boasted of being able to possess himself 
both of the Ig^ inn and of Sucai's hand, at 
his will and fancy. Now take notice that I 
defy him in both instances. Cunning never 
prospen." 

P&l stietohed his hand upwards to the peg 
on which his gTMsy sheep-skin capote was 
suspended. But t«uched by the remembrance 
that tt prematon return home would cause 
the expenditure of half a fagot and an inch 
of rushlight, he swallowed hia indignation 
and his last mouthful of mead at the same 
time, and sat down again. 

Suisi, despairing of his removal, now ^- 
proaohed the table where old Blsschky waa 
luxniiating over his thin potations; and 
leaning on the back of the diair her father 
had deseitdd, reoommenevd her appeal to hia 

" You may perceive how sore my father 
la becoming on the subject of the Chapter. 
But it b not when he is irritated, and speaka 
aa he did to-night, that I am grieved for 
him, neighbour Johann. It is when I hear 
biro moaning and lamenting the livelong 
night ; and can even distinguish through 
the boarded partition, that he calls on my 
poor mother's name, and those of ray brothers 
and risters ; telling them that he shall be 
driven forth in his old age to bide in a 
strange home, far from the grave-yard of 
Doroghl — Then, what can I do but weep in 
my turn, and feel that I would give up every 
thing to indues him to comply with the terms 
of their reverences ; or, dismianng all hia 
cares, settle at onoe in the town of Budo, 
within sight of his own vineyards " 

" While thon, Suan, with Franil for thy 
helpmeet, would take his place at the Blaue 
Igei?" observed her godfather, reproachfully. 
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" HMTen foigire yon for Um thought," 
•xalaimed Soni, bluhing with indignation. 
" Well might jon know, —gou, friend 
Bluehky, who havs w&t«hed me from my 
babj-dayB, — that if the FoUtina would 
maka me ■ court Udy, to flaunt in brocade 
at the palace, I wonld not leftve my fattiei 
alone in fail giayheaded yean. Asd why 
do I wiah him to remun here, rather than 
retire to the city, bat that Franil with hie 
book learning, sod oiTil speech, and ready 
waleome to the g«ntry who frequent the 
Inn, can do him better Mrrise th^ as a 
Tlntager ; in which capacity, all hit acholar- 
■hip wonld not render him atronger or more 
AotiTs titan a common Slowak laboDier." 

" So— eo I " interrupted Blaaohky, rtriTlng 
t« deprecate her wrath, " I beliere thee, girl, 
—I beliere thee." 

"Leave myfather I " continaed poor Said, 
almoet in tearB ; " leave my dear kind old 
bthert— Nol not for the minei of Liptol 
Not to be queen over Hungary I " 

"Well ipoken, and bravely felt," said a 
■trange voice from beude the itove. And 
Johann and Sni^ looking towards the spot, 
]>erceived that during their dieeonrte, a 
stranger bad entered the »aal; a tall, well- 
looking young man in a somewhat rusty 
riding cloak and cap. 

" What b the gna^gtr Hen't plearare 1" 
wd Suisi, recovering the civil tone of her 
vocation, and going towardi bim. "Will 
yon eat, — or do you cbooee a bed!" 

" Eat ? ay, like a cormorant, and steep 
afterwardi like a marmot] — I have ridden 
*II day orer yonr detestable toad^ till every 
aching joint criee shame oa the comitalut. 
Pray, doea it ever occur to the worthy inhabi- 
tanta of Dorogh, that the maewi of rock 
tbey Matter on the miface of a ploughed 
field, and dignify by the name of road, may 
bnak the neck A some nnlocky travel- 
ler t" 

Haachky, whoae Indian-rubber feelings 
were seldom overstretched except by a re- 
proach Bgainit Hungarians In general, or 
Doroghians In particular, fixed bis glany, 
projecting, hare-like eyes upon the Btrai^«r, 
kod twined the limb wblch served ^Im for 
a noM into a gigantic expression of contempt, 
u he teplied — " The worthy InhabitanU of 
Dorogh have little occasion to serve the whima 
■nd fondes of Tsgrauts and strollers, whose 
ineomings and on^1ring« are equally indiflo- 
reiit to them. We fare well, live happily, 
and under an indulgent lord, even the 
Primate of Hnngaiy ; and the cmdei is an 



easy sceptre I * Our oom-fields and maiie- 
grounds give ns bread, young nr, our bill- 
sides wine. What more we require, the 
Danube brings at onr bidding. And why, 
I pray you, should we mend our roads that 
the vile Anstrians may be tempted ta ponr 
like locusts on our land, and waste its 
substance ? " 

" You say truly — descendant of the Van- 
dals ! — But would not better roads enabls 
you to convey your magnificent cattle, and 
the produce of your com-fielda and wine- 
gardens to a better market V* 

" Your Emperor," answered Johann dog- 
gedly, for he had petulantly settled tlie 
stranger to be an Austrian, "takes oare 
that his Hungarian subjects shall profit as 
little as possible by the fatnew which God 
liaa poured upon their land. Look to the 
exportation duties, the diyytigiijftfitlU. Look 
to the tax which onr wine, our herds, our 
meal, must pay for the privilege of being 
devoured in Vienna 1 You will see that 
better roads form not the one thing wanting 
to extend our commerce. Bavaria may 
thrust her superfluities into the Austrian 
dominions, and be thanked for her pains. 
But poor Hungary may close the door of 
her overloaded granaries, — oi make stove- 
wood of her wine-presses. — TAHr produce is 
rejected by her oppressors. — Mend the roads, 
quotha! — mend the Emperor's councilal 
Wliat 1 shall the poor Hungarian peasant 
be summoned from a distant borne, with his 
wallet on his back and his maize-pouch at 
his w^t, to crush the stones of the earth 
with hammer and mallet, in order that tha 
magnate who prey on his substance may be 
lioiTie more smoothly from one idling-plaes 
to anothsri — No I yonng dr, — no lueh 
German fashions for Hungary I" 

" You have not chosen your Mtptr hrod, 
fftiOdiger Heir 9" said little Suxd, anxious to 
terminate this warm debate. 

" Hy choice depends on yonn, mitdtimt t 
But I oouclude you will arrange my supper 
on the usual Hungarian terms, — veal soup, 
veal idmiUtl, roast veal, stewed veal, boiled 
veal, fried veal — " 

"We will do onr best," said Suirf, pa- 
tiently, for she perceived ^e liad to deal with 
an uneasy customer. "But perhaps you 
will prefw a hgot taken to your sleeping- 
loom that yon may sop there?" 

" By no means 1 The society of tiiis ex- 
cellent old gentleman decides me to remain 
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where I am." And without farther delsj, 
or any encouragemcut from old Blascbky, 
he dKW ft chair, and established himself 
at Ute same table, while Suisi proceeded 
to the IcilcheD t« superintend his mpper. 
She had scarcely established herself among 
the bright kettles, and steaming tripods, 
when her father, who had been busied with 
the stranger's hone, entered the aaal, in time 
to establish peace between the belligerent 

" A good night and once more welcome 
to yon, fair sir," said he to his guest, on 
entering, without noticing Blaschky's lower' 
log countenance. " You are, 1 presume, a 
stranger in this country, — umph ? — Perhaps 
from the Empire — uniphi — Towards Turkey, 
probably — umph? — The cabinet couriers have 
been somawhat slack of late : are you charged 
with despatches to the P/orte— u-m-p-h ? " 

The young stranger, thus pertinaciously 
interrogated, replied, — not indeed by Dr. 
Franklin's celebrated preliminary announce- 
ment to his Yankee questioners, — but by the 
final member of the sentence, — "Bring me a 
boot-jack ! " 

Matthias, unused to the imperative mood 
even from the lips of his customers, instead 
of obeying the command, approached the 
tallow-candle which burned in rank exube- 
rance upon the table before him, and, plung- 
ing his lingers into the grease, began to apply 
it liberally to bis long tawny mustachios ; 
pointing and shaping tUem as it seemed him 
good, without further noUce of the stranger. 

" On my honour, you are a complaisant old 
gentleman ! " observed the young man, more 
diverted than displeased. " But since my re- 
quest does not seem to meet your ^pro- 
bation, will you, Itaving ended your toilet's 
greasy task, condescend to bring me a flask 
of your rery best wine, and a roll ; lest I 
diould famish wliile the coU is ^ying for 
my supper." 

Matthias departed readily on a profitable 
errand, and returned with more expedition 
than might have been expected, bearing a 
bottle of Ilia favourite Ofener vintage, bright 
as a ruby, and soft as laandd-mikA.* 

" You have brought but one goblet, old 
Trojan 1 I shall require three." 

"Three!" — retorted Matthias, looking 
earnestly at the traveller to ascertain whether 
any Cerberian attributes announced him, like 
Mrs, Malaprop's definition, to be " three gen- 
tlemen in one ; " when, perceiving that the 



Tery handsome head upon his shoulders was 
a solitary one, he naturally concluded that 
the two bright glasses he now placed on the 
table were destined for bis own use and that 
of Master Johann. 

The young stranger filled them to the 
brim, then rose from bis seat as he exclaimed, 
"Pledge me, friends, in a toast dear to us all. 
'Hdnoiuua! our native hail and may eha 
learn to know her friends from her enemies! '" 
Having wared his glass, and drained ita con- 
tents, he dashed It against an opposite wall. 
" Let it never be filled to a less noble cause!" 
said he. In reply to the inquiring looks of the 
elders, who, liaving deliberately finished their 
own, replaced them quietly upon the table. 

Blaschky nodded to the tairtA, as much as 
to say, " You have a pretty inmate to deal 
withal; a pteclous scatter-brains I " Then, 
turning to the stranger, ha observed aloud, 
"So then, aft«r all your ruling at our 
customs and abuse of our rough roads, you 
are yourself an Hungarian?" — 

" To the heart's core ! " replied the yoang 
man, warmly ; "and I said that myself, which, 
had a stranger uttered, he should have swal- 
lowed the words t^in at the point of my 

The withered elders smiled in gradous 
approval. For there is no exaltation of spirit, 
no degree of wild enthusiasm, nay, even no 
disgraceful excess, which an Hungarian does 
not consider justifiable in the cause of national 
pride. " But although my birthplace may 
excuse my vanut," continued the stranger, 
" I will frankly acknowledge that Hungary 
is at present as little known t« me as China 

" We will fill another cnp to your better 
acquuntauce \" said MatUuas ; and the pro- 
posal was accepted by the other two with 
hearty good- will. 

"In spile of your friendly wishes," ob- 
served the young man, " methlnks I am little 
likely to reach the heart of my unknown 
mother, if all the avenues prove as stony and 
repellent as that I have passed to-day. In 
Heaven's name, what can induce the eomitat 
to abandon these shameful tracks from yeoi 
to year, though the establlslied commerce 
of centuries should have secured a royal road 
from Buda to Vienna." 

" We are poor, mt, — sadly poor ! " 

"Poor! — with every richest gift of a bonn- 
Uful Providence scattered over your lands! — 
Is not the earth beneath your feet teeming 
with mines? Have not the gold, silver, 
opals, and diamonds of Hungary, procured 
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her tbe name of the Peru of Europe? Hare 
yoa not tlie best vineyarde, tfas richest mar- 
ble, the finest nee of cattle in the world? 
Your veiy tande would task you with trifling 
toil, to poor forth their fraits twice in the 
year ; and there are districts lying waste, 
yielding only the thistle, and feeding bat 
the marmot and the lizard, which might 
rictasi an army." 

"We do not complain of the country, young 
gentleman. — There lies not a finer under the 
light of the sun. Butit is with ita masters and 
ours, with the nobles and their Emperor, that 
we have an account to settle. Were our har- 
vests to be reaped lArua in the year, they were 
insufficient to balance oar heavy taxation ; 
while the nobles, — the moths that fret our 
garments, the idle drones that fatten on our 
undoing, — contribute not one thousandth 
fraction of a ireuser towards the imperial 
revenue. There was a time when the Bo- 
hemian merchants, or the specnlatoTS from 
Fiume and Trieste, poured annually into 
onr vineyards to compete for their produce. 
Who will come, now that a quadrupled duty 
will diminiA their profits^ or what will 
render back to our deteriorated cattle the 
strength and sleekness they have lost for 
want of salt? — But a new day is dawning ! 
We have friends in the Diet now sitting at 
Festh, who will see our wrongs redressed ; or 
no more supplies for the Austrian troops ! " 

" Ay, ay ! " interrupted Blaschky, " the 
Emperor kept us forty years without a Diet 
to regnlste our laws, and control our con- 
trollers. And now he has once opened the 
sitting, let him close it when he can." 

"Let him put a dam in the Danube ! " re- 
torted Matthias. " I have nothing worse to 
Bay of the Emperor than that 1 wish liis 
public fwth were as good as his private word, 
or that it were hu word at all which governed 
onr destinies. Had all his edicts been as just 
»nd favourable to our interests as his choice 
of onr new Tavemiaii, we should have less 
reason to grumble." 

" Verily, yea ! " said the double-edged 
voice of the Sexton, roused by the ene^y 
of the disputants from a refreshing dose. — 
**The frogs have gotten the king they sought 
from Jupiter, and let them make the most of 
their wooden idol. They have imposed upon 
their Bovereign a man who wants only cou- 
rage to be a rebel, and years to be a traitor. 
RagtStski began but as Count Er— " 

"How hold thy scandalous bteath, thou 
imp of evil ! " said old Matthias, seizing the 
Sexton's collar, and expelling him from the ; 



room, "for thou shalt not ruse thy vdoe 
here agunst the hope of our times. The 
Tavemieut is young, and as they tell in the 
country, wild and wayward. But he has the 
blood of our best and bravest in his veins, 
and bids fair to do it honour ; and we owe 
the Emperor a dutiful and thankful word for 
putting him in authority over us." 

" At least," observed the young man, " let 
us not hope to settle, in an hour, those subjects 
of dispute, and redress those grievances which 
the Diet &ids it difficult to conclude in twice 
as many years. — But you speak of poverty, 
iny worthy host, where no evidence of its 
existence appears!" — 

" We Bu^red much during the war." 

" I thought the French army penetrated 
no further than Comorm ? " * 

" That indeed — and why?" svd Matthias. 
"The old fortress kept tiiem away. 'Come 
agun to-morrow,' quoth she, 'for ye shall 
not take me to-day. Cone to-morrow!' — But 
they did not accept the challenge." 

" You speak of the French army, yooi^ 
man," said Blaschky ; " to* of the Austrians, 
who, for our curse, were quartered two years 
on our land. Who spoiled our vineyards, 
robbed our cellars, insulted us, harassed us, 
pillaged us t— The Austrians— the Austrians 
— the Austrians ! — " 

" Ay ! " shouted old Matthias, warming 
with energy, till the grease distilled from his 
mustachio tips, — " and had we not our own 
people pouring in upon us at all hours, from 
all quarters, — from Hoohstrass, — from Raab, 
— fugitives before the French I In this very 
chamber, sir, slept one hundred and thirty 
officers for weeks together. My house was 
peopled, from the cellar to the pigeon-loft : 
all craving, all eating, drinking, swearing, 
smoking, — every thing but paying! My 
poor wife melt«d away before the kitchen 
fire, which was heaped and heaped through 
day and night alike. But where was the 
pleasure of spicing broths for those who gave 
not even thanks in return?" 

"Why, truly," quoth Blaschky, "onr 
poor countrymen who wandered in, with their 
household goods strapped to their backs, had 
some claims on us ; and ^e distant roar of 
the cannon besieging Comorm, spoke home 
to our hearts. — Bome '. home 1 — I think I 
hear them now, overcoming the murmurs 
of discontent which then filled this very 
speite-saal! But what had the Austrians to 
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look for at our band, that (A^ shonld clftim 
free quarters, brask our bread, and drun our 
cup, without fee or payment V-The pUIagen ! 
they came not to fight fi>r the HangariaiiH, 
but to defend their master's kingdom." — 

"Or euppoEing," added Hatthiafi, "that 
the French Aad prevailed — what then? 
Theirs had been the gentler tyrann^r. Napo- 
leon threatened ns vith no greater erili than 
an amended conBiitution, and a native and 
resident sovereign." 

" He tendered the crown to Esterhaey ! " 
sail} Blaschkj, respectfully raiung his cap in 
honour of the name held dearest in Hungary ; 
"and truly his highneaa considered his alle- 
giance to the Emperor far liefore the interests 
of his native country, when ha refused it- 
Would to Heaven he had thought other- 

"But Burely the Austrians did not proceed 
to acts of violence among their defenceless 
fellow-subjects 1 " 

"I t«Il you, Serf, I dared not remove my 
wine into the capital of Crran, lest I should 
be waylaid and plundered by Ok white 

" Supper Is served," said little Sutat's 
silver voice, anzions to terminate this stormy 
discnsdon. " /eA wUrucht Sie einen ffalen 
appetit ru tptiten!" followed, of course, as a 
salutation from all present, as the traveller 
seated himself beude a table mors daintily 
spread than might have been expected. The 
tureen smoked anspiciausly. A dish of the 
limbs of fowls delicately crumbed and fried, 
was flavoured with lemon juice and the bright 
red native paprika, or powdered capsicum, 
which forms an excellent substitute for the 
coarse pepper used in the empire. The bread 
was fresh and light, — an important point to 
tliose accustomed to the heavy yellow loaves 
full of aniseed, and glazed with glue, which 
prevail in the Austrian states.* Above all, 
a well-cob webbed bottle of Matthias's suptr- 
ttaeulum stood beside the pile of plates. 

The stranger had scarcely seated himself 
to his repast, when a band of agmner, who 
were passing through the village, having 
noticed the lights still burning in the taal, 
entered without further inritatJon, and estab- 
lished themselves in the background, for the 
performance of one of their ungular concerts. 
A dulcimer, two violins, a monochord and a 
bass, were the instruments employed, — all of 
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their own manufacture ; and without know- 
ledge of counterpoint, or of music as a science, 
they contrived to maint^n a decent degree 
of harmony; each In turn impravisating a 
variation upon tbe motive sustained by the 
others, a beautifol and characteriatJc national 
melody. 

At the conclnnon of their'eoncerted piece, 
old Hattiiias, who was vain of his daughter's 
talents and sweet voice, desired one of the 
viollnlste to repeat alone the accompaniment 
of the same ^r ; which he called upon Sucsi 
to mng in her best manner, for the entertain- 
ment of his guest 

Unused to disobey, the young girl ci 
Arward without delay or affectation ; 
save that she held tlie comer of her pisjted 
apron for support and countenance, without 
any remarkable show of timidity. 

Her voice was sweet and touching ; and, 
after breathing a prelude whose tripled not«s 
closely resembled the call of a quail, she 
sang the following — 

HYMM OF THE WACHTEWHLAG. 

Wbst Imrlf v^« npMl* with pUintive nil, 

Ama Dnmy-ama Dam ! 

Bo KB^ tinid ttui coin ths lowly qusil, 

Ama Dmi,—ama DtMl 

Tlwn, ecoachiDE in her iDDAliogit, 

Her feeble uceoti hnmblj bleu 

The Oifer of Ibe Beldi vound. 

Oh I let me bnMh* the ame loft imud. 



Idit 1 ■* the eraning nia ainki low end dim, 

Aim Dmm,—ama Dtm 
The patient ijfuil reoein her teipei hjmn. 

And while beside the tnrfen 
Wherein hn cell 
I nigbtlT bend m^ 
Let Dka W holy a. 

Ama Dtiai,-~iaaa Dam I 

SuEsi who, in the interest of her song, had 
lost the coy shyness arimng from ringing it 
to a stranger, had dropt the protecting comer 
of bei apron, while she sweetly repeated the 
triple notea, which were modulated s 
Emulate the quail-call with remarkable exact- 
ness; and stood with herrighthandextended, 
her head bent forward, with flushed cheeks 
and sparkling eyes, when Frand,' having 
concluded his diplomatic labours, entered the 
aaal! 

The first object that met his Inquiring 
eyes, was the handsome young stranger 
leaning back negligenUy in his chair, his 
supper standing untouched before him on the 
table, and his eyes fixed, with no equivocal 
expression of admiration, upon those Cf the 
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heiress of the Blue Hedgehog ! PoorFmul 
felt an indescribable thrill dart through every 
vein at the sight ; and, disdaining to hush ttie 
echo of his heavy footsteps in compliment to 
the singer, he stalked towarde the table with 
the air of a Bajazet^ twisting his mustachios 
with a demonstration of mental martyrdom 
that Kean might have envied. 

The egotism of Matthias's heart wanned 
at the right of his ambassadoi ; and turning 
hastily from hia guest, he demanded to know 
the issue of his negotiations. " I am ready 
to acquaint yon with every circumstance 
when all this accursed noise and scraping is 
over," replied Pranzl, peevishly, " and when 
the fraulein can spare time from her exer- 
tions to listen to BO unimportant a conunnnl- 
cadon." 

"Silence — instantly — silence there!" 
bawled honest Matthias to the astonished 
musicians. " Drink a cup, friends, and 
begone. I must not have junketing and 
fiddling here in my speim-taal, and the Friday 
morning so near at liand." 

The dulcimer player thus apostrophiied, 
began patiently to strap up his instrument^ 
wliile one of the younger mnricians advanced 
with an extended cap towards the traveller; 
who was somewhat astonished at the peremp- 
tory manner In which, without reference to 
his inclinations, his diversion had been ter- 
minated. But having tossed a ducat into 
the gipsy's hat, he was recalled to himself 
by the amaiement depicted on the counte- 
ikance of the tignmer, 

" Yes ! " said the stranger, aflecting to 
interpret the look, " change, — certainly ; 
a xuxtmigtr for each of you, and bring me 
the rest in white money." 

In the meanwhile, Franzl,hb master, and 
his master's daughter, had retired to the end of 
the chamber, and were engaged in earnest dis- 
course ; of which their guest could gather 
nothing but the exclamations of the old 
man — "0, teeh — leeh — weh.' Troop I will, 
and troop I must, 0, toeh, weh ! Sorely 
shall I miss my old hannts ] Sorely shall I 
yearn for my early home ! But the blow is 
struck and the hour ; — and I must forth !" 
while murmurs of regret and sympathy from 
his daughter filled up the pauses of his 
lamentation. 

The traveller directed his attention, there- 
fore, exclusively to his own wants ; and as 
they bad now journeyed through various 
couises towards the dessert, he sat emptying 
a case of Oedenbourg sweetmeats, and sipping 
a glass of Totayer, till host or waiter, or 



Snzai herself, might be pleased to return to 
their attendance. "A cup of wAwora,* as 
hot as papriia /" he at length exclumed 
in despair ; directing hia commands to Franzl, 
as an excuse for amusing himself with a 
deliberate survey of his person. The waiter 
could not but obey. 'Twas his vocation ; but 
he "did his spiriting un-gently," and strode 
out of the room widk an enei^y which made 
his spurs ring again. The stranger took this 
opportunity to note that if the handmaiden 
of the Igd were sprightly, and graceful, and 
sweetly- voiced, its Wfuter was nothing inferior 
in personal endowments. Franal was indeed 
a splendid-looking creature, melo-dramatic 
and picturesque, and highly national in his 
appearance ; and the traveller interpreted 
without much difficulty, the ur of affected 
unconcern with which Snap's soft footsteps 
followed him out of the taat. 

A minute afterwards, however, she re- 
turned, flushed and panting, with surprise 
and indignation in her countenance ; and 
the young traveller concluded from the altera- 
tion of her manner, that Franil was not only 
her lover, but jealous, and jealous probably 
of himself, — for old Blaechky had left the 
chamijer at the first chord of the sigeimet't 

Now even those who are most pain- 
fully aware that jealousy is one of the 
bitterest drops polluting the cup of human 
happiness, have little reluctance in assisting 
to poison the chalice of another. The jealous 
meet with no compassion. A privileged 
butt for the whips and scorns of the human 
kind, 

" Suffenuiee i> the Udgs of all thsir tribe ! " 

And thus, in* pursuance of time-honoured 
custom, the malicious guest, who had till 
now remarked in Suzsi, only a cunning 
compounder of sehnitiel, a pretty animated 
grudte, and a very obedient daughter, began 
to pay her certain little attentions, which were 
hellebore and arsenic to poor Franzl. 

He spoke his commands respecting the 
adjustment ' of his chamber in a whisper 
hard to be endured ; and begged her to 
sweeten the coffee she had set before him, 
in a tone of gallantry such as had rarely been 
breathed before in the ^/iJcAefiiwtfo/; and 
which would have alarmed old Matthias 
himself, had he not previously rushed into 
the village to breathe his tale of woes into 
his drowsy neighbour, Johann Blaschkji's 
sympathetio ears. He retnmed, however, 
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to the taal just m Suzsi liad t&kf n the candle 
to light the stranger to hia chamber ; and, 
after a cordial "tcklafen tie mohl, gnSdiger 
Herr," to the traveller, seized Franzl by the 
arm, and careless or unconscious of his re- 
sistance, in^sted upon dragging him through 
every department of the farm, to exhibit the 
ability with which he had executed his dele- 
gated duties of tlie day ; and renew in each 
his lamentaUons over the neceeaity of soon 
quitting them for ever ! 

Meanwhile Suzsi, with gracious good will, 
di^layed to the strange guest her cares for 
his accommodation ; — the snow-white and 
frilled sheet she had stretched over the hair- 
mattrasa which formed bis bed, and of which 
the black spikes shone lustrously tlirough 
the linen ; — wlule a ticking sack of loose 
feathers afforded tlie upper covering which 
replaces, in Hungarian economy, both quilt 
and blanket and eiderdown. Scarcely had 
she entered his chamber, when the young 
man threw aside his ^ of idle compliment, 
and looking upon her with the grave and 
friendly interest of a supenor, exclMmed, 
" YouhavebeenweepingjBiaifcAen/ Who has 
offended you! What can have grieved so 
good agirl, — so dutiful a daughter T' 

The tears that had been standing in poor 
Suzsi's eyes, poured down at this inquiry. 
But she answered not. When still more 
kindly urged by the stranger, she replied, 
"Alas I Herr, my poor father is about to 
kave the dwelling which he has looked on 
as his own these Bi±-and-thirty years. The 
oath he has sworn, never to increase his 
rent-fee, binds him to his determination, and 
the Chapter of Gran have already formed 
theirs ! — Thb very evening my faUier com- 
manded me to prepare for our removal to 
Buda !" 

"And is this all, my poor child? Why 
'tis a mercy to thee, Suzm ! 'Compare the 
mud huts of the village, and the boors who 
dwell therein, with the stately mansions of 
the city, and their polished inhabitants I 
Compare the waste of sloughs and miry 
tracks round Dorogh, with the SCadt- Wild- 
eken of Pesth, and the gay sporta of the 
Ilargariten Imel ! — Think of the merry 
meetings tliat will sliorten thy long days, — 
the masked nights of tike carnival that 
will prolong thy joyous nights, — and tell 
me not of thy desire to tarry in this desert." 
" I pray you, gentle sir, speak not 
to me of these things," answered Suaw, 
modestly, — " they belong not to my d^ree. 
I have been so happy here, so beloved, that 



to leave Dorogh will grieve me no less than 
my poor father. — Will the stony ways of I 
the city repay me in the summer-seaaon for ! 
the fresh fields and springing fowers, and \ 
the acacio-trees which hang their blossoms 
over the thatched roofs of the village 1 The 
drums of the fortress will wake me on the 
Sabbatb mornings, instead of the sweet 
sounds of promise which here reach us from 
the church that rises close bemde our gate. 
My moUier sleeps in the grave-yard, — 
ffoodiger Herr, and my dsteis and brothers 
he fast by her «de. — Who will keep their 
graves clear from weeds, and the turf fresh- 
ened during the summer heats, when Suzai 
is gone V — And she hid her face with her 
hands at the thought. 

" My poor child, will nothing avul to 
alter thy father's determination ?" 

"Alas ! nothing." . 

" And that of the Chapter V 

" StiU less." 

" Methinks," continued the str&nger, half- 
aside, " I might do something wiUi the 
reverend confraternity — " 

"Onddiger Herr!" exclaimed Suzw, throw- 
ing herself upon her knees, " I know not how 
I should address you, — for snre I un that I 
speak toone of the noblest in oiir land. Yi 
generodty to the etgeuner, — your table choice- 
nesB, — your air; — noble sir! pray you, 
dare yourself to your poor servant !" 

" Suzsi," said the young traveller, ralMug 
her from his feet, " I thought not, in entering 
your dweUing, to be tempted to throw aside 
my disguise. But the sentiments I have 
heard from your lips convince me that I may 
trust to your discration. Know then that I 
am commissioned by his Imperial Majesty 
to bear his reply to the app«il of the Diet, 
now sitting at Pesth ; and it is necessary 
that I should remain unknown, till I hicve 
prefaced my pubhc duty by a private inter- 
view with the leading magnate. Therefore, 
pretty Suzsi, I exact your solemn promise 
that till my return towards Vienna, — a 
fortnight, or possibly a month hence, — you 
will betray no suspicion of my real con- 
dition. Remember, — I must still be treated 
as a traveller of low degree and scanty 
means." 

"But I am rtill ignorant" — faltered 
Suzsi — 

"Of my name and lankt — Tme!- 
Remember me then in your prayers as Alexia 
Er — , your Tavemicus of the Hungarian 
crown. Good-night, good girl — let my 
coffee and my horse be ready at day-break." 
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Snzai kissed the hanii extended towards 
ber, bat still lingered. 

"I see you have not courage to give voice 
to jour wishes, — and it were needlesa. Rest 
bappy,Sazsi: Iprotnisejoa tlut/ourfatlier 
shall not leave the Blue Hedgehc^ unless by 
hie own desire. Trust the affair to my 
management, and once more, good-night." 



W»J over Tomu in Ml homoor »»o«d ? 

Ulciard Ihe Third. 

Oh the following day, many hours after 
their midnight gneet had bestowed his partr 
Ing salutations upon the blushing and con- 
scions SuKsi, in presence of Matthias, and 
far worse, in presence of Matthias's secretary 
of stat« for die home department, — Franzl 
Westermann, — the travelling carriage and 
tmU of Count '£i — > the TatemUag, passed 
through Dorogh. 

As soon as the name of its patriotic and 
popular proprietor was borne into the htgh- 
place of the village upon the wings of 
rumour, or more plainly, upon "the most 
sweet breaths," of half a dozen withered 
mendicants, whose palsy, serpigo and rhenm, 
had entitled them to a begging staUon at 
the gate of the post-house, a shout of 
acclamation was raised by the labourers 
who chanced at that moment to be enjoy- 
ing their noontide snqKnsion from toil. A 
thousand mnsy ^Vivatt!" urged the pace 
of the stumbling horses along the wretched 
road leading to the Post-hma. 

The calSche halted under the gateway, 
and the past-meuter flew to make out a 
certificate for so honoured a traveller ; and 
while the poatilions slung on their tasselled 
horns, and burnished their mustacliios, a 
crowd of villagers, the most national per- 
haps, or posnhly the most needy and rapa- 
cious, gaUiered round the carriage, in hopes 
that its leathern cuftains might unclose, and 
discover the object of their enthu«asm. To 
achieve so desirable an event, they had 
reconrse to all possible modes of iuvocS' 
tion, — to all manner of soothing appeals. 
" Long live your Exoellency, the represen- 
tative of a bold and fair race ! — God prosper 
your Highneas's endeavours for the cause of 
Hungary ! Heaven retain your lordship in 
his majeaty'a councils 1 Fival Tavemi- 

For some time, these and such acclamations 
rent the air, subsiding at intervals tnt« a 
flattering murmur of applause. But the 
hoarse and weary thnoig, observing that 

Vou UI. 



their efforts weie crowned with indiflerent 
success, united at length in a flnal yell of 
enthusiasm, which fairly roused the sole 
tenant of the calAis from his peaceful 
slumbera ; and lo ! the visage of the Count 
Alexis's Swiss valet, lank, rueful, and un- 
shorn, protruded itself from the vehicle, 
with a " Blait-il met pom ami* 9 Qu'at a 
q'uilf a boar foe lerfieef" 

The discomfited patriots in shaggy sheep- 
skin mantles, shook their larded locks with 
indignation, and were half disposed to resent 
with tierceness their own misapprehenuon. 
They retreated, however, with hasty strides, 
from the scene of their mortification ; white, 
as the carriages rolled on towards Buda, the 
upper house of Dorogh le^slature, — co 
sisting of Johann Blascliky, Pal the se 
ton, Onsky the post-master, and other 
worshipfuls of the village, who usually took 
their noon-day pipe under the linden trees 
that overspread the gateway of the latter, 
stared after the departing equipage witii 
almost e^ual indignation. The order of the 
day, — the deciaon of the Gran Chapter and 
drminas«meM of Matthias and his family, — 
were hastily discussed, in order that the 
impatient oratory of the speakers might ex- 
pend itself upon the inexplicable absence of 
tlie Tavemicus, and the mysterious jargon 
of the animal he bad delegated to represent 
him on the journey. 

Meantime, scenes of disastrous moment 
were passng in the adjoining viirthahaat, 
Matthias, who, like many of his betters, 
" look misfortune aa an affront," and knew 
no distinction between the feelings of anger 
and sorrow, had scarcely waited the early 
departure of his guest to issue contradictory 
edicts and decrees innumerable, to the vari 
members of his establishment. Intent U|^ 
exhibiting the earnestness of his resolution to 
depart^ he seemed to consider, that nnce the 
thing was inevitable, " 'twere well it were 
done quickly ; " and he therefore enforced, 
with unwont«d peevishness and vociferation, 
the marshalling of his household. " Such 
marchings and counterraarchings, " .such 
opening of presses, such rattling of crockery, 
had rarely tasked the ears or patience of his 
daughter. But it was neither her father's 
captionsness, nor the measure of her own 
labours, that brought the tean into Suzsi's 
eyes, and rendered ber incapable of fulfill- 
ing her manifold duties with exactness. 

In the course of her morning's toil, Franzl 
had not only forborne hb usual proffers of 
assistance but when their reflective occu- 
No. M. 
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patiooB bronght them together, had arerted 
his Bcowling broir, stsTted from her touch aa 
from that of the loathliest reptUe, and finally 
looked upon her with an expresuon of con- 
tempt which could not fail to penetrate the 
innermost cells of a tender heart. 

He had remained silent and nnaocudng, it 
is true ; but there was epeech in bis fiaahiDg 
eye more eloquent than verbal reviling, — 
there waa an oratory in his curling lip, which 
words could not have rivalled ! She re- 
eolved not to be grieved a second time by 
ench a glance of dlegnst; and feelii^ ill- 
nsed, indignant, turned heroically away. 
But woman's affection is mnnipotent ; and, 
retraang her steps with tearftil eyes and 
tremiilouB Toioe, Susd addressed her petulant 

" Franzl ! " she began, "dearest Franzl I " 
but the words choked her, and, bnrsUng into 
tears, she held out her hand in that pleading, 
humbled, deprecatory manner, which love 
only can suggest, and which an obdurate 
heart could alone repulse. That of Franzl 
Westermann was surely of the most adaman- 
tine texture ; for, instead of being touched by 
her sweet submisnon, he dashed away the 
pledge of peace with malignant violence, ac- 
companying the action with a look and 
epithet still harder to be endured. 

Suesl's spirit was now roused in its turn. 
Dashing the tears from her flushed cheeks, 
tihe raised up her head like a flower after a 
storm ; and, if she did not tlireaten " the 
angry boy " with a deep and unavailing re- 
pentance, she secretly asmgned him as bitter 
a portion of remorse and penitence as her 
gentle mind could pictnre, before he might 
regain that love and that confidence, against 
which he had dnned so cruelly. 

Poor Snzsi ! She little knew that her 
power to punish had accompanied the gift of 
her whole heart ; and that of all the slaves 
upon earth, the woman who loves with fond- 
ness and intensity is the most incapable of 
eelf-defence. 

The evening came at length ; and the disor- 
ganized family no longer gathered itself ronnd 
the cheerful board in happy household nnion. 
Their accustomed guests feelingly forbore to 
break in upon old Matthias's first day of 
disturbance and mortification. For the first 
time during thirty years, Jofaann Blaschfey 
filled and emptied a solitary evening bowt in 
his own homestead ; and even Vi P&l was 
shamed into screening his selfish exultation 
from Sum's notice, at the expense of logs 
and a light in his lonely dwelling. 



The night, too, came ; and the young lovers 
parted without salutation or word of grace ; 
they, who bad been wont to iudnlge in the 
" sweet sorrow " of good-night, as tenderly as 
ever did that enchanting pair, whose love is 
of all ages and all nations. The morning 
dawned ; and tbey met again, still silently, 
and still coldly. The renewal of toil seemed 
to be only a signal for the renewal of discord 
or estrangement ; and their mutual dissatis- 
faction became as erident to others as it was 
to themselves. 

How darkly comes the first grievons cloud 
of BDspioion over the fair heaven of youthful 
love ! With what profound disunion may a 
word, a look, an inference, sever tie ties of 
confiding afi^tion, — those sweet and holy 
bonds which, of all hiiman impulses, appear 
the worthiest of immortality. The peevish- 
ness of an idle hour will overcome the re- 
membrance of years of untiring patience and 
exclusive devotion ; and like the son of I^etis, 
Love is doomed to perish by a puerile wound, 
however bravely he may have related fiercer 
attacks and a more heroic enemy. 

Poor Suzri was bnt the child of the land- 
lord of a oonntfy inn. But so gentiy, so 
purely, bad ran the current of her young 
existence, so solely devoted was h^ kind 
heart to the duties of a tender daughter and 
Christian maiden, that her claims to com- 
miseration are nowise inferior to those of a 
more classic or courtly heroine. The heart 
is of no degree; and neither the one nor 
the other could have been more sensible to 
the value of an honest man's ai!ections, or 
have drooped n-ith more heart-Stricken 
affliction under the evil interpretation of a 
jealous lover. Here was not a tearful 
sorrow ; bnt it was deep, and tender, and 
overcoming, 

Matthias, meanwhile, abeorbed in selfish 
regrets, beheld in the mournful looks and 
unassured foolateps of his child, indications 
of decent sympathy in his personal troubles ; 
or, at most, a natural expression of her grief 
at leaving the haunts of her childhood and 
the companions of her riper years. He 
dreamed not that there existed, at that 
mommt, sorrows on the earth tlwt had not 
their origin in the avarice of the Canons 
of Gran ; and, even had his mind been 
enlightened, wonld have regarded the brouil- 
lerie of the irritated pair as singularly ill- 
timed and disrespectful towards himself. He 
was nnsparing of compl^ts in his conver- 
sations with his daughter; who, bound to 
secrecy by the CMnmsnds of the Tavemicns, 
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presumed not to soothe his affliction bj that 
b&lm of hope whicli her confidence In Connt 
Er — 'i power and will to serve her imparted 
to her own feelings. Slie dared not even 
ni^nd or modify those preparatJons for 
departiLTe which she fondly trusted would 
prove nnnecessary. 

The days went lagginglj along. Her rery 
ffidstoDce appeared to have acquired a new- 
character. She began to think that it inight 
be endurable to abandon Dorogh and its 
green pastures, since Dorogh could wear so 
dull and joyless a seeming. The house was 
fall of discordant noises, the air seemed to 
hang heavily apon her, when — 

Lilu HI nnriihteaiu and unbaried gboai, 
8I1B wudsr'd Dp ud domi ttioM 1«d; ■rcidei. 

The paths of the village looked dnety and 
uninviUng when her restless heart prompted 
her to wander forth ; and all the uses of this 
world seemed as flat and unprofitable to 
Suzsi, as they have done to every victim of 
discontent from the days of Hamlet until 
now. A thorn was in her heart. A struggling 
pain haunted hei parched throat. The tears 
came quivering importunately over her eyes : 
and never more painfully than when striving 
to asEume a tone of merriment with her 
father's guests, in the h<me of disguising the 
secret anguish of her feelings. 

If the wayward author of her affliction 
felt consdons of the change which every 
succeeding day wrought in poor Suzsi's hol- 
low eyes and pale cheeks, — and, with a due 
allowance for the proverbial blindness of love, 
He must surely have done so, — he considered 
any degree of suf^ring she might endure to 
have been fairly earned ; and regarded her 
altered countenance with that intensity of 
gratified hatred which belongs to the alter- 
nation of the fondest pasrion. He remem- 
bered the pride he had taken in her distin- 
guishing and lavish affection ; the fervour 
vrith which he had watched over her happi- 
ness ; the deep joy with which he had reeog' 
nised the superior purity of her mind ; the 
hope, the trust, the ardonr, with which he 
bad anticipated his marriage hours: and 
shuddered as he contemplated his present 
frame of feeling. Alas ! the miser believed 
himself to be despoiled of the treasure of his 
secret hoard! The fond confiding friend 
•eemed greeted with ingraUtude and betrayal, 
** there where he had garnered up his heart." 
Wae not this an excuse for his luiitted brows 
and compressed lips, and an apology for the 
Utter torment he was inflicting upon her who 
loved b"Tij aa woman only loves, with eqnal 



pride and humility : — with humility,in regard 
to the object beloved ; with pride, in regard 
to the whole world beside 1 

"And this," thought Suz^ aa one after- 
noon, escaping from the turmoil of her home, 
she took her sohtery way up the hill-side 
towards her father's vineyards, — "this misery 
is all the fruit of a trifling concealment, of a 
single deviaUon from the ordlnaiy frankness 
of my heart. Strange that I, who so utterly 
abhor deceit, — I, who would unbosom my 
own most secret thooghts to Fianzl, should 
have been betrayed into participating in the 
mysteries of a stranger. Wo worth the night 
which tempted the noble Tavernicus to so- 
journ in our dwelling! Better had it been 
for my father to quit his inn, — better that 
our worldly prospects should have been 
blighted, — better that aught should have 
arisen, than that Ftanzl should be abused 
with the thought of my unworthinese, and 
be tempted to treat me thus harshly. Till 
now, there existed not between ua a single 
painful remembrance. There was not a 
cloud on the horizon of memory. And 
now ! — " And having sat herself down on 
the stone steps of the vineyard, Sassi sobbed 
bitterly. 

It was the month of May, and the air 
came balmily through the swelling vine- 
sticks. The young shoots, of a pale downy 
green, were springing tenderly from the 
knotted stems of the vines, and gave a float- 
ing vapoury softness to the outline of ,tlie 
hills aroand, till a cloud appeared to hover 
over the vast surface of the vine-gardens. 
Here and there, interplanted at regulsr in- 
tervals among the vines, appeared rows of 
peech-rees, blushing with blossoms ; and 
cherries, with their leafless rods, completely 
hidden by flowers of a bridal whiteness. 
The' birds were wheeling through the soft 
air, as though it were a joy to float upon Its 
buoyant sweetness. The butterflies were flut- 
tering among the vines, as if waiting the 
unfolding of their honeyed bloom. And the 
cuckoo, that "winged voice," was heard from 
among the maple trees, far in the valley 
below. 

Suzsi was roused from her fit of despon- 
dency, as these and other sweet sounds of 
spring forced themselves upon her observa- 
tion. It is so difficult \o despair when Hea- 
ven's resplendent daylight Is shining round 
us, and Nature's lovely promise bursting 
into realty beneath our eyes. The past, 
with its images of the lost, the dead, the 
estranged, b not with us then. It' is the 
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future, tlie flattering future, bright ivith 
fitful dreame and fancies, which rules the 
hour. DcBpondencj should hide ita head in 
the dark etagnant dens of the city. The 
hitl-aide has a breeze which quickens the 
bliwd into action, and the fragrant fields a 
music of their own, which overpowers the 
ominous croak of its augury. 

Impossible to despair when Nature's smile 
is reflected from the objects around ua ; and it 
could scarcely fall more brightly than under 
Suzai'a gaze, upon the rock on which the 
little forircsB of Gran affected to frown in 
the distance, or upon the mountains which 
veil the course of the Danube beneath ita 
walls. The whole landscape was unfolded 
before her, like a page of (he choicest poetry. 

The young Hungarian arose, cheered and 
comforted, from her deliberate perusal of 
its characters ; and bent her way towards 
the brow of the hill, where a small votive 
chapel, one ,of the numerous structures 
which gratitude or suppliant piety have 
erected among the vineyards, lifted its hum- 
ble head above the trim vines. A low bench 
stood before the grating, that the country 
maiden might lay down her burden, and 
breathe her simple prayers during her brief 
repose. There, daily, the aged labourer vails 
his bonnet as he passes ; there the cliild sus- 
pends its play to lift up ita guiltless hands ; 
and many a supplication is uttered before its 
humble shrine, and many a self-reviling con- 
fession poured into those bright heavens 
spread over its roof, which mightier fanes 
and more hallowed altars could never have 
inspired. 

Long did Suzsi kneel upon the springing 
grass before ita gate ; and patiently and 
sweetly did she smile when she rose from her 
orisons. But as the turned towards her 
homeward path, an unwelcome companion 
advanced to meet her : Menesatz ! the bro- 
ther of Ur Pal the sexton ; whom fame 
as^gned as the future vdrfh of the Blaae 
Igel, and whom her conscious disgust had 
long taught her to look upon as a presuming 
and distasteful suitor. 

Vexed at the untoward chance which 
brought him there at such an hour, Suzsi 
was well aware that tlie little manteuvrea 
with which she usually parried his attacks, 
must prove unavailiilg iu this lonely inter- 
view. She could not, in the still sBcluuon 
of the vineyards, afiect blindness 
fts in her father's clamorous dwelling, 
her innocent mon/^ of village coquetry 
at fault. Snzm saw that it would be 



less to gaze vacantly upon the dim distance, 
as if unconscious of the smiles that were beat 
upon her lovely face ; or to hazard with 
affected unconcern, a casual observation, when 
n-ords of pressing and fervent courtship w 
ringing in her ears. 

"Well met, sweet one!" said Menesatz, 
joining her side with asaduity. "II 
becoming a rare sight even to look upon 
you, Suzsi, — much more to be indulged in 
the happiness of a solitary ramble by your 
«de. You saw me advancing towards you 
when you prolonged your walk. Is it not 
true, kijiUiM? — say so, and bless me with 
the confes^on." 

"So little true," replied Suzsi, with indig- 
nation, "that had I dreamed of the posdbility 
of meeting you, I would have — " 

" Hush, hush !-— words of course, — afitting 
show of maidenly decorum. Trust me, I can 
appreciate the delicacy of your reserve. Well, 
Suzsi, it seems certain that your father will 
cede his post at the Hedgehog to some l< 
worthy occupant ? " 

" To a worthier he could not." 

"Umph! certainly — certainly. But it 
would appear, Suzsi, that the prospect of 
leaving old Dorogh ie grievous to your f 
ings. You have lost all your fine bloom. 
Your eyes are even now red with weeping. 
But cheer up and look for brighter days, sweet 
Suzsi. Even should tlie Chapter of Gra 
decide on accepting my tender, you shall 
fleeer remove from tiie home you love. Nay! 
turn not away ; you cannot escape me. The 
occasion is a favourable one, and you shall 
hear ail I have to say. You shall know that 
notwithstanding my brilliant prospects, n 
withstanding the favour with which my 
friend and patron Count Sz£chenyi forwards 
my views, I am resolved, Suzsi, without 
delay, to make you ray wife. It is true, 
your village breeding will scarcely fit you 
to preside over such an establishment, oi 
do justice to such a style of business as I 
intend to set on foot in Dorogh. But etill, 
under my instructions, — my former utua- 
tion as ho/haiameitter in the Count's family 
having of course qualified me for the charge, 
— 1 do not despair of fonning yon to better 

"Master Menesatz," replied Suzsi, indig- 
nant at the tone of superiority he had assumed, 
which so ill became a suitor, "I have still 
and ever prayed you to forbear.auch instances 
and declarations as these, seeing that they 
are altogether unwelcome and unavailing. 
When 1 leave Dorogh, it will be to shai^ 



,Gooj^le 



THE HUNGABUN MAIDEN AND THE TAVERNICUS. 



21 



I my fitthei's borne, v/hereaoevtr it may be sp- 
I pointed." 

I " No, Saz^, no ! you will think better of 
> it, I am penuaded. You will not refuse to 
I blesB a heart that lovea you, to preside aa 
miatress ia the Home yon cherish, to live and 
{ die in the village wherein you were bora ; 
I and this, too, for the sake of a beggarly 
{ wuter, who haa nothing to endow you withal, 
I hut his poverty and irritable temper." 
I " Nothing ! " replied Suzsi, in a voice of 
I emotion, '^ Nothing f — Is an honeat heart 
I nothing? ]sabraT^npright,generou3niiud 
I nothing? Ia it nothing to have gifted the 
poor with the hard-earned fruits of patient 
industry, — to have saved tlie life of an enemy 
at the peril of liis own ? Go — go 1 — those who 
rise by creeping, those who wax prosperous 
throngh cunning, and intrigue, and pecula- 
tion, and the favour of the great, are notliing 
— less than nothing '. — But lay good, frank, 

generous Franzlmay boast " 

" Your Frand 1 " retorted M^nesatz, livid 
with suppressed fury ;"j'our«, maiden? Those 
who are one in heart and troth rarely look 
npon each other as Franzl Westermann gazed 
upon yourself an boor ago, when together 
we noted your rambling footsteps from the 
valley yonder below." 
" Franzl saw me then ! " 
"Ay I and saw me also depart on your 
track I I told him, archly enough, that die 
hill-top waa a well chosen spot for love- 
whispers." 

Suzsi wrung her hands. " And Franzl, 
what said he in reply ? " 

" He laughed aloud 1 Bat not, to my 
thinking, for any pleasant thought that 
tickled his mind, for his brow the while 
waa dark as the Krapaks. 'No matter,' 
he said, "Us no matter. Come one, come 
all. The wanton wind blows npon every 
one ; shall a wanton wopian ha less free t ' 
And so he had me go and speed my 
wooing." 

Suzsi diuddered as she listened 1 To be 
made a mock of, — her weakness, if such 
it were, to be noted even to a vain babbler 
like M^nesatzl It was too much for pa- 

" Ay, Suzsi," continued tlie wily one, 
pursuing bis advantage, " this it is to be 
subjected to starts of passion, and prompted 
by the suspicions of a fretful, jealous temper. 
A precioua companion, in sooth, were Master 
Westermann, with his ghastly, scornful 
laugh, and angry, faltering voice, during 
the long days which make up th« nun of 



life ! Well, an easy heart and a peace- 
ful hearth for me ! Harsh words never 
yet straightened a woman's crooked paths ; 
and a kind hand, and gentle speech may do 
much to lead the wanderer into a better 
track." 

Suzai felt that she had justthen much need 
for the soothing of a kind hand, and gentle 
speech. But she said not a word. 

" And your father, Suzai, how would he 
brook to be thwarted in the weariness of his 
age, by a fractious, contradictory temper? 
To be bearded on his own hearthstone, by one 
who lias taken hire at his hanils ? To behold 
liis child, — tile lamb of his flock, — harassed 
and evil-entreated by auch a churl as Franzl 
is like to become! Then, if the world go 
but hardly for a season, if the vines should 
suffer from April hail, or the maize lack 
moisture to swell its sheaves, straight should 
we see Master Westermann with folded arms 
and leaden looks, hearing about his sullen 
despondency from hall to granary ; spitjng 
his customers, and rating his meek wife for 
the ni^iardliness of the skies. Give me a 
frank, easy heart, Suzai, and a sanguine 
cheerful temper, — for blessed are they who 
inhabit therewith." 

Suzu was provoked to find in the insidious 
comments of her companion much that was 
unanswerably true. But she loved him not 
the better for proving that she had fixed 
her aflections imprudently. Few women 
can endure to be put in the wrong. She had 
determined &om tite first, that she would 
not enter the vilify in friendly companion- 
ship with one whom she so little affected as 
Menesatz ; and as soon as they came in 
sight of the smoke curling above its budding 
acacias, paused abruptly to inquire which 
path it was his 'pleosuie to take, iu order 
that she m^ht select another. 

Menesatz expostulated with her upon this 
ungracious decUration; eaforcinghis remon- 
strances by taking her resisting hand within 
his own, and setting forth, with more explicit 
detail, the splendours about to accredit hia 
temporal prosperity, and his earnest hope 
and intention of sharing them with her 
beloved and lovely self- 

" Master Menesatz," replied Suzsi, with- 
drawing her hand from his pressure with 
more self-command than was implied by her 
tremulous voice, " I could not fail to com- 
passionate such sentiments, were I not per- 
suaded that their existence mainly depends 
upon the amount of the Bparings of my father's 
industry ; Vid I should blame mgtelfiot the 
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freedom o( your preaent addresB, did I not wall 
remember that from the firat hour yon came 
glozing had fawning to out horns in Dorogh, I 
expressed wj uoequiTOcal opposition to your 
suit. You spoke not indeed openly of 
your will towards me, nor named the name 
of iove. But BO far as you could infer your 
poauon, without committing yoiu prudence, 
you showed me your intention, and I ac- 
quaintedj'ou witttmine. Nay, more, to spare 
you the pain of hearing my plain opinion in 
plain words, I overstepped tiie reserve of a 
woman's heartland told you I loved another, 
— even though that other hod not theneought 
me of my father." 

"Do I deny it?" replied M^esati with 
varying colour, and concentrated voice. "Do 
I deny it t you said you loved Franil Wester- 
mann, the tiireling 1 But will yoo, can you, 
SuEsi, say so now 9 — now that be hath 
thought you, ay— and has called you in the 
ears of men, that which I dare not repeat 
to your own ? " 

Suxsi Btart«d as though she had been stung 
by a venomous reptile. "He has called 
me so t has spoken lightly of me 1 " sud 
she, clasping her hands together. " May 
God foi^ve him ! And can I aay I love 
himstiU? I ma — Ido! I love him ten- 
derly, — truly, — against my judgment, — 
against my very vriti, — but still, with a 
changeless affection. Dream you that the 
love of years b rooted out in an hour, — that 
feelings which have engrossed my whole 
heart, my whole existence, con be blown 
away by a blast of angry breath ? No, no 1 
if I knew that I should look on him no 
more, — if I knew that he had given heart 
and faith to another, I should say, as I say 
now, that the love of my youth will be the 
love of my age; and that my duty^shall 
be vowed to no other husband than him 
whose name for long, long yeari^ 1 have 
joined with my father's, in my nightly 
prayers to the Almighty." 

Suiai'e tears flowed fast and free as her 
declaration ceased, Eei mind was too much 
occupied by images of past affection and 
present Borrow, to take much heed of its 
effect upon her mortified suitor. The first 
words she noticed &om his lips were, " then 
dull the remembrance <^ this hour hang 
heavy upon your bosom, when you see his 
gray hairs laid in the grave. Pine a« you 
list after yonr former home, grieve as you 
may, you will perish an alien, an exile, and 
an orphan." 

During this stormy dialogue, Sujsi had 



unconsciouHly reached the high'place of the 
village by the aide of the infuriated H^nesatz ; 
who parted from her in presence of the little 
tribunal at the PoO-hatu gate, uttering the 
angle and signal word, — "Remember ! " 

As she entered the paved court of the Blaiie 
Igel, her father himself met her by the way. 
" How now, mistress \ " aaid the old man 
peevishly. " Is thia a tjme of day, or a day 
at all, to be wandering in the pastures with 
a gallant \ Is it not enough, Suau, that tliy 
father must toil here, and labour there, and 
find nor haaahatckl nor iotwrMddcJW-to do 
his bidding, but that thou, the daughter of 
his bosom, the blood of his heaitVblood, 
must prove a vain rebellions gadthereout, and 
leave him to his troubies ) In, and shame 
thee, girl, — inl" said be, with no gentle voice 
or action; — regardless of Suisi's heaving 
boddice and brimming eyes. 

The poor girl wanld have Q>oken, — pleaded, 
— remonstrated, — bad grief and surprise left 
her voice to defend herself. It seemed as if 
every degree of bitterness were to bs mingled 
in her cup of tears I The misconstruction 
and ungenerous usage of a jealous lover, — 
the menaoBS of a malicious ruffian, — and the 
nndeeerved reproof of ber angry fother, con- 
spired to depress her spirit and overcome her 
resolution ; when Fraoixl himself, who had 
been an unseen and gratified auditor of 
Matthias's reprimand, officiously opened the 
door of the «p«we-fMl to admit the seeming 
culprit. 

The evening was oloung, and Sntsi in- 
voluntarily raised her eyee as tiie candle- 
light from the interior of the chamber fell 
upon his peraon. She actually started back 
vrith horror on perceiving the alteration 
which two short weeks bad wrought in his 
countenance. There was a marble fixedness 
in his fine forehead, which rendered ;ita un- 
earthly paleness frightful to look upon. The 
curls bung matted on bis temples, and his 
compressed lips and troubled eyes revealed 
the struggles of mental anguish. It seemed 
as though he were enuring from the secret 
agency of some deathly disease. And it was 
so; — for what diaor^r of more agonising 
tendency can rack the human frame, than the 
discovery of the wortblessness of a beloved 
object \ Nor leech nor drug, nor time nor 
patience, have power to minister to such an 
ailment I 

"And is it sol" mormured Sunai as she 
retreated into the inner chamber appropriated 
to her use^ pressing her hands upon her 
forehead. "Is it ao in truth! Am I so 
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estranged from bU who lored me, that I iue 
not Tindicste myaelf to my kind father, — 
that I .maf not Tcntora to sue foi Franzl's 
pardon ! Bat wbenfora should I seek it ? 
I who havB never voluntarily ofieuded ? 
Altered aa he is, he most snTely Mime in 
my gnilt; — caprice, or oapdooa wayward- 
ness would never have changed him thus. 
Alas, alasl' bow long, how sadly must 
certainty have forced itaelf npoD Mf mind, 

e I had endnred to condemn Mm as crimi- 
nal and shameless, — Aim, for whom I would 
peril my life, and glory in the hazard I 

" And stilt, this mystery must endnre 1 — 
Still must I liire in his thoughts as a lost and 
outcast wretch. Every day and every hour 
must / grow more miserable, and he more 
cruet and wretched. No t — not if strength 
and coorage may assist mel" exclaimed Snzsl, 
rising from ber oaken settle with sudden 
energy. And having bruded her hair, and 
adjnsUd ber disordered garb, she tesolutdy 
re-entered the taal. 

iB she turned the creaking door upon its 
hinges, she felt disgusted for the first tim« 
in her life, by the rade sanndB of hilarity 
which burst upon ber ear. 

Perhaps, however, the noisy drinking song 
which jarred so discordantly upon her feelings, 
acquired its ohief demerits from the voice of 
Westermann, which might be distinguished 
'a the chorus. 

The words, though rude, were little calcu- 
lated to ofiend ber. 

TRIHE LIED. 

At I pat it TOimd, to thee, to me. 
To 111 I 

The cop thonld ctida tur ud {»«, 
And dMP ud clear iti dnoi-ht ihould b« 

A heiltli, *i bright ai Mmnnr boon. 

To ill! 
Htj tnunn hU in golden ihovert, 
M*j plMtort pnakner path* with Soweti 



Where loie i beat Ugeimgt are betton d 
OnaU! 

Oar prioee ! — sot soch u lordi it noir 

O'erall,- 
Bot ha who liat, with erowned brow. 
In haUa nw taia liie-bloed flow 
FoiaU! 



, of old, iipin to riie 



Snsai, who bad fixed her expectations upon 
discovering her godaire old Blascbky seated 
ammg the "ail," — the merry group who 
bore the burden of the eong, — and whose 
hopes were equally bent upon finding bim in 
that happy intermediary stage of exaltation 
of mind, which lends itself freely to any- 
extraordinary project, without being suffi- 
ciently tongue-loosed to render confidence 
dangerouf^ was grieved to perceive the old 
gentleman seated, pipe in hand, at a solitary 
table ; the great Wolf-dog of the household 
tying at laiy length upon his feet, and his 
countenance lowering through the dusky 
fames by which he was encircled. In truth, 
the worthy man had much personal cause 
for immediate sympathy in the pains of his 
friends ; for bis comfort was strangely broken 
since the harmony of the Blue Hedgefa<% had 
been "cracked aild out of tune." He had 
lost a patient listener in hie god-danghter, — 
a jovial boon-companion in Matthias, — and 
in Westermann himself, that cheering exhi- 
bition of animal spirits and youthful energy, 
which had been wont to animate bis apa- 
thetic existence. He had ended by becoming 
as ill to please and as snllen bh themselves. 

" Master Blasohky," said Suzsi, softly ap- 
proaching him, and covering her whispers 
under the tumult of the drinking choriis, 
" kind friend Blascbky I — I have much need 
of your services. Am I right in believing 
that you will somewhat trouble yourself to 
comfort and amist your poor god-child?" 

"Speak out, girl I" — said the rough old^man, 
"and do not stand tbeie, chirruping your 
words like a wren. Pray Heaven yon have 
not learned this mincing eonrteey of some 
stray Wimerfrteki, among the coxcombs who 
have lately travelled hitherward." 

Snzai was silent for a moment. " How ! " 
said she at length, "bare you also, my tried 
and oldest friend, — have you also concsived 
tbia thought of me I — Nay, then, it were 
useless to say further." 

"Suai!" B^d old Blaschky, in a hoarse 
hollow voice, which rendered his words still 
more touching, "you were a very little child 
when first you dhnbed upon my knees ; — a 
very young and tender creature, — and fwi 
withal, and good, and gentle. I loved you, 
girl, in those days, for yonr parentf^ sake ; — 
I have loved yon since, Sniw, for yonr own. 
Yon seemed to me a remembrance of my 
yonth, and a promise for my elder years." 

Sncsi'e tears fell silently and fast. 

"Yon have been a well-doing maiden," 
continoed the old man, his voioe brealdi^ m 
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he Bpoke. "Light word had never rested 
upon you, nor light thought seemed to har- 
hour with yon, till, — until, — Out on you !" 
Mid he suddenly interrupting himself, as a 
big tear gathered under his shaggy eye-lids. 
" I would give ray right hand, Suzsi, that I 
had not lived to think of iny old friend's lAst- 
Uving daughter, as I think otyoa; — or that 
aome other wanton had been found to swell 
the triumph of yonder bragging vagrant from 

" This ia too much ! " exclaimed Suzai, 
tottering to the wall for support ; and re- 
maining speechless for many minutes. 

" Johann Blaachky ! " said she at length, 
trembling nitli ind^ation, " so hear and 
help me God, I am guiltless of this thing ! 
My mother whom you loved, — yoar own, 
whom yon delight to honour, — went not more 
spotless to their graves, than I should do, 
were this night 

Ilia miJur of the Itmel; beds of pesee 
To open one of the deep hollow oaei 
Where miMry gees lo ntt, snd put me in." 

Blaschky looked steadily and impressively 
upon his god-child. "It is enough," he 
observed. " Truth has a tone and a seem- 
ing- of her own ; and those, Suzsi, who look 
upon your brow and listen to your words, 
may not doubt their sincerity. Say on, then, 
dear Suzu, what would you li tlie old 

" Simply that he will permit me tu accom- 
pany hiin to-morrow as far as the fortress, 
on his way to Pesth. Do not deny me, — 
my errand is of blameless import. — Trust 
me, Johann, — trnst the poor girl who never 
yet swerved from honesty and truth. Nay ! 
you must even seek and gain my father's 
consent to my journey ; for do we not all 
know that he will deuy you nothing?" 

" The girl's tongue lias bird-lime on't ! " 
muttered old Johann, secretly pleased and 
flattered by her request ; and he lost not an 
opportunity which soon presented Itself of 
making the demand, which was readily 
granted by the prudent Mattliias. It oc- 
curred indeed to his habitual forecast, that 
the pretext for tlie journey put forth by 
Blaschky, — his ^^'ish to make a gift of head- 
gear to his god-daughter, or some other 
bauble of her own choosing at the fair of 
Pestb, — was an earnest of future generosity. 
Accordingly he fdled not to jest with Franzl, 
when they retired for tlie night, upon the 
old farmer's gallantry towards his future 
bride ; and to acquaint him with the mor- 
row's projects. 



" I should not mightily marvel, Pranzl," 
said he, "were our good friend Johann, 
whose care and thrift must have hoarded a, 
heavier penny than bachelor housekeeping 
can task the spending, I should not much 
marvel were he to bestow something solid 
and comfortable upon Suzsi, towards your 
house and homestead." 

Westetmann cut short the covetous calcu- 
lations of the old gentleman, by a hasty 
retreat to his sleepless bed, his gloomy retro- 
spections, his blighted hopes ; and he ground 
his teeth for very agony, as he bethought 
him that the morrow's mom might lead tUe 
beloved of his heart into the embraces of his 

Whatelse could tempt hertoOfeu? What 
but the detested traveller now harbouring' 
there, could attract her so far from home 1 
she, who idnce her betrothing had never left 
his side, but relinquished every pastime 
befitting her age to content hb jealous 
humour. 

He slept not. How thotiid he sleep with 
such suggestions and such expectations rank- 
ling in his mind ; and when the daylight 
broke, and he saw Johann Blaschky's/ii^r^ 
iBogett* with four long-tailed ponies trot 
into the yard, himself arrayed for the expedi- 
Uon in a new brown sheep-skin mantle, the 
seams welted alternately with green and 
scariet morocco leather, — and his tight jerkin 
beneath, tattling with ulver buttons as larg« 
as crown pieces, while his flapped felt hat 
was adorned with a bunch of artilicial flowers 
gallantly stuck on one side, — Franzl's spirit 
waxed hot within him. Hia first angry 
emotions, however, were followed by a train 
of images, — the moumei's supplied bymemory 
for tlie funeral of love, — which, dark and 
inauspicioaa as they were, tiirilled him to 
the soul. 

" If I were to speak with her, — to remon- 
strate with her gently, — 1 might yet be in 
time to save her," thought Franzl. " And 
tliough her future exiatencc is to me vain as 
the wagging of a reed in the wind, yet for 
her faUier's sake, her blind doating father, I 
with her t!iis one more 



He threw open, therefore, the door of the 
^tue-iaal, — at that early hour cold and 
tenantless; and seeing that the hmuineckt 
had placed a cup of coffee upon the table 



* A Hnnguiui funur in atoa modfliata circani- 
atantsi, never put* te fewer tbui foor honei. Hiey 
iro driven in Lud. ud reiemble (be bouitilul run 
brad by the iMe Duka of Ai^Il. 
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devoted to Sa»i's ow, stood beside it, wfutiug 
with forced courage for her arrival. 

The high-minded Hungari&a was angiy with 
hinuelf to find how strongly his heortibeat 
against his side, as he listened to the sound 
of her coming footsteps ; when lo ! hastened 
by the impatiently cracking of old Blaschky's 
whip, she entered the chamber in all the 
pride of her bveliness ; her hair interwuven 
and braided with the most becoming nicety, 
her mantle graceftilly slung on, and her 
cheek flushed with hope and anxiety. 

" Snzei," said Westermann, stalkii^ 
proudly to meet her, leat his courage should 
cool by delay, " I know how little prayer or 
sorrow of mine may prevail with you. Full 
well I know how different are the thoughts 
and feelings you have lately nourished. But 
if you still remember the day when you 
pledged me a vow of better promise, — when 
you owned nor will nor wish save mine, 
and gloried in the Bubmission, — let me sdll 

o far influence you, as to arrest your steps 

n the career of infamy. Your mother, — 
have you forgotten her t — Your father, — can 
yon forget him ? — Yonr own fair fame, Suzu, 
the boast and reverence of Don^h, — is it 
become aitt^ther valueless in your eytat 
But yesterday, keeping tryst in the vine- 
yards ! — To-day, flying to the arms of a city 
lover. — To-morrow — oh ! who can say what 
r shame to-morrow shall bring forth ! 

Restrain your steps, go not to Buda " 

Suzsi dashed the glittering tears from her 
eyes, and Tehemently interrupted him. " The 
hour is past," said she, " when words such 
as these could move me to your will. You 
have seen me bear your unjust suspicion 

vith meekness. You have seen me live on 
from day to day, witliout food, without 
sleep, without hope, and yet you spoke not. 
You saw me piui:^ and wasting under 
your estrangement, but yet yon spoke not. 
Even now, you have but uttered these 
entreaties as a plea to insult me with the 
expression of your unseemly fandes. Go, 
go ! The hour is past for submission ; for 
henceforth, as I live by the breath of Heaven, 
I wiU act as my conscience dictates. I tniil 
go te the city ! — I reill follow my own good 
I iking I — Nay more, I tell you, Franzl 
Weatennann, that I go but to meet the 
traveller whom you luve so unbecomingly 
reviled ; and that the sound of his voice and 
the aspect of his face will be the flrst comfort 
I have known since thev passed from my 
presence. And so, — God speed me 1 " 
As she concluded this startling declaration. 



she leaped like a fawn into the fuhrviagen; 
and Blaschky's cunning hand had cleared 
the gateway, and put his impatient horses 
into that running pace in which the speed 
of the Hungarian steeds chiefly condsts, 
before Franzl Westormann had moved from 
the pasture of amazement into which he 
was thrown by the warmth of SnEsi's elo- 
quence. 

It was in sooth but " the tender fierceness 
of the dove ; " and as he noted the proud 
look of Fonscious rectitude with which her 
words were uttered, an unquiet, misdoubting 
spirit woke within him, whispering that he 
had been rash and over-susceptible. Content 
to leave him to his perplexities, let us follow 
the steps of the travellers. 



Sophia. But luppose I pudaa 
WhU'i pMt, who can ekuis ma hall b* Itw 
From JEUoiuT hamfter ? 

Mat. I will b» 
My own »emrity1 Go,— ride where JOQ plaiw*, 
Fcut,TBtel,bui|net.uid[ilii^achoic« wiib whom, 
I'U Bt no watch on joq ! Matwigtr. 

Thb morning mists were slowly rising from 
the dull plain that extends itself between 
Doroghand the fortreasof Gran, as Suzsi and 
her venerable charioteer were whirled along 
the road towards Buda ; and when the thin 
gray veil of vapours was slowly updrawn, a 
clear bright-^ed morning seemed glancing 
ftom beneath it. The vast tteppe, — which 
no actual mode of Hungarian agriculture can 
redeem from the overwhelming shoals of sand 
dispersed every winter over its surface by the 
swelling of the mountain-brooks that traverse 
its pastures towards the Danube, — looked 
cheerless as a desert. The slender spring- 
shoots of the Turkey com or maize, scarcely 
served to tinge its dark furrows with green ; 
and the dry maize stalks of the preceding 
year, gathered into heaps for fuel, alone diver- 
^fied the monotonous level over which they 
were dotted. 

But as the last wreath of mist disappeared 
'from the landscape, bow beautifully the 
heathy hills by which it is bounded, and the 
rocky cliifs which surround Gran, displayed 
their vine-covered heighte and shupened 
edges, against the clear blue sky! How 
proudly they seemed to announce themselves 
as the ancient bulwarks of the majestic river 
that hurries its tumultuous waters along their 
base ! Those who are called to admire the 
beauty of the site of Gran at such an hour, 
can pardon the prodigal predilection which 
Ikas induced the late Primate of Hungary 
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to adotu it with a temple,* whosa splendours 
ill become » maan provincial town ; a temple 
which, with the new Chapter-houee and 
college entitle it to compete with)" Tyniau of 
the many Towers," for the appellation of 
" the minor Rome." 

Suzsi and her companion, however, wete 
inaentible to the beauty of the weather, and 
the impioviDg aspect of the scenery. If in- 
deed aha noticed either, it wu to welcome 
the mild spriog bieezes which seemed to bunt 
from the coppices they traversed after leaving 
the viUsge, pouring their welcome freshneM 
upon her fevered forehead. 

There, the graceful birch hung ita streaming 
fibres from the clefla of the rock, while the 
maple's red shoots were sheltored in their 
warmer nooks. The 8t«m upright walnut 
trees seemed willing to withhold the tardy 
sliade of their budding leaves from the road 
they had been planted to shelter ; while tliat 
dingy parasite, the universal juniper, Im- 
portunately enlaced its straggling booghs 
with the otfeeta of every prouder aristocrat 
of the forest. 

Here and there, clinging in bright patches 
to the crumbling breceia, the shrubby heath 
pot forth its hardy blossoms. Even the 
bmnble varieties of moss seemed touched 
into more cheerful existence by the newly- 
awakened breath that smelt eo wooingly 
around them. Their "flings of sunshine" 
were scattered in tendereat vegetation among 
the broken crags ; for — 

The dukdt rock npon tb* louel j bMth 
F«1i in iti bumuiHi xime touch of tpring ; 
And ID the cbaerinf liglil uid duudng n;, 
Tts moBa sod lichen fruhon and rcvivcL 

"And now, Suzsi," said Johanu to the 
damsel by his side, when, after a oontompla- 
tire silence of many leagues, they entered 
the stony road leading to Alt Ofen, " where 
do you intend that we should part i Where 
would you rid yourself of my observation ?" 

" I trust we need not part at all," answered 
Sussi, cheerftilly, seeking to rouse herself 
from her fit of abstraction. " You will not. 



I am persnaded, refuse me half an hour for 
a visit at the fortress ; and I will afterwards^ 
Aa ittm aliarja,i oroaa the bridge with you, 
and sharo your business and pleasure at the 

" That is," answered old Jobann, in a 
measured tone of interrogatory, "you purpose 
that I should take a bath in the Turkish 
Bteam-pool,t while yon seek some aeparato 
leoteatibn?" 

" By no means," replied Suasi, patiently ; 
" I entreat yon not to leave my side. I 
need your protecUon. Be kind and fatherly 
to me, oldut of my friends I and do not per- 
vert my words and distort their inlentioo. 
Nay," Bud she, as they passed the monastery 
of Sz. Folton, and approached the suburb of 
the dty, "here is Uie post-honse! — Leave 
your horaes for breathing-time and water, 
and let us ascend the hill on foot." 

Old Blaachky obeyed her rapid commands 
in silent astoniahment, and followed her Ugbt 
stops up the steep heights towards the fortress, 
without further question or comment. To- 
gether they reached the brink of the hilL — 
Together they passed the well-sentinelled gates 
of the ancient and diminutive city or fortress 
of Buda. — Together they entered the very 
court of his Imperial Highness the Palatine 
of Hungary's palace ; and as Suzu advanced 
towards the principal entrance, old Johami, 
for the first time, spake with his hmgue, and 
began in no very moderate terms to upbrvd 
her with light-beadednees. 

Suzsi, no whit moved by his spiritod le- 
monstrance, boldly assailed the door of the 
stately pile ; and having rung at the porter's 
bell, inquired whether Count Er — , the 
Tbtwmiwf, still sojourned at Buda, and 
whether ahe could be admitted to his pre- 

The important Suiue, in his broadly-belt«d 
crimson tabard, leaned majestically upon his 
coronetted bdton of office, to contemplato at 
his leisnre the very extraordinary visiters he 
was summoned to announce ; and the leonlt 
of his examination displayed itself in the 



* T iuqoirwl of tbs peutnt irho Hrrod a 
nqnind Co complito tha churcli. " It will 
' lUI Virgin, uid thsf hiia 



B u gaida at Qmn, in tlie year 1S2S, hov 1 
be finiihed in m; life, I Imit," replied the 

. . .., ._ . promi»eduj funooi miruclet." Tha chnjeh 

if tie Primate, wbDU rcTenaes unount ta £3G,DW) per iLnnum. The »veDU< 
uciei Ml to tha alure of the Emperor, u king of Hunni; ; and after the de 
place ma lafb Dcmpplied daring iniii«l«ii jeant The Emperor alw Inherit! 
tha Hmigarian prelates ; and it it only br putieuUr iaDctioa of the crown, 1 
taatamaot, of h La acquired foituna. Even tha propeitj ofmch peaaaDti aa dia witiiuui a witi, vr uuui 
hain, rairaili to the Emperor. The distant upect at Grao i> nid to offer a aingular rsMmblancc 

i- Ha uteo aiarja, Hungarian, pleaaa God. 

t The warm mineral hatha of Buda rebdu tlia name o[ the Totki bj 
mooh btqaeaiid bj the I<rwar elaawa. 
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ngnificant imile with which he bade a jager 
wlko was traversing the ooui^ acquaint his 
Exeellencf the TaB»metu, that a pratty 
maiden entieated an audience. Sunt waa 
eqnallj perplexed by the amile and tone 
aaantned by the imperial loeniaL But ihe 
was bec(»iung inund to mortification ; and 
having heard, even in the Kcluuon of Dorogh, 
of the mean and iatereeted uaagea of Genoan 
honaeholds, proceeded liberally to "grai$ser 
la patte d la vablaille," as the moet eertain 
meana of reaching their maater'g preeence. 

The Swise, astonnded by her generosity, 
took off hia htced hat with ae mach reverence 
as though her boddice of eerge had been a 
velvet tnnic ; and pointing out the way np 
the stately staireaae to the apartments <^ the 
Tavemicus, bad her enter his Exoalleney's 
ante-room and do Iter errand. He appeared 
lees willing, however, to admit the uncouth 
presenee of the gaping Johann to the hononra 
of "te^ron^mtMiM." But Snsti was obsti- 
nate on this head, and succeeded in obtaining 
grace for her oompauion. 

" She would venture to the £knperor's 
throne, — ehe would olaim conrtesy of hia 
Holiness the Patriarch 1" exclMmed Blaachky, 
as the tramp of his boots resounded through 
the arched eonidon that led to the chamber 
of Count Er — . " The girl has been looked 
on with the evil eye,* and I waa an ass to 
bear her company." 

Ha waa fain to follow her tity footsteps, 
however, into a chamber of which two 
qilendidly-liveried attendanta held open the 
folding doors ; jnst as a voice within, which 
appeared unacoonntably familiar to his ears, 
excdumed to hia eompanion, " Sozu 1 my 
flower of DoTogh 1 Yon mutt have thought 
that I had forgotten yon 1 I have not so 
far wronged my ooneciance, tfiittt miidiAtn. 
Even in the press of weighty affiurs eom- 
Biitted to my cluu^, your own have not been 
neglected. 

"A nd you, too, my Demoethenn of the tpef*^ 
MO^— ray Hirabean of Hnngarian tatu-eukc- 
titme, — how haa gone the world with you 
rince we drained a measure together at the 
Blue Hedgehog!" continued the young Ts- 
vcnuena, turning towarde Johann Blaechky, 
whose great eyes were fixed in utter conster- 
nation upon a vast mirror that reflected the 
whole interior of the gorgeous chamber. 
" How fares h? What, dumb — speech- 
less alh^etherl— Yon, in whose reproof waa 
wisdom, — in whoee riietorio was conTictionI" 

"Johann Blaschty 1" faltered the old man, 
* A. oemnion Huigiriin lapentitiaD. 



aghast. "Johann Blaechky himself," he 
reiterated, as the Tavamicus perceived that 
his distended eyes were riveted upon the re- 
flection of hia own shape in the minor before 

Sua^ meanwhile, had advanced towards 
the writing table by which the Tavemicus 
was seated ; and havii^ humbly kissed hie 
hand, and thanked him for hia honourable 
remembrance, she proceeded to acquaint him 
with the sorrow and humiliating suspicions 
to which she hod been exposed in her 
faithful preservation of his secret. 

" Noble air 1 " eoid she, smiling through 
her tears, " may you never know such grief 
as that which has made my cheek so pale, 
and my heart so heavy, since I waa honoured 
by youi lordship's countenance. Trust me, 
tdciitetM Qrif, nothing leas than this would 
have emboldened me to trespass on your good- 
ness, that I might crave permisuonto explain 
the truth to — to — my father, and to — " 

"My father's daughter's jealous lover 1 
Why, Suia^ I had rather my name had 
been bruited in the very ears of the captious 
Ur Pil, — rather my titles had been pro- 
claimed by all the heralds of the empire, — 
than that one tear of thine were wasted 
to secure my inoognito. Here," continued 
he, taking a parchment from his secretaiy, 
" here is the lease. 1 fought a good fight with 
my worthy friends the Canons to carry my 
point. — A bloodier battle has not chanced in 
Hungary betwixt priest and layman, unoe 
the fatal fi^ld of JfoAoet saw seven bishops 
left stiff and stark upon its tnrf. Bat no 
matter. The Chapter of Gran has added, at 
my instigation, another life to the renewal 
of the lease, which is granted in the name of 
Snz3iWestermann,«I^itl(ilMM/t What hast 
thou to object %" 

Blasehhy, who had by this time suffi- 
ciently recovered from his trance to com- 
prehend the wonderful past, as well as the 
still more miracnlouB present pasring before 
his eyes, — approaciied Count Er— , ex- 
claiming, " Now God preserve your High- 
neas 1 I know not whaher it be greater 
pride to me to see your Excellency thus face 
to face, or to hear you breathe such com- 
fortable words to an honest man's honest 
daughter." 

" And Suzri !" continued the Tavemicus, 
without noticing hia interruption, " I feel 
that I am still something in tiiy debt for the^ 
vexation and sorrow which I begin to see 
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revealed in thy hollow eyes and fevered lipa. 
Here !" said he, tosaing into the hands of 
old Blaschky a purse heavy with gold, " let 
it be thy task to convey our little friend 
«afely to Pesth, and see thst she is the 
best provided bride that ever garnished her 
homestead in Dorc^b. Asd stay, — my 
worshipful monitor, — my doughty champion 
of Hungary !" — the Count took a ridily- 
omamented pipe from the table as he spoke, 
" Refuse not I* accept this token of friend- 
ship from Alexis Er — ; who presumes to 
suppose that thou wilt not prize it the less, 
for having served his need during the last 
campaign. And shouldst thou hear poor 
Suzai's name unworthily spoken of by the 
vill^e gosdps, give boldly thine evidence in 
her favour. The Tavemicus pledges his 
word of honour as a man, and as an Hun- 
garian, that his regard for her bath been 
that of a tender brother." 

He kissed her cheek as he concluded ; and 
inquired whether her marriage could be 
solemnized within three days. It was his 
wish to be present at the ceremony when he 
passed through Dorogh on his return to 
Vienna. 

" My gracious lord," repUed Suzsi despond- 
ingly, " So great an honour may not be. 
Frauzl and I are parted to unite no more." 

"Tut — tut — child!" said old Blaschky 
chuckling with glee, " I wager my best 
team that one word of mine, and one smile 
of thine, will clear up this matter in a second. 
Surely, my lord '. surely — in tluee days the 
ceremony may take plaie." 

"On Wednesday then, towards evening, 
expect my coming," observed the Count. 
" Sozsi ! remember, sweet ! I shall have no 
time to spare for maidenly tears." 

Suzsi, confused and startled, bowed assent ; 
and was about to accompany her parting 
obeisances with a renewal of tlianks, when 
the Tavemicus, having summoned an at- 
tendant from the ante-room, to whom he 
spoke a few words in a foreign language, 
proceeded to detain his guests by pointing 
out to their notice several objects of curiosity 
contained in the chamber. He bade tbein 
note the costly table on wliich he leaned, 
and whose curiously wrought slab of silver 
and turquoises, announced it of Turkish 
manufacture.* " 'Twos one of the baubles 
with which the tent of Kara Mustapha was 
enriched, when the troops of the Sultan 
traversed Hungary in triumph, to besiege 
Vienna. As thou mayest chance to know, 
* Tbif table exists in cbe Ambnii collMtioD. 



orator Johann i the caravansarai of a Pacha 
then stood upon the site of this same 
palace ; which the Hungarians afterwards 
constructed for the son of Haria Theresia, 
in hopes to allure a rewdent sovereign t 
the heights of Ofen. And this lamp of 
fretted gold, Suz^ — 'ti^nch as the ladies of 
the West^" 

The vaUt-dt'Chm^e re-entered, and 
delivered a message in the same foraign 
language. "It is well!" — said the Tavcr- 
nicus. " Suzsi, I am now about to present 
you to a lady, a noble friend of mine, a 
friend of all who love Hungary. BememlwT 
that whatever she may inquire or requite of 
you, must be answered and done without 
hesitation. She is of the rank of those un- 
used to RHistauce or delay." 

The attendants of tlie Count now threw 
open the inner doors of the apartment. 
Other, and still loftier, and stiU more gor- 
geous chambers, were eucces»vely opened, 
as tile two Doroghjans followed the steps 
of the Tavernicus ; arched galleries resplen- 
dent Mitb crystal and gilding, — cushioned 
saloons, to adorn which a Pachalick seemed 
to have been rilled ; and finally, the stately 
chamber called the liall of Battles, parsed 
before the eyes of the amazed Johann. 



woods ; and though the tender verdure of 
early summer acantly clothed the shades of 
the island of St. Margaret, which might be 
seen from the windows beside her anchored 
in the mighty Danube below, she felt the 
fullest fragrance of summer burst upon her 
startled senses; — orange Sowers, tuberoses, 
and plants of the scented olive, were disposed 
in the recesses of the apartment. 

Two pages in fanciful costumes were 
stationed by the emblazoned door of an 
interior chamber ; which, flying open like 
the rest, Suzu lifted up her eyes to find her- 
self in a saloon leas brilliantly decorated 
than many she hod passed, but adorned 
with such graceful and simple elegance as 
fitted it for the retreat of a young and lovely 
princess. Several ladies, richly attired, w 
gathered into a group near the entry ; < 
of whom advanced graciously to welcome the 
Tavemicus. 

She was of middle height, — pale, even 
a fault ;— but that fault was beautifully 
redeemed by the contrast it afforded to tresses 
block as " the raven down of darkness," 
and the perfect pencilling of her expres- 
sive eyebrows. Her " robes were loosely 
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flowine:" — her "hair aa free." But some- 
thing adorned her bigit forehead, more 
comiDftnding than gem or broidered coif, — 
even the dignity of high breeding and high 
intelligence ; and as Suzsl listened to the 
sweet tones that fell from her hps in ad- 
dressing the Tavevicns, she instinctively 
aclcnowledged the influence of majesty and 
loreliness, by kneeling before her, with her 
crossed arms folded upon her beating bosom. 

The lady looked upon her with curioiu 
and steadfast attention. Then turning with 
an approving smile to the Tavemicnt^ 
tendered her "blaeat veins" to be kisa^ by 
the trembling girl, ere she motioned her to 
rise. But though perplexed and overcame 
by the magnificence and strangeness of the 
scene, and still more so by the familiarity 
with which Uk ladies stationed behind the 
noble friend of the Tavemicus, gazed into 
her face, and seamed to comment upon her 
costume, Snzai did not forfeit all presence 
of mind. She replied without hesitation to 
the numerous questions with which she was 
addressed ; and the figurative diction of her 
Hungarian speech, as well "Sb the graceful 
modesty of her attitude, appeared to delight 
the illustrious unknown, wliose praises were 
eclioed witb rapture by the chorus of ladies 
in waiting. 

At the first pause. Count Er — advanced, 
with the easy dignity of a favourite, into the 
circle. " I was anxious, madant," said he, 
"to see the claims of pure, native Hungarian 
beauty, fairly laid before you. Your imps-' 
rial Highncss'a decision has, I perceive, 
already suffered the graces of this field- 
flower, to weigh against the faded languor 
of those forced exotics which exhibit an 
artificial bloom at Vienna." 

The dames of the palace now attacked tlie 
young Tavemicus with aflected indignation 
and leal vehemence ; till Snzsi was wrought 
to marvel that ladies so delicately fashioned, 
and so richly attired, could be so lend and 
vociferous. 

" I will even further venture to express 
my doubts," resumed the Count, amused 
by their affectation, " whether her High- 
ness's practised ear and excellent discern- 
ment, will not prefer the wood-notes wild of 
my linnet of the Dorogh woods, to those 
of Sontag herself. May 1 entreat permission, 
madam, to decide the question V 

" Siag, — li^et kind.'" saii the Archduchess, 
kindly addresung the timid peasant. " Slug 
to me as you have done to the Tavernicue. 
I am not lew indulgent." 



SuzM turned her eyes towards the Count, 
and having received a nod of encouragemeul, 
began to pour forth, in her sweetest and 
most touching tones, the imitative quail-call, 
and the song it serves to introduce ; and the 
applause and mnrmnis of pleasure with 
which the first stanza was received, em- 
boldened her to surpass her former excellence 
in the second. 

" A most melodious voice, — a surpri^g 
facility!" said the Archduchess to Connt 
Er — , on the conclusion of the ballad. " I 
trust," continued her Highness, turning to 
Suzsl, "that the Tavemicus has fulfilled his 
promises, Suzsl ; and that so duteous a child 
b to be rewarded with the power of assuring 
her father's prosperity V 

" This hour, madam, is indeed the hap- 
piest of my life. All honour and all success 
have blessed it," replied tlie peasant of 
Dorogb, with deep feeling. " And may the 
great Ruler of Princes render those of your 
mighty Highness as consoling and as full of 
joy." 

" Wear tlien this trinket in remembrance 
of the event of the day," said the Arch- 
duchess, taking a massive chain from her 
neck, and tlirowing it over Suzsi's shoulders, 
" And if, in future life, thou shouldst have 
aught to seek at the hands of the Palatine, 
this token will prove a passport to his pro- 
tection." 

Suzai had made her lowliest parting ac- 
knowledgments—had spoken her grateful 
farewell to her generous patron, the Taver- 
nicus,— -bad even reached the outer court 
of tlie palace on her return homewards, 
before her companion sufficiently recovered 
his taiaisatmtnt to breathe one word in 
utterance of his amazement 

During their visit to the Palatine's princely 
abode, the heart of the young girl had been 
awakened to sentiments of deeper interest 
than those of mere vulgar admiration. Her 
duty to her father, her devotion to lier lover, 
her care for her own fair fame,— all were 
involved in the momentous change of her 
destiny. She was gratified, — triumphant, 
— clear from shame. — Could she be inte- 
rested at such a time by gilded cornices or 
inlaid floors? — Could the splendours of a 
royal dwelling, or the flowing state of an 
Imperial presence, disturb the gentle current 
of her heartfelt gratitude and joy ? 

Not so old Blaschky, HU wonderment, 
when indeed it expandeid in words, dwelt only 
on the dazzling and inexplicable msgnificenc« 
which had bunt upon hia bewildered senses ; 
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and maugre the nntrim shaggniM» of the 
national eap6t in which he was enreloped, — 
maugre the rustiness of the flapped bearer, — 
and still more, the imcollected masa of ahap&- 
lesa features it oTersh&dowed, Master Johann 
descended the hill t«waiili the Bubnrb of 
Wtuitrthal, with an air of jauntiness, an 
elevation of head, and trippingnesa of step, 
which argued eomething of the self-deln- 
eions of Malrolio. 

The spirit of feminine mischief had be- 
sieged the brains of the lererend elder. The 
giggling conrt«By with which the court 
damsels had greeted his grotesque person and 
untutored demeanour, bad tickled his ranity 
as eflectuallj as a more favourable notice ; 
and the "hyperbolical fiend which vexed the 
man," pnimpt«d him to " talk of nothing 
but ladies." 

He could scarcely recover hie self-possesnon 
sufficiently to escort Suzsi in safety through 
the crowded alleys of the f^r of Peeth, or 
asdst her in the selection of those house- 
hold treasures which the liberality of the 
Ta9*rniea» destined to her use. A suit, 
a wedding^snit for Franzl, was among the 
costlier articles whose acquirement taxed 
her well-gamished purse ; and after she 
had expended her choicest care and invention 
in the distribution of the otter-skin, the 
delicacy of the filigree buttons, and the tint 
and texture of the kersey, she was not a little 
amused on beholding Johann, the sober, 
thrifty Johann, thrust himself forward Into 
the tailor's booth, in order that vestments 
exactly similar to those of the bridegroom, 
might be adjusted upon his proper peraon. 

He assigned indeed as an apology for this 
nnwonted expenditure, his dririre to do 
honour to the bridal of his godchild, and the 
gracious presence of the Tavemicus. But 
Suzsi's laughing eyes su^^ested other motives 
for his new-born coxcombicality. 

As they approached DoTogh on their return, 
the warm-hearted girl was almost proTOked 
to observe that the mind of the old man 
whom she BO loved and honoured, was 
engrossed by the novel and ridiculous fancies 
acquired in his recent adventures. 

" I have the lease close folded under my 
vest," said she, as she caught the first glimpse 
of the steeple of her village church, "close, — 
close, — and carefully." 

" And the mercer's wares, I pray thee, ate 
they safely stowed in the magm ?" replied 
Johann. "Truly I had been glad, child, 
that thon hadst named to me yester-eve thy 
project to visit her Highness, that I might 



have arrayed myself in a more seemly 
gniae. lU-intOTpteted will it be that Johann 
Blaschky entered the hall of the Palatine 
in his doublet of friere, when his Sunday 

" But thinkest thou truly, my old kind 
friend," sud Sozsi, impatiently interrupting 
his prolixity, " thinkest thon in truth that 
Franzl will yield conviction to thy testi- 
mony t Will he, in good sooth, acknowledge 
his Injustioe, and strive to repur his fault ?" 

" How can he choose but recognise our 
veracity t" demanded Johann, with an air 
of importance. " Have we not conversed, 
face to face, with her Imperial Highness, the 
Archduchess ; a distinction which Ma«t«r 
HinesatE himself, though an ex-hqfhaa*' 
meitltr of the honsebold of a magnat, never 
achieved 1 Did not the portiy lady in the 
silken mantle say to me " 

" True, very true, dearest' godfather ! But 
it is rather the discourse of the Tattmietu 
which in this instance Imports my cause. 
The gentle bearing of her Highness is nothing 
compared with the zealous interference of 
CountAIexis, with the possession of the lease, 
and," added she, in a lower voice, " with — my 
present proqiecte." 

" Ay, ay, right and natural enough ! 
Thon ponderest on thine approaching bridaL 
A speedy wedding hath ever a smiling aspect 
to one of thy years. And now I tMnk me, 
child, I marvel thou didst not buy thee a head- 
tire like that of the damsel in poppy-colour 
who kept her station at the Archduchess 
Palatine's left hand. What deeraeat titou the 
fur creature questioned of me, when " 

" Stay ! " said Suisi, impatienUy peering 
through the twilight, * is not yonder my 
father advancing to meet us? — It is — it is!" 
she exclaimed, hastily descendittg into the 
road ; and flying towards him, she was npon 
his neck, and in tears, before he had found 
time to vent those reproaches which, at 
Franzl's snggestion, h« had sallied forth to 
pour into her ears. 

Poor Snz^'s explanation of the eventfol 
occurrences of the day, was hurried, indistinct, 
and blended with more wee[dng than might 
permit mine host of the Hedgehog to com- 
prehend at once the measure of his own good 
fortune, and of his daughter's happiness. 
But as the truth gradually unfolded itself, 
the old man clasped his hands in gratitude ; 
and agun and agun embraced the child, 
whose moral courage and sweet afiection had 
been exerted to gaard his worldly interests, 
and extricate herself horn a perplexing and 
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bniniliatiDg pocition. Very readily did he 
and old Johann enter into her scheme of tcd- 
geonce ag&tnst one who had been bo willing 
to distrnst her, and so prompt to rerile and 
afflict her, as the eeusitive Westennaim. 

It chanced that at the very moment titis 
malicious compact naa entered into between 
the three, a koraemaD whom they speedily 
recognised as H^neeati, the Seichinjntche 
eX'hofnteister, passed the tix^en ; and Suzsi, 
witJi the ready spirit of female art, imme- 
diately whi^ered her father to bid him home 
to supper. Her terrors of his anathema had 
apparently subsided, or her estimation of hie 
power to injure her father was diminlBhed. 
The invitation was speedily, though not very 
cordially given by the old man \ not cordially 
at least as a specimen of real Hungarian 
hospitality, which is the most extended, the 
frankest, and most indiscrimiuating between 
the desert of SoAara and the North Pole. 

Menesatz appeared at first sullenly bent 
on refusal ; and answered in a negative growl, 
which drew from Suzti some of those gentle 
and persuamve accents, irresistihle in every 
ear. Perhaps some latent dedrti to include 
him in her project of retributive justice, — to 
punish at once the refractory temper of her 
plighted lover, and the base insidious spirit 
of her discarded one, — prompted her coquetry 
on the occasion ; for die certainly had him 
welcome, as they enl«red together the pidtna 
of the inn, in a tone which might well war- 
rant his air of delighted surprise, and explain 
the hectic spot that brightened the pale 
cheek of his rival. 

Never had Suzei appeared more lovely in 
the eyes of either, than when she threw off 
her heavy mantle of martin-skin to seat 
herself upon the oaken bench of the speue- 
taal. Her cheeks glowing from the evening 
air, or flushed by the excitement of her 
dawning prosperity, — her eye, alternately 
sparkling with triumph, and moistened by 
the consciousness of coming eventa, — her 
lips, now lightened by emOes, now tremulous 
from suppressed emotion, — her very voice 
melting and varying under the influence of 
an overflowing heart, — all these beauties 
seemed overwrought by the gentle and happy 
feelings that seemed to animate 

Thii taiittt thing that tm pm 
Baud* > ixiHiga door. 

But the more such charms and the sweet 
qualities from which they sprung, became 
apparent, the darker grew the brow of him 
who had been oiged by jealous pique to 
resign her troth-plight into herfather's hands. 



The moment she addressed to him her spirited 
reply of the morning, something like a con- 
sciousness of error smote upon his feelings ; 
and the unprecedented absence of s day, — 
of a lingering, tedious day, — had probably 
asuated to reveal to the young tellermtiiler 
bow nearly and dearly she was twined round 
his heart. 

How indeed conld he choose but love her I 
Did not every thing in Dorogh love Sum 1 
Did not the drowsy cattle lift up their heads 
and low to her call, as she passed their shed ? 
Did not the guardian doge, — the fierce 
Hungarian wolf-dogs, — ran fawning to her 
feet as slie entered? Did not house-knave 
and maiden fly to kiss her hand as fervently 
npon her return, as though she had been a 
whole year alienated from her home? — Did not 
her father leave his cellar- wicket ajar, to loiter 
by her side, and watch the changeful dniles of 
her B weet face ? — Did not old Blaschky sit snig- 
gering opposite, with the arch consciousness 
that becomes the confidant of a portentous 
secret? — And did not — alaal the while, — did 
not the courtly P^ter M^nesatz condeecend 
from his dignity, to beset her with his most 
honeyed flatteries, his most serpent-like adula- 
tion, before his very face ? 

And she, — Uie loved of so many hearts, — 
thns sought of all — thus caressed of all, — 
had she not deigned to enrich him with her 
first, her pure affections ; to wait upon hia 
wayward will with untiring patience ; nay, 
— to sue to his obdurate heart for pardon and 
peace! — And he had refused iti — Had re- 
fused her! — scorned her, — reviled her, — cast 
her from him as a worthless thing t 

He began to fancy it possible he might 
have been in the, wrong, and estimate the 
sacrifice made by his rash petulance. By 
the time he had gazed a lover's hour upon 
Suzsi's open countenance, and listened to the 
music of her varying voice, a deep and pain- 
ful repentance began to oppress his feelings. 
His head grew dixzy, — hia eyes became dim. 
Strange sounds rat^ in his ears, and he was 
at length fairly forced to seek the freshness 
of the night air for reriTal. 

The duties of each a calling as his do not 
lend themselves to the indulgence of sen- 
timent. The hated iteration of his own name 
recalled the unhappy man from his rererie ; 
and on returning to the §aal he was required 
by his master to bring forth "flagons three 
of good red wine." The unwonted prodiga- 
lity of Matthias struck him dumb with sor- 
prise. But his astonishment was deepened 
into consternation, aa he liriened to the loaat 
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which coDsecnted tiie libation. " The future 
landlord of the Blatie Igel! — May he do 
justice to a fair wtfo and flouriehing trade, 
when Matthias's last score is wiped away !" 
Suzsi's cheeks blushed crimson aa the 
woi'ds were cordially echoed by her god- 
father; — and Me'nesatZjWhohad good reasons 
of his own for believing himself secure of the 
prefeienoe of the Chapter of Gran, hesitated 
only whether it would be becoming to drink 
to a pledge that so plunly pointed at him- 
self. He resolved however to give the most 
gallant turn to his perplexity ; and having 
kissed the cop, and bowed reverentially ' 
little Suzsi, drained the contents with ei 



The reminder of the evening was devoted 
to joyous merriment ; and the foUowi 
morning witnessed only a renewal of elated 
and boiaterouB glee on the part of Matthias 
and his leathem-cheekAl Fylades. 

Suzsi, meanwhile, in obedience to her 
father's commands, hastened to put the n 
sion into the neatest order. Blaschky brought 
in cart-loads of juniper and holly from the 
woods,, to decorate the chambers. The fatted 
calf was slain ; and the choicest stores of 
Suzsi's thrifty housewifery were lavishly 
poured into the Mtindt&che. Tiie oldest 
antal of wine in Mattliias's cellar was care- 
fully brought down from the vineyard, 
adorned with a letdirata, or triumphal gar- 
land ; and towards evening, Suzsi stole out 
into the village, to invite ber friends and 
playmates to her wedding, — wliich she an- 
nounced for the following afternoon. 

It is true tlie communications were made 
under promise of secresy, — a promise as 
faithfully fulfilled as most others of a ^milar 
character. Each flew to her nearest neigh- 
bour, as soon as the bride had quitted the 
house, to discuss the enddeuness and mys- 
tery of the arrangement, and conjecture the 
name of the groom, which Suzsi hod refused 
to disclose. 

Her brouillerit with her affianced lover Iiad 
been the wonder of the village during the pre- 
ceding nine days; and one and all among the 
chartered gossips of Dorogh, decided that his 
successor could be none other than the thriv- 
ing P^ter M^nesatz, who, as they believed and 
lamented, was about to become wirtk to the 
Blam Igel, 

The atisence of this doughty hero, who had 
been compelled to journey towards Caschau 
on the day succeeding Suzsi'a visit to the 
fortress, seemed to confirm the report ; and 
while he was occupied in obtaining accredited 



securities to proffer to the scrutiny of the 
Chapter, the dames of Dorogh settled o 
their distafis that he was busy in purchaa 
tokens for hb bride, and household stuff for 
his future mhtagt. As they could not attack 
him with quesUons, they consoled them- 
selves hy l)estowing their inquisitiveness upon 
Franzl. 

This luckless hero had now attained the 
climax of Ids miseries. His master kept him 
at such disdainful distance, that there wi 
no possibility of seeking at his hands 
solution of the enigma. Old Blaschky passed 
him by on the other side, whensoever ha 
approached him. The handmudens of the 
house were too busy in preparing their bridal 
finery to notice his inquietude ; and eve. 
Suzsi herself, appeared entirely occupied i 
compounding cates and delicacies for the 
coming feast, and obeying her father's 
junctions that nor cost nor care should be 
spared to do honour to their guests. 

She stole indeed at times from her task, 
and threw her arms around her fatlier's neck, 
to conc«al " soroe natural tears tliat fain 
would fall." But oftener still, he marked her 
whispering in a comer with old Johann ; 
who was so altered in his address, so gallant 
in the cock of his rusty hat, and so juvenile 
in the indulgence of a newly- acquired cack- 
ling laugh, that Franzl misdoubted, more 
than once, whetiier his "frosty pow" wore 
not fated to share the bravt-krans at Suzsi. 

Sometimes he was sufliciently vain to 
suspect that the looks of the bride were 
covertly fixed upon himself, with more in- 
tentneas and concern than became her position. 
" The more like her sex," thought he ; " the 
more like herself, — to be casting artful giani 
upon, one over whom her triumph is so coi 
plete. LHLiAm-se!f,en\dJi Alas! when » 
my Su2ei artful, or self-assured. — My Suzsi ? 
No, no! another's now ;— and that other !" — 

Towards twilight on the last interminable 
day of suspense, just as the single star of 
cvenmg shone out brightly upon the sky, 
and Uie hush of the village brought back 
the remembrance of those delicious hours 
when they were wont to go forth together 
info the stillness, to look upon the fields and 
skies, and build their future prospects alter- 
nately in either, — poor Westermann, weary 
and despairing, wandered into the PidtM, and 
leaned himself against the wall of its arcade. 

A light step passed beside him. A quick 
breathing trembled on his ear; and he started 
as, through the shadows, he recognised Suzsi! 

" Franzl ! " said the maiden in a suppressed 
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voice, but Teiy gravely, " We an friendi,— 
on we not I — 'Tu do fault of mine that you 
have lefuBed to become somethmg nearer and 
dearer to me ; and I trust ws may at least 
temain on a kind and friendly footing." 

No reply. 

"And surely, Franzl, yon will not lefuse 
to make one at my bridtj ? Twere an un- 
looked-for mortification to miss one of my 
moat valued friends at anch a trying moment." 

No reply. 

" To-moTTow Ivening, in the dear old church 
where we have eo often knelt side by nde, 
the oeiemony will be performed." 

Fnuul anmrnoned his utmost resolution to 
bii aid. "I will be there," said he — But he 
could not add another word. 

" I was yesterday at the Pesth fair," re- 
sumed Sutu; "and wishing to offer you 
•ome trifling remembrance of one towards 
whom yon have professed to feel kindly, I 
ventured toselect you, Fianzl, agift — awed- 
ding-gannent. You will find it to-night in 
your chamber, Franzl ; and willjwear it, I 
tnut, bHmorrow 1 " 

" To-morrow," excluraed he abruptly, and 
in a broken voice, " if indeed I live to see the 
day,' shall be my last of suffering. Think 
you I will dwell in the land, to witness the 
happiness which should have been my own? 
Think you I will patiently live to bear about 
a blighted heart, and cling to existence, when 
its spirit and hopes have passed away I " 

What Suzsi "lAo^l" upon the occasion, 
was all that a forgiving, loving, womanly 
heart could suggest; and her artless reply 
was all that could best soothe, and most 
clearly undeceive the irritable mind with 
which she had to deal. Her father and 
Jobann, whoJiod been bidden auditors of the 
explanation, applauded it to the echo ; and 
even master Blaschky's fantastic merriment 
was snbdoed by the deep feeiing which pre- 
vailed among the parties. 

Then breathed not that night in Hungary 
a happier man than Fianzl Westermann, 
Not only did he forbear to listen t« half old 
Johann's details of Suzn's visit to the palace 
and disconise with the Tavemieut ; but of his 
own free will he admowledged that she had 
done well and wisely in keeping a secret 
which involved the interests of her country, 
and the credit of her country's friend. 

Hie foUowing day, when he awoke to the 
aober certainty of bliss, — when he saw the 
whole Tillage unite to welcome the arrival of 
the TaTemicuB, by whom his happiness and 
prosperity had bMn so undeservedly secured, 

Vol. ni. 



— when he beard his sweet bride smilingly 
teconnt to her gracious protector her past 
troubles and present joy, — glancing li^tly 
over ]aa Jbible in her narration, and striving 
to create a favontable impression of his cha- 
racter, — he stepped frankly forward, pub- 
licly recanted his heresies, acknowledged his 
errors, and mingled his declarations of un- 
quaUfied hapfdness with earnest promises of 
future confidence and kindness. 

The young Tavemicus would by no means 
permit the wedding of Su2si to exhibit a 
dereliction from national usage. He not 
only insisted that the young couple should 
parade their bridal finery through every 
path of the village, preceded by the gipeey 
band with its vioUus, and tabors, and 
dudeltaeii, (that abominable modification of 
the Scottish pipes ! ) but accompanied the 
gaudy procession. Garlands were suspended 
from the thatched roofs of the cottages, ban- 
ners streamed among the acacia branches by 
which they were overhung ; and as a wel- 
come rumour had preceded Count Er — 's 
arrival, of the termination of the sittings of 
the Diet, of taxes repealed, of oppressive 
edicts revoked, and extraordinary bounties 
accorded by the Emperor for the encourage- 
ment of Hungarian commerce, — all which 
benefits the Doroghians were fond to attri- 
bute to the exertions of the Tavemicua in 
their behalf, — his popularity was for the 
moment unbounded. 

But their " loud huaxas" were (disnced for 
a time, when they learned that thur vene- 
rated Primate had condescended, at the re- 
quest of their idol, to pronounce the nuptial 
benediction of the fairest, humblest, and 
most virtuous of his flock; and during the- 
performance of the holy rite, in honour of 
which the church was brilliantly illuminated, 
a reverential and impressive silence gave effect 
to the trembling voice of the good old man. 

There was not a clouded brow in the whole 
edifice, save that of P&l the Sexton. And 
even he felt so exalted and bewildered by the 
honour of performing "professionally" in 
presence of hie Eminence, that the discom- 
fiture of his brother's hopes, both as a wooer 
and a man of business, became of secondary 
import. 

Among the gaudy spedmens of national 
costume exhibited in honour of the occasion, 
none sliowed more splendidly, or was worn 
with a more decided mt of self-cotitent, than 
that of the worthy Blaschky ; nor did his 
spurs fail to jingle with spirit and address in 
Qu mazuika of the evemngi 
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To this day, under f avoar of his memorable 
visit to the Palatine, he retains hie post aa 
arbiter eUgtuOianan ai the thriving villag« of 
Dorogh; and recent on <f»(i have aoBerted^that 
hia conrtly breeding has mad« some piogrew 
in the affections of one of ita fairest daughters; 
nay, that could Count Alexis be pievuled 
upon to honour the wedding with his conn- 



tenanee, Johann would willingly 
hia single estate. 

Perhaps this might be as well ; for his 
viracioua gallantly and amended toilet might 
ottierwise renew, at some future hour, the 
jealous torments of Franzl, dnd demand once 
more for the Hungarian maiden the inter- 
podtjon of the TaTemious. 
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FRBLUtlHUlT NOTICB. 

Ahono those Tietima of the fatal years 
1793-4, which the Fiench nation still lament 
as a loss irreparable to iheb country, they 
turn with a fond regret to tht home of Andr6 
Chtoier, rather from the promise held out 
by his early genius, than for any thii^ very 
remarkable which he really effected. 

His instoiy u singnlac and afieoting, and 
the disgrace which long attached to his 
brother, Marie Joseph Ch6nier, on Us 
account, it hab been the attempt of several 
French authors to clear away ; and this 
historic sketch seems an endeavour to account 



reproached. 

But it is not so mncti on account of the 
story of the two Ch^niers, as that It repre- 
sents in detail some of those terrible scenes, 
of wEiich, in the general, we have all heard 
BO much, that this story, it is thought, will 
interest the English reader. 

The moment chosen, as It will be seen, 
is some time subsequent to the destruction of 
the Gironditis, of the H^bertides, and finally of 
Danton, when Robespierre, St Juste, and 
Couthon, exercised, through their influence 
in the committees, the conunune, the Jacobin 
Club, and' their organ the ReTolutionary 
Tribunal, that tremendons power which even 
at this moment it appals US to look back upon. 

The passive submission with which the 
better part of the nation yielded to this 
unmitigated and unexampled tyranny, that 
" reign of terror " which succeeded, has 
excited the astonishment of all the world. 
Aft«r a pause of mingled dread and horror, 
however, men began to breathe, to recover 



T SOEBL," THE " TWO' OIJ> KEN's TitES," &C. &C. 

their spirits, and to resolve npon a last efiort at 
emancipation. A secret conspiracy in the 
Convention was now upon the ere of declaring 
itself; at the head of which wasTallien, Aho, 
st«eped in blood as he was, seems not to have 
been prepared, or perhaps was not invited to 
share in the proscriptions and the despotism 
of the moment, and who probably anticipated 
for himself the fate which had overtaken M 
many of his companions. 

The contest was decided npon the well- 
known ninth Thermidor, and It is a few 
days before that event that this characteristic 
tale begins. 

Our Doeteur Noir, it viU he ■»»! possessed 
opportunities more than common for becom- 
ing acquainted with the interior machinery 
and the true character of the difierent actors 
concerned in these strange scenes, which 
appear to the imi^nation iS the present day 
like some fantastical tale of monsterf for the 
nursery, rather than the sober history of a 
race of actual men. 

The judgment he passes npon this terrible 
dictatDr himself, and his fellows, whom it 
has been of late somewhat the fashion to 
dignify as great men, shall be giren nearly 
in his own exact words. 

" Le Comity de Saint public march^t 
librement sur sa route, 1' ^largissant avec la 
guillotine. Robespierre, et Saint JueI«, 
mensient la machine roulante, I'un en jouant 
le grand pr^tre,l'antre le prophSte apostoliqae. 

"Conune la Mort fille de Satan I'eponvante 
lui meme, la terreur, leur fille, s* 6tsit re- 
(oumfee contre eux, et les presswt de eon 
Aiguillon. Oui, c' ^talent leuis ^ftrois de 
chaque nnit qui faisaient leurs horreuis de 
chaque jour. 

" Ayant fait pear k taut de gens on lenr 
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a wappat da conrage, una layoir aombieii 
de fois ee flit nn Iftcbet^. 

" LeoT nom fetont una fois d^remie syno- 
nyme d' ogre on leur mt gr^ de tout ce qui 
Bart nn pea des habitudes du bunesn. Duib 
r hh, ce fiit tel plddoyer hypocrite, en I'tratre 
t«l 6bkucbe de Bystlme, tons deux m donnant 
nn faox air d'oratenr et de l^slatcnr, 
Infonnes ourragei on le style empnint de la 
B^chereMe, et de la bruequraie dn combat 
qui lee enfautent, emgc la ooQcision et la 
fennet^ dv g^ie. 

" Mais ces homniea goig^ de ponrair, et 
9oiil6i de Bang dans leur inconeeTable orgia 
politique, etaient nMwcrft •( Arott* ijant jaun 
etmctpli<mM, midioera tt/ou* daiu Iturt trntwrn 
taidiocrt* et bat dtms Imtr* aetioni. 

" C Bet en e&iit une chose tonte oommodB 
aiuc mediocrity qu'un tempi de rtvolntion." 

To return to Andri Ch^nier, as he was 
Tunally called, though his fomily was noble. 

He was the eldest son of the Harqnis de 
Ch^nier, an aristocrat by principle and by 
prejudice at well as by birth ; and who was 
inconsolable at seeing both his sons embrace 
the party of the RevolDtion,-—ATidri, merely 
SB a Girondist, but Joseph as member of the 
Convention, and attached to the Jacobins 
andthe Mountain. Andr^fellwithhigparty, 
and was thrown into the prison of St. Lazare ; 
from whence, it was thonght, that his brother, 
as one of the ultTa-partisans of the Mountain, 
then in the ascendant, might, had he been so 
iDclined, have released him. 

It is certain that if any efforts on his part 
were made, such efforts were ineflectaal, and 
a stain has i«sted upon the name of the 
jounger brother in consequence. Literary 
jeoIouBy has been, among others, assigned as 
the cause of this apparent inactivity, for 
both the brothers were poets : the one, Andr6, 
was, and still is, esteemed as a man of first- 
rate genins ; the other, Joseph, seems but to 
have possessed that sort of talent which 
ministers to the spirit of the times. He was 
the author of Timolton, Charles the IX., 
and F^nelon. — K L. 



Tie interior qf a French Phyiician'e hotue. 
It was the fifth of Thermidor, L'an deux 
de Ia Bepabliqve ; in other words, July, 
A.D. 1794. A day I shall not earily forget. 
It was about eight o'clock in the morning, 
and I was sitting quite alone by my window, 
which looked ont npon the Place de la 
Shohititm. I had my snuff-hoxin ray hand, 



and was turning it idly between ray fii^n^ 
when I heard my doot bell ringing violently. 

My aerraat in those days, was a tall, thin 
fellow, of the most peaceful and quiet temper 
you oan conceive, thongh he had served for ten 
years in the artillery, where he had the reputa> 
tion of being a terrible fellow. A wound In 
the foot had, however, rendered hira unfit for 
servioe, and he had been in a manner dis- 
chaiged. 

As I did not hear him stirring to open the 
door, I got up to look int« the antechamber, 
and see what my man of war was about. 

He was Blumberiog as peacefoUy as an 
infant with his long legs reared against the 
stove. 

The incredible length of these said laag 
thin limbs had never bo forcibly struck me 
before. I knew that he was about ux feet 
three high, but I seemed never to have 
remarked the exoessiTe length of his prodigi- 
ously thin legs, which weta now exhibited in 
their fall extent, and reached from the marble 
of the stove to the straw chair on which he 
was reposing the upper part of his body, 
and his long thin head falling and forming 
a sort of hoop a« they rested upon hie crossed 
arms. I forgot the bell for a moment as I 
stood oonlemplating this innocent creatun, 
peacefnlly asleep in his accnstomed attitude— 
I say aooostomed, for never. since it has been 
the good pleasnre of lacqueys to dose in ante- 
chambers did man enjoy so sweet and pro- 
found a repose. 

Unvexed by dreams, untroubled by nl|^t- 
mare, so slept my Blaireau, and awakened 
in a sweet and perfect good humour which 

Blaireau had long been my admiration, 
and the magnificent character of his sleep 
was to me an eternal source of curious 
obeervatjon. During the last ten years the 
worthy fallow had enjoyed the same delicious 
sleep In every posMble dtuation ; I never 
could understand that he found one place 
preferable to another. It is true in the very 
midst of summer he has been known to 
compbun that the banack-room was too hot, 
and, going down into the court below, to 
put a paving stone under his head and fall 
asleep again. He never cau^t cold upon 
these occasions, rain or fair it was all one to 
Blaireau. It must hare been a heavy shower 
that coold have awakened him. ' 

When he was standing up, he always 
reminded me of a tall Italian poplar tree, 
nndermined at the root, and jnst tottering to 
its fall. His chest was what we here oalt 
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touUe, that ia, his breut-bone seemed drawn 
in till it almost eeemed to meet the epiue : 
u for hie face, his complexion was of a pale 
soft yellow hne ; hia skin beiog- something 
of the texture and colour of parchment. I 
never observed any change in its expressioD, 
be the occaaioa what it might, except that 
there were momenta when it became slowly 
illuminated by a sort of quiet, simple, almost 
rusUc smile — ntaitfia et dotix. During Uie 
last ten years he had anisted at the burning 
of plenty of powder, having had his share in 
all that had been going on at Paris ; but, 
provided his piece was adjusted to his satis- 
faction, and in a niast«T]y manner, little 
troubled he his head agunst whom it was 
directed. He managed his cannon admir- 
ably ; and, in spite of all the choppinga and 
changings of opinions and authoriUes, (which 
he never seemed able to comprehend,) he 
persevered in the use of the dictum in days 
gone by, current in his regiment; and still 
perusted in aaying, Qumulfai bitn tervi ma 
pi(ee,Uroin'titpaimonetiiire—(^wbenIhava 
done iny business well, the king is not a 
greater man than I.) 

He was an excellent marksman, and had 
long been ckef de piAx, when, on account of 
an injury he received in his foot on the day 
of theCftofnpdrJfar*, hewaainvalided. This 
circumstance had afflicted him beyond mea- 
sure ; his comrades, however, who were much 
attached to him, and had often occasion for 
bis assistance, still continued in the habit of 
employing him, and consulting with him on 
all the important occasions which occurred 

These occasional services in his capacity of 
artilleryman, and his duties to ine, coincided 
perfectly ; for I spent very little of my time 
at home, and even when we were at home, 
he waa so often asleep that 1 wuted chiefly 
upon myself, tor I could not find in my 
heart to disturb him ; and so the citizen 
Blaireau had for two years acquired the 
habit of absenting himself whensoever it 
seemed him good, without the ceremony of 
asking leave ; but he never failed to be in 
his place at the appel du toir, as he called 
it, — that is to say, when I came home about 
midnight, or maybe twoo'clock in the morn- 
ing, as I usually did, there I was sure to 
find him fast asleep by the fm. 

There ware tim^ when I waa not sorry 
to profit by the protection of Bis buckler, 
which he was always but too happy to 
extend to Ine. At a review, a battle in the 
streets, some little revolution going on in 



the Revolution, I was well-pleased to take 
shelter under the potent shield of his influ- 
ence. I am a cnrions observer, and in the 
worst of times I might have been seen 
perambulating the streets in my suit of 
black, and with my cane in my hand, just s! 
I go about now. On such occasions I always 
looked about for the cannons — you know 
some little things of that sort are always 
called for even in the most philanthropic 
revolutions — and as soon as I found them I 
was certain to behold the long, tbin head of 
my peaceful Blaireau towering above the 
capsuid short plumes of the men; he always 
at auch times resumed his uniform ; his soft, 
sleepy eyes would be looking round for me, 
and as soon ss he saw me he would smile, 
and desire the people about to make way 
for a citizen, a very good friend of his — then 
he would take me under the arm, and show 
me every thing that was to be seen, pointing 
out to my observation, if they chanced to be 
present, any of those great men who had 
gained, as the Baying was, in la Uturit de 
St. GmlUniM. 

When we met again in the evening, we 
never exchanged a word of remark upon 
what had been passing before onr eyes — 
there seemed to be a tacit agreement upon 
this point between us : to make a long tale 
short, he served me for his amusement, and Ma 
country for honour, that is, when it 
pleased him ; taking up arms and laying 
them down at his good pleasure, like a 
ffrand aeiffnettr of former days. The plan 
suited na both admirably. 

While I waa thus contemplating my 
servant, (I correct myself, and just remark 
to you by the way, that I call him wmnn 
to make myself understood by you, but that 
in the year 2 of the Republic there was no 
such thing, it was called un owoete,) well, 
while I stood musing, the bell continued to 
ring with redoubled vigour ; but BUirean 
slept only the sounder, so it ended by my 
going to the door myself. 

I opened it. 



TAe Ci-devata. 

Two Tery different sort of looking per- 
sonages were standing at the door — an < ~ ' 
man and a child. 

Tb» old man was neatiy powdered, and 
wore a lively coat, upon tiie shoulder of 
which the place of the discarded shoulder* 
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knot wu still Tiuble. He took off his bat 
with ui air of moch nepcct, looking lound 
him Bt the aame Ume with a cert^n con- 
■trained, Bnepicioiu, fearful air, and seeiaed 
to be watching whethMsny one was coming 
out after me ; at the eame time he stood 
up aguiutthewall to let the boy pass before 

The lad had still hold of tlia bell string, 
and was palling it with all his might to the 
measure of the Marseillaise hjrmn. (It is 
poetible ym may some or other of yon hare 
beard of tiiat tunei) And as he rang, he 
■whistled the air, looking at me all the time 
with a sort of defiance, and ringing away 
till he had finished the last stave. 

I waited my young gentleman's time with 
proper sabmiasian, nnd then gravely stretch- 
ing out my hand presented him with a two 
JoM piece, saying quietly, " Let us have that 
over again, ray good feUow." 

He perfectly understood the irony of my 
present, but did not seem one wbit diacon~ 
Gerted;beginnii^hisstnuninunediatelyagein 
as if to defy me. He was a handsome lad, and 
wore his little red cap of liberty hangingsmartly 
over one ear, the rest of his drese bcjng dirty 
and ragged to the lost d^^ee ; bis feet and 
arms were bare ; he waa the very model of 
a yonng m>w eitlolU. 

" Citizen Robeapiene is ill," he began, 
and in an abrupt imperious tone of voice, 
knitting his little blood eyebrows, " You 
mast come and see him at two o'clock." 

And as he ended he flung the two sous 
piece with all his might against one of my 
panes of glaat ; broke it into ten thousand 
piecee, and then, jumping step by step down 
the stairs, whistling Ca Jro, ho took himself 
away. 

I tnmed to the old livery servant. 

" What do you want?" I said ; and seeing he 
seemed to stand in need or encouragement, I 
t«ok him by the elbow and nshered bim 
gently into tine antechamber. 

The poor man shut the door of the ante- 
chamber, with an appearance of much 
anxiety, looked ronnd him again, and advsu- 
cing in a hesitating manner said, "It is — air 
— Madame la Dachesse is not quite so well 

" Which Duchess 1 " said J. " Come, 
come, speak quicker and louder. I don't 
know yon — I never saw you before." 

The poor man aeemed quite terrified at 
my rude, blunt manner ; he had evidently 
been disoonoertsd by the presence of the 
little boy ; be seemed quite overset by my way 



of speaking ; his poor pale cheeks were suf- 
fused with a faint crimoon blnsh ; he waa 
obliged to nt down ; his knees were tiemb- 
ling. 

** Madame de St. Aignan," he whirred 
timidly. 

"Oh, very well," I said- " Fear nothing, 
I have attended her before ; I will go to the 
prison of St. Lezare. Be easy, my good 
friend ; do tiiey think her a little better ? " 

" Just the same," said be, with a sigh. 
" There is one there, perhaps, that is able to 
infuse a little courage — but there is only 
too much reaaon to fear for that person — 
and then — ah yes, then — " 

"Bah I my good friend, and what thenT 
we must all learn to support ourselves in 
these days — men, women, and cliildren — but 
I have certun little phUosaphical ideas which 
may serve to assist the weak. I will come 
and see Madame de SL Aignan this morn- 
ing." 

I was turning away ; the poor old man 
seemed to wish to detain me a little longer, 
but I took him by the hand and sfud, " Here, 
my good friend, waken my good servant, 
wUl you ? — that is, if you can — and tell him 
that people usually want their hats when 
they go ont of a morning." 

I was going to leave him in the anl«- 
chamber without taking further notice of 
him, when, on opening the door of my room, 
I found him following, and he entered with 
me. I saw, as he crossed my threshold, that 
he cast a terrified glance at Blaireau ; 
Blaireau, however, continued fast asleep. 

" 'Well," Bwd I, " what do you want here 1 
are you madi" 

" No, sir, I am tatpta," * said he. 

" Ab 1 that is a difierent thing. It is," 
I continued, " a poutiou gn£Sciently dis- 
agreeable, but thoroughly respectable. I 
might have guesaed how it was from this 
mania which you all aeem to have, of 
disguising yourselves as livery servants — 
quite a monomania ! — Well, sir, I have the 
usual roomy wardrobe empty, and at your 
service, if it so please you to enter." I 
opened the two doora of my huge wardrobe, 
Bud I bowed' as if I were doing the honours 
of my house, and introducing bim to his 
bed-chamber. 

*' I am afraid," I added, " that yon will 
not be particularly comfortable in this apart- 
ment ; but such as it i^ it has already lodged 
six persons in si 
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Thftt wu true enoogh fdth. 

Bat no Moner wtre we alone thui ray ol^ 
gentlenuuk aunmed quite a different sit 
and manner from hia first. He wemed 
to grow larger ki person, and eaty and 
polite in hiB tonea and geHtures ; and I 
beheld, in fact, a Teiy fine and gentleman- 
like old man, with mnch dignity in his 
conntenance, thongh ha was still deadly 
pale. On my aBsnring him solemnly that 
he was pwlectly safe in bettowing his con- 
fidence npon me, he sat down and seemed 
to breathe. 

"Sir," sud he, casting dawn his eyes a 
moment, and then calmly F^dng than with 
the dignity becoming his ranlc ; " Sir, I will 
without hesitation acqn^nt you with my 
name, and the purpose of my Tint. I am 
HonneuT de Chanter. I bare two sons 
who hsTO both unhappily adapted principles 
— to my eTOrlssting ngnt — in short, Uiey 
have both attached themselves to the Revo- 
lution. One is a member of the Canrention — 
he is the worst ; the other, the eldest, is in 
prison — he isUiabest. Sir, he has wme- 
what recovered tram his intoxioation, — his 
insanity; and I don't exactly undwstand 
why they have shut my poor fellow np— for 
bxB wriUngs have been vary revolutionary — 
moh at ought to hav« pleased these execrable, 
bloodthirsty " 

" Sir," Bsid I, ** jnst ^ve me permission to 
observe, that one of these execrable, blood- 
thinty — — expects ma to break^t with 
him this morning.*' 

" I know it, sir ; bnt I thought it was 
simply in your quaUty of physieiaa— a pro- 
fession for which I have the greatest respect — 
for, after those physicians of the soul, the 
priests, oud all ecclesiaatics indeed, for I 
wish to except none, certainly the phyndans 

of the body " 

" Ought to arrive in fjme to save it," 
interrupted I, shaking his arm to awak«i 
him from the sort of doling dotage into 
which he seemed nnking, " I hare the 
hononr to know both your sons." 

" To be brief, air, the only thing which 
consoles me is," siud he, " that the eldest, 
the prisoner, the officer, is no poet like the 
author of ' Charles IX. ;' and therefore, if I 
can once get him out of this scrape, by your 
assistance, if you ore so veiy good as to 
aflbrd it, there is no danger of his attiading 
the eyes of the public as an author." 

" Right," said I, making up my mind to 
listoi in patience. 

"Is it not so, ail" continaed tiw poor 



old gentleman. "Andr^ has talents ; he it 
waa wlto diewap the letter of Louis XVIII. 
to the Convention. Sir, I have assumed 
this disguise out of connderation for you, 
who frequent those wretehes — that I might 
notoompromiseyouin any matter that " 

" Independence and disinterestedneis are 
not easily compromised," said I, merely aa a 
passing remark, "Go on, sLr." 

" Mori Dim ! Monsieur," cried he, with 
a oertain military warmth and spirit. " It 
would be terrible to compromise a gallant 
gentleman like yourself " 

" I have already had the honour to offef 
you my best accommodation," said I, points 
ing to my wardrobe with an air of cere- 

" That is not what I am in need of," sajd 
he. " I do not attempt to conceal myself : 
on the eontroiy, I rather wish to excite 
notice." 

"Sir," he continued, "we are living in 
times when every one oi^t to exert himself. 
What care I for the safety of these poor 
scattered gray hain ? But my poor kvArk ! — 
that ie the p<dnt, sir — I cannot," looking at 
me in an earnest beweching manner — " I 
eumot bear the idea of hia remaining in that 
horrible prison of St. Laeare." 

" He must be content to stay in prison," 
said I, rudely. " It is the bast thing he con 
do." 

"Don't think of going." 

" I will implore " 

** Don't think of imploring." 
The poor father was struck dumb; he joined 
Us hands between hia knees with anexpreedon 
of grief and resignation that would have sof- 
tened the heart of a tiger. He looked at me as 
some poor criminal at the QtMrtton might look 
at his judge during an iuterval of saflering. 
His aged forehead .was slowly covered vrith 
wrinkles, as a calm sea is crisped over by 
small waves,— ostouidunant and grief con- 
tended for expresdm npon his countenance. 
After a little pause be began again, " I see," 
itaA he, senowfally, " that Hadune de St. 
Aignan was mistaken in yon. I don't 
bhune you, rir ; in tunes such aa theas, every 
one must take care of himself. I only 
hope that yon will keep our secret — I shall 
not trouble you again — oMmh." 

This lart word afiboted me more than all 
the rest : it was with evident effort that the 
old man pronounced it. Never, since ^ 
world began, has the word cititen been 
uttered in mch a tone. The first syllable 
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wulike thehiiiiiigofsMrpeiitiftiid the two 
last fell into a hoarse, gurgling, almort 
inartioolate oroak. There was an indesorib- 
able contempt, a suffocating gmf, a det^air 
H> intense, in the word eiti*m, as he pro- 
nooneed it, that it made my blood ran cold. 
The poor old man now prepared to go: placing 
hi* thin, bloe, veiny hands against his feeble 
knees to assist himself as he rose tiwa his 
chair ; bnt I stopped him, and •nth much 
gentleness replaced him upon the cushion. 

"Madame de St. Aignanwas net mistaken 
in me," I said. " You are in safe bands, 
nr. I have never betrayed the confidence 
of any one. I have seen much sorrow. It 
has been my fate to receive the last ugh " 

Hy bratality made him shndder. 

" I nnderstand better than you can do the 
ntuation of tlie prisonsrs, and above all, the 
peculiar portion in which yonr son is placed. 
No exertion on yonr part can save his life ; 
bnt you may b« the cause of precipitating 
his fate, if you go ob emriing yourself as yon 
call it. Remember^ my good sir, during the 
agitation of an earthquake, the best thing a 
man ean do is t« remain perfectly quiet." 

He answered by a slight reserved bend of 
the liead ; and I saw that my unhappy 
roughness of manner had sitogether lost me 
bis confidence. His eyes wers ratlier closed 
thsn cast downwards, as I oontinned to urge 
upon him the necessity of tlw most perfect 
silence and inaction ; adding, as gently and 
politely as I oould, that every age had its 
peculiar temptation to imprudence, every 
passion to extravagance, — and that paternal 
love was almost a passion ; that He ought to 
be aware, without expecting me to explain 
myself in detail, that I should not presnme, 
in such an important and affecting cirtnim- 
stanee, to advise him, vrithont the most 
absolute certainty of the danger that would 
arise from his taking the least step in the 
matter; — that it was imposmble for me to 
explain myself farther, but that he might 
confide in me, for that ao one was more 
intimately In the confidence of the present 
rolen ; and that it had been my good fortune 
to find opportonitiee for rescuing a few from 
thiHr daws ; — that, however, upon this ooca- 
d»n,< — one ef the most interesting that had 
ever occurred to mo, (because it related to 
his eldsst SOB, and to the dear and intimate 
friaud of those to whom I was most sincerely 
attached,) — I assured him solemnly that it 
was absolutely necessary that he should keep 
quiet, and Isavs all to fete — as a pilot with- 
eut a compass, and on a starless night, aban- 



dons himself to the chances of the wind. No, 
it was in vain. It is written that characters 
shsJl exist, so polished, ground down, worn 
out, attenuated by the mere effect of exces- 
sive refinement and civilisation, that they can 
hear nothiug ; and that a word a little too 
rude, a tone a thought too rough, pains them 
so excessively, that they draw back, and fold 
themselves, as it were, togeUier, like tite sen- 
sitive plant. I cannot help it, — at times I 
am too rough. It was, as I said, in vain 
now to weary myself with speaking: the 
mischief was done. He agreed to every thing 
I said ; but I felt the hard rock of immovable 
obstinacy tieneath this calm politeness. It 
was the obstinacy of old age, — that sad re- 
Bouroe of a crippled free wUl, which seems to 
survive the wreck of all the other faonlties. 

The Hieroglypkkt of Blairaau. 

It is the happy peculiarity of ray temper, 
that I exchange one idea for another, as 
eauly as the eye exchanges light for dark- 
ikeas. As soon as I felt oertain that all I 
conld urge was of no avail, I stopped. H. de 
Chenier rose ; and I attended hhn, without 
speaking another word, to the outer door, 
fiut, arrived there, I could not help making 
one other effort. I took his hand and pressed 
it affectionately. Poor old man I — he was 
touched at this. He turned and Eaid, in a 
Ion gentle voice, (but what is sometimes 
more obstinate than gentieaess ?) " I am very 
sorry to have troubled you with my petition." 

" And I am grieved that yon will not un- 
derstand me ; and that yon mistake my 
advice for a defeat. But you will reflect 
upon what I have sud, I do hops." 

He made a low bow, and went away, I 
shrugged my shoulders, and came in to pre- 
pare for my vidta. 

A huge giant stood in my way. It waa 
my artdllery-man, — It was Blslreau, — aa 
wide awake as it waa possible for him 
to be. Perhaps yon imagine he was coming 
to attend upon ma? — Not in the least. To 
excuse himself 1 — Still less. He had stripped 
up his sleeve, and was very gmveiy employed 
in finidiing, with a needle, a certain sym- 
bolical sign upon his left arm. His way was 
to prick his skin till the blood came, then to 
rub in gunpowder ; a slight inflammation 
ensued, and he was sa perfectly tatooed as a 
New Zealander. It is an old custom, com- 
mon among our French soldiers. I could 
not help losing three minutes more, while I 
examined this origin^, I took hold of his 
aim, which he sunendered to my luspeotitot 
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with a certain air of Becret Batisfacti«ii,li>okiiig 
down upon it with a quiet eroile of gratified 

" Hallo, mj friend I " cried I, after a little 
examination, " your arm is both a conrt 
almanack and a republican calendar." 

He rubbed his chin with a quiet smile, — 
that being hU favourite g«atnre ; and he spat 
on one aide, putting his hand before hie 
month, — the last action serving as a substi- 
tute with him for all sort of useteaa discourse. 
It passed as a sign for consent oi hesitation, — 
for reflection or distress, — taanie de corpt, tic 
d« regiment. He then suffered me to examine 
the lieroic and sentimental arm. The device 
last inscribed upon it was, 1 found, a Phry- 
gian bonnet, placed above a heart, and round 
it the words, " Indinsibiliti ou la Mort." 

" I see," said I, " you are no FidiratiO*, 
iike the Girondint." 

He scratched his head. "No, no," said 
he ; " nor the Citoyenne Rose neither." 

And he showed me a littie rose very deli- 
cately drawn, and situated close to the heart 
and under the cap. 

" Ah, ah ! — I understand your incurable 
lameness very well, at last," said I. " But 
I'll tell no tales to your captain." 

"Ah, damef" said he, — "an artilleryman 
nesd not have a heart of sti>ne. Rose is the 
daughter of a dame trieotsiue, and her father 
is jailor of St. Lazare. 

I seemed to take no notice of this hint, 
which he had the air of letting fall without 
the least premeditation. We understood this 
tacit arrangement perfectly. I went on ex- 
amining his hieroglyphics with the attention 
of a miniature painter. Immediately above 
this devoted republican heart was pictured a 
great sword, held between the paws of a little 
rampant badger, {^Blairtau badger;) and 
above it, in large characters, "Hotmewr a 
Blmreau It bottrreau det er&nei." 

I looked up suddenly, as if to see if the 
portrait resembled. 

"Tliis means you. Nothing to do with 
politics, — merely a trophy \ " 

A slight smile stole over the long yellow 
face of my artilleryman, aiii he said quietly, 
" Yes, yes, — it means me. The crdaes are 
three >nditre$ iPamiM, that I taught to laugh 
on the wrong side of the face." 

" Meaning killed, I supposed 1 " 

" It 's our way of saying it," replied he, 
witli an air of the most ineflable innocence. 

In fact, this original had, like a hero of 
Otaheite, engraved upon his long yellow 
arm, at the end of Blaueau's sabre, hx foils. 



reversed, and bending forward in a sort of 
attitude of adoration. 

I wanted to proceed and see what was 
above the elbow ; but I saw he had no in- 
clination to raise his sleeve farther. 

" Pooh, bah! — that was when I was young 
and foolish." 

I understood the reason of his reserve, for 
I beheld an immense jfeur de lit, and above 
it, Vitmt k* Bourbont a Saint* Barie ; 
amour Hemtl d MadeUine. 

" Always wear long sleeves, child," sud I, 
" if you mean to keep either Rose or your 
head in your poasession." 

"Bab, bah!" nii he, with aflected um- 
plieity ; " so long as her father doesn't turn 
the key upon me — sometimes there are times 
when the wicket " 

I interrupted him, that I might not be 
obliged to question further. " Come, come," 
said I, striking him slighUy upon the arm ; 
"you are a good fellow, — you have done 
nothing amiss since we tuune together, — yon 
aie not going to begin now. Yon must go 
out with me this morning ; perhaps I may 
have something for yon ta do. You will 
foUow me at a little distance ; and yon will 
do as yon please about entering the houses 
which I mean to vimt. — But let me find you 
ID the street when I come out." 

He dressed himself with two or three tre- 
mendous yawns, rubbed his eyeey and pre- 
pared to follow. As I went out, I found 
him at the door. Ha had his three-cornered 
hat perched on one side of his head, and a 
white rod in his hand as long as himself. 



T^t Priim of &. Lazart. 
St. LizAjtG is an old house, of a dull dirty 
mnd colour. It was formerly a priory ; and, 
if I am not deceived, was finished in the 
year 1466, on the site of the ancient monas- 
tery of St. Lawrence, celebrated by Gregoiy 
of Tours in the rixth book of his history, as 
perhaps you know very well. The kings of 
France tarried there twice ; — first, at thnr 
solemn entry into Paris they there rested ; 
and secondly, at their last departure they 
there made a station, on their way to St. 
Denis, be it understood. In course of tiutf, 
this priory waa converted into barracks ; and 
afterwards it became a state prison, a house 
of correction for monks, conspirators, and 
disorderly people of evsry description. This 
dirty, ruinous, wretched, unhealthy-looking 
place had fimn time to time been add«d to 



,y Google 



THE PROFESSIONAL VISITS OF LE DOCTEUR NOIR. 



and enl&rg«d, but had lost nothing of its 
peculiarly villainous appearance. 

I wai some time in walking from the Place 
de U mTolntion, to the Rue FanbouTg St. 
Denis, irhere the prison is situated. As I 
approached, I distiaguiahed it by a sort of 
blue and red rag, wUch was wo^ed almost 
eolonrlea by the rain, and which hung from 
a great black pole planted above the door. 
Upon a black marble slab, in great nhite 
letters, was the following inscripdon, which 
was at that time nnireraally placed upon all 
the public baUdings, and which seemed to 
me like the epitaph of the nation : — 

UniC^, IndiniibiliU da U E^poblique, 
Efi\iti, Fimtsniiti ou la MorL 

Before the door of this horrible place some 
taut eulcttet were sitting upon wooden 
benches, sharpening their pikes in the kennel, 
and nnging the camagnde; while 'others 
wera taking away the lantern from the 
cord which suspended it across the street, in 
order to tie up a man in ite place, whom I 
could see coming along, at some distance, 
dragged down tite street, and surrounded by 
a crowd of potMordtt, screeching out fa ira. 
I was a well-knowm person, and not alto- 
gether witbont my nee, so they let me enter 
without molestation. 1 knocked at B pon- 
derous door which terminated the vaulted 
porch. The door opened a little, as of itself, 
And, M I stood heutating and waiting for it 
to open entirely, I heard Qie voice of the 
jailer calling out, " Well, what are you 
about 1 — why don't you come inl" The 
moment I had crossed the threshold, the door 
banged violently to behind me. I shuddered. 
It seemed as if this heavy, iron-welded, nailed 
door, with all its garniture of looks and bolts, 
had closed between me and the living world 
for ever. 

The jailer laughed at my air of consterna- 
tion, and mattered between the three teeth 
be yet had left The old wretch was huddled 
np in a huge, black leather chur, something 
like a porter's chair, but so contrived, that 
the back could be let down, so as to form a 
bed : it was called a eri ntailiin. There the 
Cerbems slept and watched, without troubling 
binuelf to move. His yellow, wrinkled, iro- 
nical foee, projected above hie kneee, on 
whyh it was supported by his chin ; his two 
legs rested one on each arm of bis chair; in 
his right hand he held his enormous bunch 
at keys ; in bis left the look of the door ; so 
that he managed to shut and open it without 
much trouble. 

Behind his ctuui there stood a young g^l. 



with her hands in the pockets of her jaunty 
little apron. She was fair, blooming, freah- 
coloured, with a little, eaucy nose, the pout- 
ing lips of a child, while arms, and an ap- 
pearance of health, good-humour, neatnesi^ 
and pertness, strongly in contrast with every 
thing that surrounded her. Her dress was a 
sort of red stuff, relieved with black ; a cap, 
white as snow, upon her head, surmounted 
by an immense tricolored cockade. I had 
<rften seen her before, but had never looked 
at her with much attention ; but to-day, full 
of my artilleryman's demi-eonfidenee, I exa- 
mined his friend Bose with considerable in- 
terest, for I hod not an instant's doubt that 
Rose it was. 

The pretty girl tiad an tlr of lively good- 
humour, wliich had the effect of increasing, 
by contrast, the melancholy of the place. 
'Diis blooming young creature reminded you 
of the sweet, free air of the open country, — 
of wild thyme and daSbdils ; — and many a 
sigh, I'doubt not, has her presence occauoned, 
as she recalled to the nnhsppy victims around 
her the blowing wind, the open plains, and 
the waving com of their home fields. 

" It is mero cruelty," I taid, stopping for 
an instant, — " double cruelty, to show that 
child to the difetau." 

She understood what I eaid about as well 
as if I had spoken Greek ; but I did not in- 
tend to be understood. She opened her large 
blue eyes ; showed the most beautiful teeth 
in tlu) world, without wiiat could be called 
exactly smiling ; her lips opened like a clove 
pink when you press it with your finger. 

Her father growled ; but he had the gout, 
and he said nothing. I passed on, and entered 
the corridors, which were so dark that I was 
obliged to f^ my way before me with my 
cane ; these damp and gloomy avenues being 
lighted, at mid-day, only by one or two 
murky lamps. 

It is a different thing at St. Lazare now. 
All is neat, polished, whitewashed, cleansed, 
well-ordered ; hut, in 1794, St. I^zare was 
rather like a huge cage for wild beasts, than 
a place fitted for the reception of civilized man. 
There existed at that time only the old 
weatherbeaten building which may yet be 
seen — an enormous cave of four stories high, 
filled to the very roof, as full as it could hold, 
with prisoners. On tile outside, the windows 
were covered with grates, whose immense 
twisted iron bars almost completely excluded 
the ak. Within were tliree large, ill-lighted 
pasaages, which traversed each story j the 
walls of each of which were pierced by forty 
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doors, opeaing upon kennels rather than 
eella, fit onlf to shelter wolves, and with a 
■nfiocatiog smell that was Bimoet insupport- 
able. At the end of each corridor were 
immenae iron-grated doors, and in the door 
of each cell, little open grated sqasres, called 
gmeluti, which the jailers could open outdde, 
so as to oveiloolc the prisoner at any moment. 

&S I came in I crossed the great empty 
euuit, where every night those teiribla carts 
were ranged, destined each morning to bear 
away their loads of victims to the guillotine. 
The carts were now absent. I shuddered as I 
passed, and clambered up the mined flight of 
steps, by wluch the prisoners descended to 
this the'iT last journey. 

At length I entered what was called the 
prtdu, a sort of central court, targe and 
hideous, surrounded by lofty walls, and 
where the mn, reflected from some neigh- 
bouring roof, sometimes, but rarely, east his 
beams. There was an enormou* stone foun- 
tain in the middle ; fonr rows of trees around 
it ; and at ihe other end, an immense white 
Christ, upon a cross of deep blood-coloured red. 

Two women were at the foot of the cross — 
one very young, the other very aged. The 
young girl was upon her knees, her hands 
clasped, faer head resting upon her bosom, 
praying, in an agony of tears. She reminded 
me so much of the unhappy Frincesse de 
Lamballe, that I turned away my head. 

The elder lady was employed In watering 
two miserabls vines, planted at the foot of the 
cross. Those vines are s^ there ; what tor- 
rent* of tears — tea™ of blood — have nourished 
their slender tendrils. 

A turnkey (^mehelier) was singing and 
washing his linen at the fountain. 

I passed on ; and, entering the corridor, I 
stopped at the twelfth cell on the ground- 
floor. A turnkey came ; examined me from 
head to foot witji his eye ; recognised me ; 
plseed his great red hand on the lock of ihe 
door, and it opened — I stood before Hadame 
la thicfaeiae de St. Aignan. 



A Young Mother. 
As the turnkey opened the door suddenly, 
I heard a little nhriek, and I perceived that 
Hadame de St. Aignan was taken by sur- 
prise, and vras a little startled so to be. As 
for me, I was always taken by surprise with 
one thing, to which I never could accustom 
myeelf, — and that was the perfect grace and 
dignity of her demeanour, her calmness, her 



gentle nsignation, her angelic palienoe, and 
her sweet and womanly nkodesty. There 
was that in her, so rare and so exqninte, 
which commands respect and mbmisdon, 
without ever exacting it ; and even her down- 
cast eyes were of power irredstible. At this 
moment she was, however, a little discon- 
certed at our sudden intrusion ; but she soon 
recovered her dignity and composure. 

Her cell was very small, and at this time 
of the year burning hot, exposed as it was 
to the southern snn, and In Thamdor, which 
I assure yon was as sultry as any July you 
have ever been acquainted with. The only 
means Madame de St. Aigmm had to protect 
herself, in some degree, from the fierce rays 
of the sun, which fell full upon the little 
apartment, was to hang hsr shawl before 
the window ; it was the only article of dresa 
of that sort which ^s had been allowed to 
keep. The dresa she had on was of the idm- 
plest ; but it was an evening dress, and with 
short sleeves ; it might have been a ball dress. 
She rose up blushing with a slight " Ek khhi 
Dieul" and for a moment tlie tears stood in 
her eyes ; but seeing I was alone, she re- 
covered herself immediately, and throwing 
over her shoulders a sort of ^ort, white drese- 
iog-gown, which lay neur, die sat down up- 
on the edge of hsr bed, oflering me a strew 
chair, the only other article of furniture in 
her prison. I perceived that one of her feet 
was bare, and that she had upon her hand a 
small, delicate open-worked black silk stock- 
ing, which she was mending. 

"Good heavens!" cried I, "if yon had 
only given me a hint," 

" Our poor Queen did as much 1" said she ; 
and she smiled sadly as she raised her beauti- 
ful eyes to mine with charming tranquillity. 
But soon her expresuon relapsed into one of 
mournful gravi^, and I remarked upon that 
noble oonntenance a deep and solemn cha- 
ractw, which I was new to me, and which 
added fi>rce t« its usual melancholy. 

"Sit down I dt down!" sud she in a 
hurried manner, and with a certain hoarse- 
ness m her voice. " Since my ntnaUon has 
been made known, thanks to you, and I owe 
yon " 

"Enough, enough," said I, interrupting 
her ; " I hats speeches." « 

" I have a reprieve," continued die ; " but 
the tumbrils will come as usual, and they will 
not depart empty for the revolutionary 
tribunal." 

Her eyes were fixed upon the window — 
there was a momentary wJldness in them. 
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"The tnmbrilil the drawlfnl tumbrils!" 
Mud the. " Their wheels shake the wftUa of 
St. LaEoie to their fmmdfttions. The horrid 
noise makes me shudder. How lightly they 
Toll nnder the archway as they come in I 
how slow and heavy they depart ! Alas ! 
they *re coming this very day for their load 
of men, women, and children. Rose has 
giT«ii me the intelligenoe. Poor Rose t she 
has a sweet Toice ; it is a consolaUon to us 
all to hear it singing below out windows, 
eren when it is to announce tidings grievous 
SDch as these. Poor little thing 1" 

She was silent a moment, passed her hand 
acroesher eyes, straggled a little forcomposnre, 
and thenresuning her ownnobls and confiding 
air : — " What I wished to ask yon," said she, 
testing the end of her fingers upon my black 
coat sleere, " is, to find me the means to 
preserve my poor unborn cliild from the in- 
fluence of these horrors, these suSeringa. I 
■m in tenor for U, poor little being. You 
men — even you, physician as you are — 'oan 
never know the pride and tenderness which 
fills a woman's heart at such a moment !" 

She nused her eyes to heaven. 

"Good heavens! what a divine terror! 
vhat fresh and continued astonishment t 
Another heart beating within my own I An 
innocent, angelic qiirit, in onion with my 
own harassed and agitated being I A double 
inysterions life and sympathy, known and 
shared by me alone ! But to think that my 
agitation is perhaps intense snSering to this 
tender, invinbis creature — that my terrors 
are to him ptun, my pains anguish, my 
Anguish death ! Ah ! when I think of this, 
I dare hardly breathe ! — I dare hardly think 
— I am afraid to move — I am afraid of my 
own thoughts — Hreproach myself with my 
love, with my hate — I dare not be agitated — 
I treasure myself as if I were a saint — I 
do not know where to turn— this is how I 
feel." 

She looked like an angel as she thus spoke, 
with a sort of divine terror and anxiety in 
her large eyes. 

" Help me, doctor ! furnish me with some 
idea that I can keep fixed here, in my mind," 
looking at me earnestly. "Save me from 
injuring my child. Yon are sorry for me j 
I see you are. You know, alas! that it 
ia all in vain ; nothing can harden odt poor 
hearts ; they will hurry, panse, tremble ; 
oh, they will t — And what will. be the fate 
of my child V 

" However," sud she, after a pause, and 
letting her beautiful head fall wiOi an air of 



despondency upon her bosom, " one thing is 
certain. It is my duty to carry this poor 
little creature to the day of Its birth, which 
will be upon the eve of that of my death. I 
am only allowed to remain on earth for that. 
I am the frail shell which surrounds the 
precious fruit, and which will be broken as 
soon as that is disclosed. I am nothing else ! 
Nothing else now, doctor 1 — But do you 
think" — laying hold o^ and pressing my 
hand~'''Do you think they will let me sea 
it! — Do yon think they will let it be with 
me just for a few hours after it is born } — If 
they were to lake and kill me directly, it 
would be very cruel, wouldn't it? — OhI if 
they only pve me time to hear it cry — to 
kiss it and nurse it just throu^ one day— I 
think I could forgive them all the rest ; I do 
so excessively long for that one hour !" 

I could only press her hands ; I could only 
bend down and kiss them with a sort of 
religious reverence. I could not speak, and I 
was afraid to interrupt her. 

She smiled through her tears, with the 
sweet radiant smile of a pretty woman of 
two-aod-twenty, and then she went on : — 

"I always fancy that yon know every 
thing — that I have only to say, why ? snd 
yon have an answer ready. Now, tell me, 
wif is a woman more a mother than she is 
any thing else 1 friend, dau^ter, wife even — 
less vain, less dehcate, periiaps less rational, 
than is in her natural That a child, who is 
yet as nothing, is every thii^l that those 
living already are less than it \ — This is very 
wrong 1 This is ytrj unjust I But so it ia ! 
Why is it BO ? I am angry with myself." 

" Gently ! gently !" said I. " You have a 
little fever. You speak b)o quick and too 
hnrriedly. Gently." 

" Ah, Heaven 1" cried she, " and I shall 
never nourish it at my breast !" And turn- 
ing suddenly away, she flung herself upon 
the little bed, and, burying hsr face in the 
counterpane, wept bitterly. Her heart was 
overflowing, 

I looked at her as she lay wiping withont 
constraint, and as if she had quite forgotten 
that I was present, and I reflected upon this 
total ittdifttniM to the loss of fortune, rank, 
and all the delicate refinements of her condi- 
tion. I observed then, as I often had occa- 
rion to remark at that period, that those who 
appeared to lose the most, oomplained the 
least. 

Habits of ease and refinement raise the 
mind above that very Inzury wMeh is a 
duly, nnobeerved habit of life. A refined 
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edncatjon gives a cerUis contempt for mere 
pbjweal privations, and teaches a disregard 
for every thing but the su&rings of the heart 
and spirit. A mind, well matured by in- 
Btruotton and religions meditation, leanu to 
estimate tbe true value of sacb things, and 
to loolt down upon them, aa it were, from a 
certain habitilal elevation of thought. 

There was, I assure you, ae much dignity 
surrounding Madame de St. Aignan, thus 
hiding her head, and weeping upon her flock 
coverlet, as ever I had seen in her when 
resting her noble forehead on cushions em- 
broidered with gold. Dignity becomes a 
habit which ennobles every gesture, and is 
independent of circurostMices. I waited 
patiently till this passion of regret should 
Bubmde, for what could I eay of comfort ; 
beudes, I am rilent and shy on such occa- 
uons ; I can only look on in a sort of em- 
barrassed sympathy. 

As 1 sat leaning my arm over the back of 
my chair, my eyes feil npon the leather back 
and black oaken frame of this miserable 
companion of so many succesmve sufferers. 
It was lai^ and dark with age, and covered 
with all Borta of marks, devices, and inscrip- 
tions, scratched in with a nail, with a pen- 
knife, with a pin, with a fork, with any 
tiling, — a record of impatience, ennui, 
despondency, despair — a confusion of names, 
sentiments, hieroglyphics — a melancholy 
album! The writers had all departed for 
that bourne, where, sooner or later, we mnst 
all arrive, and had left this miserable record 
of thur last feelings behind them. I read, — 

Uonrir ?— dormir. 

RongMit da Monoir, 

Gud*-dn-coTpt. 
A little lower down, surrounded with a fes- 
toon of flowers and true lovers' knots : — 

Iti * eemi duu 1« fen Agricolft Adorabla Fnn- 

n^oduitiima ; uhuiuieT, uui i^ Kni cmlDttiRae. 
Jl in u ntut avK uu npublimunae aui tube. 

Near this, in a little, deUcate, woman's 

I^«n protege le raiLniiii XVJIL et nuBHDTTMpereiu. 
tluit da 8MIlt Ctiunuu. 

Agta da qninis Asa. 
Poor child 1 I saw her name upon a list in 
the handwriting of Robespierre, which 
happened to fall into my hands : then was 
this note in the margin : — 

Bcaiuoap pramtti m/aiialitm;ilteiitntatiUTl(, 
tpHiqmtritjmai*!! 

Madame de St. Aignan BtiU continued to 
weep, but her eobs were subsiding ; and as I 



read the following inscripUoo, which waa 
evidently quite recent, I found she had risen, 
and was resting her hand upon my shoulder. 

Soeffie, A caor gn* da nine, wSuah da Jutiee, 



Toi, 
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No ngnature. 

"You will not efface those lines," said 
she, softly. " He was in this cell before me. 
M. de Ch^nier is one of our greaUst friend^ 
and this memorial is precious to me. ■ — You 
know that M. de St. Aignan is only seven- 
and-twenty, and about the age of M. da 
Cb^nier. — You may have observed the strong 
attachment that mbsisted l>etween them ; 
betweenusall three; and now this is ail that 
T have left." 

The Due de St. Aignan had been, not very 
long before, separated from his duchess ■ and 
was now con&ied in a separate apartment, 
and upon a different story to that she occu- 
pied ; BO that tliey did not meet even at 

"We have enjoyed his most intimate 
finendsiiip," said she, in a confiding tone. 
" And be has been in the habit of sending 
several of his little things to us, in strict 
confidence ; but he will, if he livee, prove 
himself to be a man of the finest genius ; 
trust me he will," added she. 

" Indeed 1" said I. 

" No one but ouiselves,'' she continued, 
" has been privileged to shara in his ideas ; 
and I have promised not to betray his confi- 
dence even to you. They aie extraordinary 
and original, as you will easily conceive. 
He seemed to take pleasure in opening them 

"And Mademoiselle de Coigny?" sfud I, 
a little malidously. 

" Oh !" said she, " Mademoiselle de Co^y 
is a mere child, and so he regards her. She 
is quite incapable of appreciating ench 
things." 



The Reftetory. 

Thev had locked me up, according to cus- 
tom, with the gentle prisoner, and we were 
yet speaking when the lock turned, the door 
opened, and the gukhttter cried out :— 
" B^renger, femme Aignan ! H£ I Ho I 
Come to the refectory. Hoi He!" 

" Do you hear )" said ehe, with a veiy 
soft voice, and a tittle meaning smile, " my 
people ! To nunmou me to breakfast 1 
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I gnre her my knu, and we went down 
together, and entered a greAt ball upon the 
gnrand'floor. 

A long, bare, dirty table, withont any 
table-clath, laid with pawter dithei, tin 
drinking cnps, coarae stone jngs, coarse blue 
platae, and with heapa of small round loaves 
placed at interrals upon the table, snrronnded 
hy greaaj, worm-eaten benches, was what 
first met my ejaa. 1 looked round the 
apartment ; the roof was blackened with 
■moke, and supported by low heavy pillats ; 
the walls were the colour of soot^ their sole 
ornament being cert^n mde trophies, com- 
posed of insty pikes and muskets ; and the 
whole was lighted by four heavy, smoky 
lampg^ and filled with the damp, unwhole- 
some, suffocating air of a* close cellar. 

I abut my eyea for a moment, that I 
might see better afterwards. Hy gentle 
companion did the same. When we opened 
them again, we saw a small circle of persona 
standing, as it were, apart. Their low 
voices and perfect ton soon assured me that 
they were people of birth and education. 
They saluted me as I entered, and rose when 
they saw the Duchess de St. Aignan. We 
passed them, and proceeded a little farther 
into the room. 

At the other end of the table there was 
anoQier and larger group, full, as it ap- 
peared to me, of excitement, talking and 
langhing, looking very like a party of young 
people in their morning nndieea, after a 
Mart ball. Some were sitting, some stand- 
ing, whispering, mnrmnring, rallying. You 
night hear the little, o^cted laugh of irony 
or jealousy, mingled with opera tin hummed 
between the teeth, glieaades, half-finiahed 
dancing steps and snapping of the fingers, in 
lieu of cBBtaneta ; in. fact, it was a regular 
circle. Something of peculiar interest seemed 
to be, however, at present going on among 
them. First there was an interval of silence, 
soon followed by a burst of enthusiasm or 
disapprobation, applause or murmuring, as 
if the place were a theatre. A head might 
be seen suddenly rused above the crowd, 
then as snddenly to disappear. 

" Some childish game or other," said I, 
aloirly making the tour of the immense 
breakftat-table. 

Madame de St. Aignan stopped, leaned 
■gainst the table, and let go my arm. 

" EA ! SMM Dimi ! Don't let ns go near 
them ; they are at that horrible game," said 
she. " I have so entreated them not to go 
on witb itT Can yon concuve it? Can 



yon imagine such unheard-of indifierencel 
Go you and look at them ; I shall sit down 

I left her sitting upon the bench, and went 
up to them. 

I cannot say the thing shocked me so much 
OS it did her. J could not help secretly, in a 
manner, almost admiring this prison amuse- 
ment. I compared it to the games of the 
gladiators. Say what yon will of the French 
nation, there b something of the antique, of 
the ctassic, yet remaining among them. We 
have all, at school, felt a certain admiration 
for the resolution which led the miserable 
Roman slaves to study, at least, a tixmrir 
OMC grtK». And here I saw pradsely the 
same thing gobg on, without affectation, 
without pretending to any exOnordinory 
courage, carelessly, idly, among these noble 
slaves of the sovereign people. 

" A eouf, MadoBtt de Pirigonl," said a 
young man, in a blue silk coat, striped with 
white, ** let us soe how you will ascend the 
etage." 

" How yott will mau^ such on awkward 
affiiir," said one. 

*• Oh ! she will make no awkward affair of 
it," cried another. 

" Nonsense !" cried a charming young 
woman of about thirty. " I protest I will 
not ascend at all, if you don't put the chair 
in a more convenient place." 

"Oh! for shame! Madame de P^rigord," 
cried another young lady. " The name of 
Salune VeriviUe is on the list before yours. 
Where are you, Sabine ? — a nnw, let us see 
you mount the scaffold property." 

" I am not very much accustomed to such 
things, unfortunately," said she. "But let 
UB see ; where must I put my footl" 

There was a general laugh. They all 
pushed forward ; every body was busy 
showing, describing. 

" There is a plank here" — ^ No, there" — 
"Three feet high"— "Only two"— "Not 
higher than the chair" — " Not so high" — 
" Excuse me, you are quite wrong" — "Qui 
vivra vetra"—" On the contrary, jttt Movrm 

A fresh burst of laughter. 

" You spoil the game," soid a young man, 
gravely. 

"Come," resumed Madame de PJsrigord, 
"Tell me the conditions over again. If I 
understand right, the businesB u to ascend 
the machine " 

" The stage," interrupted a young lady. 

" Just as you please," continued she ; 
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"withoat bloncleriiig, or shuffling, or e&teh~ 
iag a foot in one's gown — there I am !" 

In &ct, she had lighted upon the chair 
like a hird, and stood Uie pictoie of graceful 
triamph. 

There was a bant of applause. 

" And what next?* said she, gaUy. 

"Next I ahj yon bare nothing U> do with 
that" 

" Next! the chopper I" said a coane, heavy 
turnkey, who was looking on. 

" Ay," said an aged lady of eighty years 
at least, the Ohanointite of some nobis order i 
" but now, pray don't ne«t begin to harangue 
the people. Nothing can be in worse taste 
than that." ' ' 

" Nor more entirely useless," added I. 

H. de LoiReroUes offered his hand for the 
fair exhibitor to descend tnm her cfa^ ; 
the Marquis d'Usson, U. de Micault, con- 
Miller ou paiiemeitt de Dijon, the two young 
Trudaines, the good H. de Vergtnnes, No. 76, 
pressed forwaid to help her. She sprang 
from the chait without asustance, light and 
graceful, as If she were stepping from her 
carriage. 

"Ah! ahl now for it!" cried all the 
party at once. 

A young, Tery young, lady now advanced 
with the el^r^nce of an Athenian virgin, and 
entered the circle. She moved with a light, 
swaying, half-dandng gait, like the half- 
child that she was. She seemed to perceire 
this, and tried to walk quietly ; but die 
kept stepping on her feet so lightly, that it 
reminded me of a young bird trying its wingi. 
Her black bur was arranged A Pantique, and 
bound and twisted with a gold chain. She 
looked like the fturest and youngest of the 
Muses. The Grecian mode had jnst begnn 
to supersede powder. Hei waist was so 
slender, that I think the bracelet of an ordi- 
nary person might have served this Venus 
for a cestus. Her small head teemed to 
bend forward her long, swan-like neck ; her 
sbonlders were a little rounded, like those of 
young people who have not quite done grow- 
ing, and, with her slender, delicate arms, 
gave her an appearance at once elegant and 
interesting. Her profile was regular, her 
month small and serions, her eyes black, her 
eyebrow in a umple, almost eevere arcb, 
like those of a Circassian ; and there was 
something reaolnte and original in her ex- 
pression, that was excessively attractive. 
Such was Mademoiselle de Coigny, the yonng 
creature I had seen praying befine the cross 
«a I came in. 



She looked as if she were entirely in what 
she was doing, and never thought of those 
who were admiring her. She advanced, with 
her eyea sparkling with pleasure. I love 
those sparkling, Animated eyes at that age ; 
it la the best sign of an innocent heart. Her 
animation seemed to electrify the other*. 
There was that in her tix which sud, 

Ma Um e«nu onjoV <m rit dam toai In gm. 
And 

L' iUmian ficond» ii^iU daiu moK teiti. 

She was going to ascend. 

" Oh no 1 no ! Not you ! not you !" cried 
a young man in a plain gray dress, whom I 
had not before remarked, and who now 
pressed forward. " Hot you — not yon — I 
beseech you." 

She stopped, mode a little shmg with her 
shoulders, like a pouting child, and put her 
fingers over her mouth with a sort of embar- 
rassment. She glanced sideways at the chair. 
She did not like to give it up. 

Just then somebody said, " But Madame 
de St Aignan is there." 

With the presence of mind and delica^ 
which marks good company, the chair was 
instantly abstracted, and they arranged 
themselves as if for a country dance, to hide 
if possible this singular rehearsal of the tra- 
gedy of the Place de la Rfevolution. 

The women ail went up to speak to her, 
gathering round her to hide this game, which 
was ber detestation ; and whicli might poa- 
eibly strike her imagination in a dangerous 
manner. The attentions were delicate and 
polite, such as the young duchess might have 
received at Versailles. Habitual good man- 
ners are never lost. Shut but your eyes — 
nothing was changed — you were in a galon. 

I again remarked among the crowd the 
figure of the young man in gray, with his 
pale and somewhat worn countenance, as he 
wandered alently among the different groups, 
his head bent down, and his arms crossed. 
He had immediately quitted Mademoiselle de 
Coigny, and he continued to walk up and 
down with hasty steps, looking from time to 
time at the walls and heavily grated win- 
dows, with the expression of a caged lion. 
He hod the air of a military man, with his 
black stook, and his gray dress, which was 
cut like a uniform. The costume and coun- 
tenance — the black' hair flattened over the 
face, the black eyes, all were in exact resem- 
blance of a portiitit I had seen — it was 
Andr^ Ch^nier. 

Madame de St. Aignan introduced us ta 
one anoUier, She called to him, he came 
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and sat down hj bar, took htr hand and 
pressed it hoatilf to Iiia lips, looking round 
with anxiety and agitation. Sh« sud no 
more and followed hb eyes nneasilj. He sat 
a little arade, In tlie shade, listening at inter- 
vals to the low munanrs of the busy talking 
crowd now walking about tha room. They 
haJ all left ns by degrees, and I remarked 
that Hademoiaelle de Colgny seemed to aroid 
ns purposely. We were sitting upon the 
black oak bench, with our backs leaning 
against the table. Madame de St. Aignan, 
who was between ns, drawing a little back, 
in order that Ch^er and I might converse 
together ; he advanced his liead a little before 
ber, as if he wished to enter into oonTersa- 
tion : — so I began, 

" These meetings at meals, most he some 
little consolation in prison." 

" It seems to enliven them," s^d he sadly, 
" it seems to enliven every one but myself — 
but I am proof— to me it b a &tal meeting 
— I can only tliink of the last social meal of 
the martyTs," 

I dropped my eyes — I was, alas ! but too 
nnch of the same opiiiion. 

" Don't," said Madame de St. A^nan, 
looking moomfully at him, " I have cause 
enough for sorrow and anxiety, — Don't, 
don't terrify me by your improdenoe." 

And bending towards me, she whispered, — 
"There are spies every where. — Don't let 
him commit himself. He does not mind me. 
He terrifies me every day by giving 'way to 
thu irritation and iU-bumonr." 

I made no answer. I raised my eyes In- 
voluntarily to Heaven, There was a moment's 
silence. " Poor young creature !" thought I, 
" IHuuous of hope even here ! — in this horri- 
ble place! — and seeing a fiiwrUe of your 
companions cavied off every day before 
your eyea 1 " 

Andr^ Chenier, — for so his name has re- 
inuned consecrated, and so I shall leave it,— 
looked at me, shaking hb head gently, irith 
a mingled expression of pity and tenderness. 
I understood him, — and he saw that I under- 
stood him. 

" Poor little thing ! " it implied. * She 
thinks that I can still cenun^ myself ! " 

Not to interrupt the conversation abruptly, 
BO as to excite her attention, but to dissipate 
her ideae by rendering them general, I went 

" I have always thought," said I to Andr£ 
Chinier, " that poets had the gift of pre- 

Hia eye sparkled, and answered to mine.^- 



It was but for a moment, — he looked at me 
with suspicion. 

« Are yon saying what you really think !" 
sud he, "1 can never ubderstand yon 
people of the world. I never know whether 
you are speaking seriously or not. The bane 
of the French nation is ptrtifiage^' 

" I am not altogether a man of the world, 
and I always speak seriously." 

" Well Uien, " said he, " 1 irill confess 
honestly that I believe in it. It is very 
rarely, indeed, that my first impression, — 
my eoap d'isil, — my pretintiaimt, deceives 

"And BO," said Madame de St. Aignan, 
tiying to smile, — "so yon would not let 
Mademoiselle de Coigny mount the chair?" 

"Ah !" said he, taking her band in both 
his, — " I had hoped that we had succeeded in 
hiding OUT cruel amusement from Madame 
de St. Aignau. I had been so anxious that 
they should make an end of it ; — and then 
that beantiful child " 

" Child if you please," said Madame de 
St. Aignan, rather coldly. "But child as 
she may be, one who, with her careless- 
ness, and impnidence, and coquetry, would 
make ber mother but too uneasy if she were 
here." 

As she spoke. Mademoiselle de Coigny 
passed UB, leaning on the arms of two gentle- 
men, who were laughing at what she was 
saying. She glided along, looking at her 
feet, and walking in a sort of measure as if 
she wen beginning t« dance. We heard her 
say to H. Tmdaine as she passed, — 

"Since, as you say, VHtmen alone slay 
before they are slain, I find it very proper 
that yon should all submit humbly to your 
fate, as you will every one of yon be obliged 
to do one of these days." 

Andr^ Chenier did not stop speaking ; bnt 
he coloured, and bit his lipa at thu reproach, 
which was evidently intended for him, and 
which ha could not help hearing, though 
Madame de St. Aignan, with a woman's 
delicacy of feeling, raised her voice that he 
might not. She feared that he might be pro- 
voked into some fresh imprudence. 

I saw some very ill-looking faces approach- 
ing us, and I tjied to put a stop to thb 
sort of conversation, which seemed quite out 
of place, and irritated me, who came from 
without, and who understood, better than 
any of them, their real dtnation, 

" I saw yonr father thb morning," said I, 
abruptly, to Chenier, He started, and looked 
astonished. 
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" Sir," said he, " I saw him too, at ten 

" He bad just left me," cried I. " What 
did he say?" 

" What ! " cried Andre, rising. " Is this 
Uie gentleman who — ~" 

The rest was whispered in ths ear of his 
beauUfal neighbour. I guessed the preju- 
dices which th« poor old man bad excited 
against me. 

Andre rose suddenly ; walked a turn or 
two, with a certain ur of impatience ; then 
retunied, and standing before Hadame de 
St. Aignan, crossed his arms, and said, in a 
load passionate manner, — 

" Since it is your high pririlege, citizen, to 
be acquainted with these rascals, who are 
decimating ns, yon may repeat to them from 
me the words for which I ^ve been arrested, 
— erery thing that I said in the Journal de 
Parit, — every thing that 1 shouted in the 
ears of those ragged lictors, who arrested my 
friend in his own house. Yon may tell them 
it is written here, — here " 

" In the name of Heaven, stop ! " cried the 
young duchess, seizing his arm ; but he drew 
a paper out of bis pocket in spite of her, and 
held it out to me, striking it with his other 

" I told them that they were bariaroiu 
eactOhntrt, nmrderoiu pervertert ofAe lam; 
and that, if it was written * that the sword of 
vengeance atu naver to glitttr in tnfi haadt,' 
that I had my pen, — tny preciout tretuure, — 
and that if I lived, the day should surely 
come when I would dedicate their names to 
e veriasting infamy, — (craehtr tur leurs nonu; ) 
and that I hoped to live to celebrate their 
downfall, and the triumph of those who 
come, the triple scourge in their hands, to. 
punish their infamous triumvirate. — And you 
may add, that I said all this to you, — yes, to 
ymt ! — Surrounded as I was by a thousand 
other poor, ttlmd, unresisting sheep, who are 
waiting to be slaughtered and served up as a 
sacriiice to le people roi ! " 

At this load explosion, the prisoners 
crowded round him, as the poor timid ani- 
mals he had compared them to are wont to 
do round the father of the flock. For the 
moment an irresistible change had taken 
place in him. He seemed to me grown taller, 
larger. Indignation made his eyes and coun- 
tenance sparkle like fire. He was really 

I turned to M. de LagarSe, an officer of 
the Garde Frantaite. "The lilood runs too 
fast in the veins of tbis family," sud I. " It 



is in vain for me to attempt to moderate it." 
And I shrugged my shoulders, rose ftom my 
seat, and retreat«d a few paces. 

The expression, tn vain for toe, seemed to 
strike him. He stopped speaklug imme- 
diately ; and leaning against a plltsr, bit his 
lips. Hadame de St. Aignan sat looking at 
him all the time, with the aspect of one 
witnesnng the sudden eruption of a volcano. 
One of his friends, M. de Roquelaure, who 
had been colonel trf the regiment of Bcauce, 
came and tapped him on the shoulder, — 

" Ah, well 1 " said he, — " you sufier your- 
self to fly into a rage against this amaille 
r^gnante; you would be much better employed 
in kissing these miserable comedians till the 
curtain foils — over us first— over them sooner 

And making a pirouette, he went and sat 
down at table, humming, — La rie iest ttn 

The entrance of an immense pitcher filled 
with boiling soup now announced that break- 
fast was ready. A sort of poissarde named, 
if I recollect right, la femme i^tMon,*placed 
herself at the centre of the table to do the 
honoura. She was the female of the animal 
called juler, who sat crouching in his 
den at the prison door. The prisoners 
belonging to this ude of the building sat 
down to table, in number about fifty. SL 
Lazare at that time containing about seven 
hundred. As soon as they were seated 
their air changed. They looked at one 
another sorrowfully. The murky glare of 
the huge lamps cast dark gloomy shadows on 
their pale faces — they had the appearance of 
miners in their caves, or tiie unhappy spirits 
in prison, — what was red, looked black; 
what pale, ghastly and blue — their eyes 
glared. The conversation sank to whispers. 
Behind the guests were ranged the gwicke- 
tier», the turnkeys, the agents of police, and 
several amateur mm eulottet, who came to 
enjoy the spectacle. Some Dames de la 
Halle were idso there, carrying their children 
in their anus that they might enjoy the 
privilege of aswsting at this feast, arranged 
according to the best democratic taste. Their 
entrance was signalized by a strong smell of 
fish, which spoiled the breakfast of some of 
tiie more delicate victims of these princesses 
of the day. 

These agreeable spectatora had countenances 
at once stapid and cruel ; they looked, too, 
somewhat disappointed ; they seemed to have 
expected something diflerent from this sul>- 
dued and dignified siihmis^on to the inevit- 
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sbl« ; this quiet i parte conversation which 
was fredy catried on betwesn nest neigh- 
bours. Aa nobody blTEstered or threatened, 
they aeemed not exactly to know how to 
behave. They maintained a sulky sort of 
nlenee, and som« few acemed not qoite lo 
like ahowing their feces before those whose 
own Bervants they had waited npon and 
robbed. 

Mademoiaelle de Coigny had made herself 
a sort of lampart of five or six young men 
who stood in a circle round her, and stood 
sipping a iadlloa, just as site might have 
done at a ball supper, looking down wiUi 
supreme contempt npon the crowd of spee- 
tatorv. 

Hadame de St. Aignan tMk nothing ; she 
was scolding Andr6 Chanter, and I saw she 
looked from time to time at me. She was 
telling him he had made a very uncalled-for 
attack upon one of her beat friends. He 
bent hia eyebrows and looked down with an 
tit of sabmiiaion. She made me a ugn to 
appntach. 

" Here is H. de Chtoier," said she, " who 
pretends thai all this mlence and tranquillity 
on the part of the Jacobina is a very bad 
symptom. But don't let him indulge in 
these explodons of passion." 

Her beseeching eyes told me that she 
wanted us to be reconciled ; Andr^ Ch^er 
did his part politely and gracefully. 

** Sir," he began, " you have been in Eng- 
land ; should you ever go there again, and 
ahoold yon happen to meet with Edmund 
Burke, you may assure Um that I repent 
my critieisma upon his work. He was quite 
right when he foietold the reign of tlie pom 
^fiiix. This conmiisdon will be less dis- 
agreeable, I flatter myvelf, than the one with 
which I charged yon just now. Forgive 
me — a prison does not sweeten our tempers." 

He held out his hand: — by the way in 
which I pleased it, he knew that he bad a 
bieud. 

At this moment a heavy, lumbering noise 
was heard, which shook the windows and 
made every one start and shudder. There 
was a sudden silence. It was the noise of 
the tumbrils. A Mond but too well known ; 
it was like thunder once beard, and never 
forgotten. It was not like the sound of 
common wheels ; there was a sort of screech- 
ing, grinding noise like that of rusty chains, 
01 the rattling of the earth upon our biera : 
I turned nek, "and the hair of my skin 
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with it," said Qte hoarse 
Simon. 

No movement, no answer ; we all remained 
as it were fixed in the position in which we 
had first heard that fatal roll. We were 
like the families of Pompm and Hercn- 
lanenm, suiprised by death in the very 
attitude they were in. 

La Simon changed plates, knives, and 
forks in vun ; all remained fixed, no one 
stirred, the astonishment at this unheard of 
cruelty seemed to have petrified us. To have 
allowed them to meet once more, — to have 
permitted this friendly intercommunion of a 
few hours, — to have taken them iiom their 
dreariness and their solitude t« enjoy once 
^ain society, friendship, even love 1 and all 
to tender this sudden ptutJng more inexpres- 
sibly bitter ! — Ob, it was too much ! It was 
the barbarity of tigers — of Jacobins 1 

The great doors of the refectory wen finng 
open, and three conunissaries entered, lliey 
were clothed in long skirted, dirty caata, 
top-boota, and wore red scarfs; and they 
were followed by a fresh comptmy of the 
rabble in bonnO* rouge*, and armed with 
pikes. These last rushed in uttering cries 
of joy, and clapping their hands as at a 
pantomime. What they saw struck even 
them — the slaughterers fell back abashed 
before their victims — for, recovering imme- 
diately from their first sentiment of dismay 
and astonishment, contempt gave them 
courage to meet this supreme moment. They 
felt themselves so far above their enemies, 
that it ahnoet filled them with a momentary 
satisfaction, and they turned their eyes, vriUi 
composure, npon one of the commissaries 
who advanced, a paper in his hand, and pre- 
pared to read. 

It was the app«t nomaaL 

As soon as a name was pronounced, two 
men stepped forward, and led off the person 
mentioned. He was given in charge to the 
mounted gmt (Tormes outside, and imme- 
diately placed upon one of the tumbrils. The 
accusation was, that of conspiracy in prison 
against the soveragn people, and planning 
the assassination of the members of the com- 
mittee de ealut public. The first person ac- 
cused was a woman of eighty years of age, 
the abbess of Montmartre, Madame de 
Hontmorenci. She rose with some difficulty, 
and, when she was standing, saluted all pre- 
sent with a tranquil smile. Those who 
were near kissed, her hands. Not a tear was 
shed : the mght of blood seemed Ui have 
dried up such vain demonstrations of sorrow. 
Ko.M, 
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Sho went oul^ saying, " Father, forgive 
tiKta, foi they know not what they do I" 

A mournful silence ensued. 

It was inteiTupted by the shouts and 
BcreantB wMch anoouneed GM she had nude 
hei appearance among the populace outside, 
and a shower of stones stntolc ag^nst the 
waJla and windows. In the midst of the 
noise I could diEtiaguish the explosion, now 
and then, of fire-arms. There were moments 
when the^«>H tPanmn could scarcely pnserve 
the prisonen from bdng massacred. 

Tba yipel continued. The second name 
was that of a young man of twenty, M. de 
Coatorel, if I remember lighl^ who was ao- 
cnsed of having a son, an enugrant, bearing 
arms against Ms country. The accused was 
not even married. Be burst out laughing. 
He pressed the bands of his friends, and 
wentont. 

The same shontB and clatter of stones. 

A mournful silence round the table ; all 
waiting the scDtence of death at ihax post, 
SB soldiers expect the fatal bullet. As soon 
as a prisoner went out, iiis plat« was cleared 
away, and those who remained closed their 
ranks, as in a battle, smiling sadly at theii 
new neighbours. 

Andie Chenier was stiU standing by Ma- 
dame de St. Aignan, and I was near them. 
As in a shipwteck the crew gather instioo- 
tively round the one who possesses Ihe highest 
courage and energy, so the prisoners collected 
gradually round this young man. He stood, 
his arms crossed, and his eyes raised to Hea- 
ven, as if in apostrophe. " Did Heaven look 
on, and would not take their parti" 

Mademoiselle de Coigny, standing at the 
other end of the room, saw, at every sutxes- 
sive oppe^ the circle of her protecton dimi- 
nish, till at length she was left almost alone. 
Then she slowly advanced, supporting bei- 
Belf upon the edge of the now empty tattle, 
till she came to where we were sitting, and 
I^aced heraelf at a little distance^ — taking 
shelter, poor forlorn child I as it were, under 
the shadow of our wings. Her noble coun- 
tenance preserved its dignity, but nature was 
giving way : her limbs trembled, and her 
knees were knocking together. The good 
Madame de St, *ig"«-" held out her hand. 
The poor young creature burst into tears, 
and fell sobbing upon her bosom. 

The rude and pitiless voice of the commis- 
sary continued &e app^. The man seemed 
to take pleasure in prolonging suspense and 
suffering. He pronounced the baptiemal 
names in a slow, affected, drawling 



dropping out syllaUe after syllable ; then 
suddenly closing with the family name. It 
wai like the fall of the axe. 

He swore rudely at the prisonere as they 
passed liiin, — a preface to the cries and hisses 
outside. He was heated with wine, and 
could hardly keep his 1^^ 

While the man was reading, I observed 
close behind, and crouching down almost 
under his arm, a woman's white cap, and 
above this white cap, with its large tricolored 
cockade, the long tiiin face of a man, who 
was tall enough to read the list over the 
commissary's shoulders. It was Rose and 
my artilleryman Bluieau. 

Rose appeared gay and curious, like her 
^ends of the Balk, by whom she was sur- 
rounded. I felt that I detested her. As for 
Blaireau, he had his usual half-sleepy, indif- 
ferent air ; but his uniform, I saw, gave him 
much consideration among the bojmetf-rouget 
and lant-cutottet, with their pikes, who sur- 
rounded him. The list which the commisBary 
was reading was scrawled upon several dif- 
ferent sheets of paper, and the worthy com- 
miseaiy seemed to have some difficulty in 
deciphering them. Blaireau advanced his 
head officiously, as if to help him ; taking oS, 
at the same time, his hat, which aeemed to 
be in his way. At that moment I saw, as I 
thought. Rose stoop suddenly down, and pick 
up a folded paper from the ground ; but the 
part of the I'efectoiy ip which she stood was 
so dark, that I could not feel sure of the fact 

The reading of the list continued. Men, 
wttmen, and children rose up, and passed 
away like shadows. The table was now 
almost empty, and looked drearily vast and 
Bolitaiy. lliirty-five victima had departed. 
The fifteen who remained, scattered by ones 
and by twos, with large spaces between them, 
looked like the few scanty trees which are 
left standing, when a forest has been con- 
demned to the axe. At last the commissary 
was sUent : his list was finished. We began 
to breathe. For my part, I heaved a deep 
ugh of relief. 

A]>di6 Ch6nier said, " Go on ! — I know I 

The commissary looked stupidly at b'ta . 
He looked into his hat ; into liis pockets ; in 
his scarf; and finding nothing, ordered the 
kuuaier of the Revolutionary tribnnal to be 
called. We stood breathless with suspense. 
The huittier was a pale, dismal looking man. 

" I will go and count 'em," said he. " If 
you have netalltbe/>um&^ (batch,) so much 
the worse for yon.*' 



,Gooj^le 



THE PROFESSIO^fAL VISITS OP LE DOCTEUR NOIR. 



"Ah!" nid the eommlBSUT', Tery much 
embunned; " I remembM then w Bean- 
villien 9t Aignaa, ex-dw, ag«d Beren-and- 
twenty jears— " 

H« waa going to npeat the whole deacrip- 
tlon, when the other intemtpted him, and 
told hhn he had ntictaken the place, and that 
he had had a drop too much. In fact, he 
had oonfbnnded another part of the prison 
with this, where the yoiiDg wife had hem 
liTiiig alone, for nearly a month, wparated 
from her hnaband. llie two men went ont 
together — one scolding, the other reeling. 
The mob followed tbtm. There waa a fre^ 
burst of exaltation from widiout, and a fresh 
shower of stones. 

When the doors were shut once more, I 
looked round the deserted hall, and I saw 
that Madame de St. Aignan remained In the 
attitude she had asmmed during this last 
scene ; her arms crossed upon the table, and 
her head leaning upon her arms. Mademoi- 
eelle de Coigny lifted up her eyes, swimming 

Andre Chenier whispered, pointing to the 
duchess, " I hope she did not hear her hus- 
band's uame. Take no notice : let her weep 
qaietfy," 

" Yon see," said I, " that yonr brother, 
who is accused of indifference, does well to 
keep quiet. Yon were arrested wiUioat a 
written order. He knows that : he is sUsnt. 
Your name is not upon any litrt : ff it were 
only mentioned, it would be immediately 
placed there. We must get through the time 
as well as we can ; your brother understands 
what he is about pwfectly." 

" Oh ! — my brother ! " sud he ; and he shook 
his head sadly, with an air of dbtnst and 
sorrow min^^. For the first time I obserred 
a tear mcdAening Ha eyelash. He recovered 
himself inunedlatety. " Hy fother is not so 
prudent" inmically; ** he Is not afiaid of 
ommncKtn^ himself. He Is gone to Sobes- 
pterre this morning to demand my liberty." 
- "Ah, great heavens!" eried I, claspng 
my hands, — "I was aSni.& he would." 

I snatched my hat, — he caught me hy the 

"Stay," cried he,— "she has Mnted." 
In fact, Madame de St Aignan was In- 
sensible. 

Mademoiselle de Coigoy busied herself 
about her. Two other ladies that were left 
came to her assistance. Eren the jailer's 
irife offered her services, and I slid a lonis- 
d'or into her hand. The duchess began to 
come to herself, lime pressed. I did not 



wait a moment to make my adieos ; but, 
leavingeTeiy body dissatisfied with me, as is 
myusnal fate, I left the prison immediately. 



I WALKED fast,— I ran through the street 
of the Faubourg St. Denis, — I was in agonies 
lest I should arrive too late, — the scenes I 
had witnened still pasting before my eyea. 
But, as my manner is, my ideas soon began 
to Arrange themselves. I saw the miracle by 
whidt this man of so fine a genius had tiU 
now been preserved ; and I trusted that 
it was the design of Providence to rescue 
him, I felt that even to have gained a day, 
was every thing in these bloody times. I 
calculated the chances in favour of those 
who had lesolved to make one last desperate 
efibrt to overthrow the trinmvirate and the 
committees ; and I counted the days, and 
calculated the poedbility of preserving thcM 
three precious prisoners till that moment, 
when the tyranny that had bo long oppreeeed 
us all should be overthrown. But how waa 
that to be effected ? — by letting them be for- 
gotten. We were at the filh Thennidor. If 
I could bat succeed in occupying the mind 
of my second patient, Robespiene, with other 
things!— make him foney himself much 
worse than he really was 1 — absorb him in 
himself! But to do this, above all things, 
\\ was necessaiy to arrive in time. 

I looked round for some carriage. There 
were few enough to be seen that year in the 
streets. Wo to htm who should have been 
seen " lolling in hia chariot " in the year 2 
of the Republic. However, I heard the 
sonnd of two honest fonr-wheels following, 
which stopped as soon as they Came np to 
me. I lifted np my head, and beheld the 
peaceful connfenanco of my Blaireau, — " Oh, 
sleepy one ! oh, gentle giant I oh, idlest and 
sparest of human beings 1 irtiat dost thou 
want with me ?" cried I. 

"Pardon, Mmuieur, li je wxa dtrange,-~ 
bnt hen Is a little morsel of paper for you. 
The (^toyenne Rose picked it up — by men 
acddent," And he looked with the most 
ingenuous indiArence upon the pavement, as 
he spoke. 

" 1 took the paper ; and with a sort of 
ehuddeiing joy read as follows : — 

" Number 3d, and last. 

" C. L. S. Sayeconrt, aged thirty years, 
bom at Paris, ex-baromu, widow of Inlsda), 
rue du Petit-Tangirard. 
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" F. C. L. M&illf, aged MTenteen, son of 
the ex-Tioomte. 

"Andr^ Ch^er, aged thirty-oae, bom at 
CoDstantJnopIe, koame de kUrtt, me da CUiy. 

" Crtguy de Montmorenci, aged sixty, 
bom at Chitzleuiberg in Germany, ex-noble. 

" M. B^ranger, aged twenty-four, -wife of 
Beanrillien St. Aignan, rue de Grenelle, St. 
Gennain. 

" L. J. Derrilly, forty-three years of age, 
grocer, rue Monfletard. 

" F. Coigny, nxteen years and eiglit 
monttu, daughter of the ex-noble of that 
name, rue dt I' Vtiivarnti. 

" C. J, Dorival, ex-ermite." 

And serenl other names besides ; it was 
the lost list, the list that the drunken com- 
missary had dropped ont of hie hat. 

I tore it in pieces — into atoms. I chewed 
the moreela between my teeth ; then, looking 
at my gentle arUlleiyman, I seized his 
hand and pressed it, yes, I may as well 
confess it, with teaia in my eyes. 

Yes, the tears were in my eyea ; but he 
seialched his head like a great lout as he 
pretended to Ix, and then said with an air 
as if he waa just beginning to awaken, 
" Droll 1 It seems that the Smtiier, that 
big, pole fellow, was in a rag« witii the 
commissary, that red, drunken sot, and so 
he put him into the cart in the place of the 
others. Droll enough ! " 

"Poetical justice," thought I; ''but where 
are jwu bound for 7" 

" Oh ! I 'm going with this fonrgon to 
the CKomp de Atari, that's all." 

" Then yon '11 take me to the rue iSi^ 
BoHorii" 

"Ah ! taere I Why not — get up — what do 
I care. Quandfai bien tervi mapUce U rot 
n'at pai " 

But he stopped short and bit his lipa, 

A soldier that was with him waited for us. 
I followed Blaireau, who went Umping up to 
his,Awr;;on,wipedtlie dust off with the sleeve 
of his coat, got up himself £i8t, invited me to 
follow his example, and set off at fall gallop. 

We soon arrived in the rue St. Honoi^, 
and stopped before Bobespierre'e door ; but 
I have never yet been able to comprdtend 
how I escaped being shaken to atoms. 

CiurTEii vn. 

The House of M. de Itoieapwre, Avoeat on 

Parlanent. , 

Thb house I was abont to enter was of the 

aimplest description ; if I recollect ri^y, it | 



belonged to a cabinet maker, named Di^pU^. 
The ex-avoeat had occupied it for some time ; 
it is still in existence I believe. Nothing in 
\tA appearance bore evidence of its being the 
residence of the ephemeral master of France, 
except perhaps a sort of lonelineaB, and silence, 
and solitude, which seemed to distinguish it. 
Every outside shutter in the front was 
closed ; the porie eochir* shut ; and not the 
slightrat sound was to be heard issuing from 
the mansian. 

Some groups of women were talking before 
the door — a thing regularly to be seen in 
Paris in times of trouble — they were point- 
ing at the house and whispering toother. 
From time to time the door opened, and a 
gens d'eirtne — a tatu eidott»—<a a spy, (often 
a female,) might be seen to pass out. At 
such times the groups hastily separated, and 
the women ran within their own doors. The 
few carriages that came that way, made a 
sort of semicircle, going at a foot's pace, and 
as distant from the house as possible ; there 
was straw before the door, it looked as if the 
plague was within. 

No sooner did I put my hand upon the 
knocker, than the door was opened by the 
terrified porter, with a look of great anxiety 
lest the knocker should fall too heavily. He 
shut the door very slowly, and with the least 
possible noise. I asked him, describing the 
sppearonoe of M. de Ch^nier, whether an old 
man, answering to that description, had been 
there that morning. The porter's face seemed 
to turn into marble upon this slight question. 
He shook his head negatively. 

" I have seen nothing at all like that," 

I persisted ; saying, " Pray call to mind 
all yon have seen tlus morning." I pressed 
him fiuther, but I conld only get, " 1 have 
seen nothing at all like that." 

A little ragged boy was hidden behind 
him, and was amusing himself with flirting 
pebbles against my silk stockings, and I re- 
collected him, by his thoroughly bad expres- 
sion, to be the messenger of the morning. I 
went up a sufGciently dark staircase to make 
my way to the laeomtptibk. The keys were 
in all tiie doors, I went from room to room, 
and found no one. At 'last, in the fourth 
apartment, I came upon two negroes, and two 
secretaries, seated at writing taUes, and 
writing eternally ; they did not even raise 
their heads as I entered. I cast a glance at 
the tables, they were covered with terrific 
lists Mominales. My blood ran cold, as when 
I beard the nimUe of the death carts. 
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I vts introdnced in rilence, after enwuug 
a Twy Uuclc but mneh worn cupet. 

The ap&rtment mw filled with a yellow 
murky light ; it looked oat upon the court, 
and great heavy green cnitaina shaded the 
light, and seemed to thicken the reiy air. 
Tbe reflection of the son npoa the opposite 
wall, alone iUnmiiiat«d the large desolate 
looking Tooro. Upon a favteuil of green 
morocco, before a great walnnt-tree bureau, 
my patient was sitting ; he had an English 
newsp^er in one hand, and with the other he 
was stirring, with « email silver spoon, a lump 
or two of sugar in a cup of camomile tea. 

Yon may eastly picture Robespierre to 
yonraelf. 

One sees many men 0/ Ae dak that are 
Uke him ; no lemaricable character of coun- 
tenance distingoished him, or made one,^ his 
preseuee. He was thirty-fiTe, his face com- 
pressed between the chin and the foTehead,a8 if 
two hands had endeavoured to squeeze them 
together ; his complexion, the colour of whity 
brown paper, and sodden like moist plaster ; 
deeply marked with the small-pox. No 
bloo^-not even bile, seemed to drcniate 
there ; his eyes were small, dull, and melan- 
choly ; he never looked any one in the face, 
and a perpetual disagreeable winking, made 
his eyes appear still less than they really were, 
when his green spectacles did not happen to 
be on. His mouth was contracted by a sort 
of convulsive sardonic smile, or rather 
grimace ; Hirabeau compared him d un chat 
qiti a bu dti vinaigrt. His head wm very 
much and pompously dressed out, with a 
great 1^ (rf pretension. His fingers, his 
neck, and his shoulders, seemed constantly 
agitated by a sort of inToluntary contractions ; 
M if slight neiTous convulsions were perpe- 
tually pasasng through them. He had been 
fiill dnseed all the morning ; I never sur- 
prised him, during the whole time I visited 
him, sa ntgl^t. This day he wore a yellow 
coat striped with white, a waistcoat em- 
broidered with flowers, a white frill, white 
silk stockings, and shoes with buckles, so 
that he looked quits ooimm UfinU. 

Be roM with his accustomed politeness, 
and advanced two paces towards me, talung 
off his green spectacles, which he plaoed 
gravely on the table. He saluted me with 
the ease of a man of the world, sat down 
again, and stretched out his hand. 

I could not, and did not take it like a 
friend, but I took it like a j^yrician, rused 
his ruffle, and felt his pulse. "Fern," 



" That's not imposrable," said he, biting 
his lips ; and he rose abruptly, passed twice 
up and down the room witii a quick, firm 
step, rubbing his hands ; then he said, " Bah !" 
and sat down agun. 

" Sit down there, citizen," said he, " and 
hear what I have to tell you. Is it not 
strange?' And at every word he looked at 
me under his spectacles. " Singular enough ! 
What do you think? Thb litUe Duke of 
York has presumed to insult me through the 
newspapers." He struck his hand upon the 
bug columns of bis English gazette. 

"An afFected anger," said I to myself. 
" Let us bo upon our guard." 

" The tyrants !" pursued he, with a vcnce 
at once shrill and harsh. "The tyrants! 
they cannot conceive even of the existence of 
liberty ! A humbling consideration for 
human nature I See, tide expression is re- 
peated in every page. What aStetation I" 
And he flung down the newspaper before me. 

" Look !" said he, pointing to the pas- 
sagea with his finger. " lUAeipUrr/t 
amji ! Bobupierret tmopi ! As if the 
armies were mine I As if I were king ! 1 1 
As if France were Robespierre ! As if all 
proceeded from me, centred in me ! Robei- 
pierris tro^ ! What injustice I What 
calumny ! Heigh 1" Then sipping his cup 
of camomile tea, and pushing up his spec- 
tacles, and looking at me under them again : 
— " I trust they never use such expressions 
hen. Yott never hear such things put about, 
I hope. Do you ever chance upon such 
expressions in the streets % No, no. I know 
well enough it is Pitt that invents and cir- 
culates these injurious calumnies. Who 
dares call me dictator of France % — Why, the 
vile counter-revolutionists— the Dantonistes 
— the H^bertistes, — wretches, whose presMtca 
still pollutes the benches of the Convention. 
But I will denounce them all, scoundrel 
minions as they are of George of England I 
Miserable conspirators, who only deaire to 
make me odious in the eyes of the people, 
because they well know the incorruptible 
purity of my ehuBte; and that while I live, 
Ais voice shall be lifted up to doiounce their 
vicea and their crimes.— Corrupted as Verres, 
desperate and more depraved than Catiline, 
never resting from their endeavours to under- 
mine and ruin the Republic ! — Such men as 
Desmoulins, Ronsin, Chaumette, in con- 
spiracy witii those vile, degraded animals, 
styled kingil — They have the insolence to 
attempt at dishonooringmel Andhowt Why, 
by plarang the miserable bauble of a crown 
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upon my head ;- in order to bring down head 
&ud crown at once, I suppose — a fate their 
own are moBt assoredly deaUned to ! But, is 
it not a scandalous ahame that they should 
find support herel ay, and from pretended 
npubUcans ! — The lascob '. 

" I have been ill six weeks, as yon very well 
know, and have never once ajtpeared at the 
Comti dt Saivt Public. And where is jay 
dictatonliip, then, I prayl But what signi- 
fies talldng t The Coalition persist in looking 
upon me as the centre of all Uilngs ! My 
incorruptibility may be a little in their way, 
perchance, ha I ha ! This Coalition has 
existed ever unce the government I»gan — 
a vile ooniederacy of cheats and rascals ! 
They have dared, I ondentand, to circoUte 
a report among the people that I was 
arrested I— massacred, if you please, but 
arrested I —No, no. They have asserted 
that St. Juste want«d to restore the aristo- 
cxacy, because, forsooth, he had himself the 
misfortnns to be bom noble ! Eh } As 
if it mattered what he was boni, provided 
he lived and died in support of just prin- 
ciples! .And is not he — be, iumself — the 
Tery man who carried through the Cod- 
vantion a deoree of banishment against 
the ex-nohlee, declaring them the irrecon- 
oilaable enemies of the Bevolntion! This 
cureed Coalition has presumed, also, to cast 
ridionle upon the Ftte deFEtit Suprivte I and 
npon the story of Catharine Theoe. It is 
pleased, too, to cast the raponaibility of all 
the executions npon me I But it is plain 
enough what all tlus means! A mere re- 
vival of the old machinations of tlie Biiaiotins. 
Hy oration at the Fit* was at least, I pre- 
sume, as good as the doctrines of Chaamette 
and Fonoh£. — Don't you think so !" 

I nodded my head, and he went on : — 

" Hy desire is, that the impLons maxim, 
' Death is an etwnal sleep,' should be erased 
from oni gravo-stoneg, and to oabstitute, 
De^ak it tkt ffate of IntmortalHy." 

I saw by this harangue tixat he waa medi- 
tating an oration upon the subject, and try- 
ing the eSuA in conversation npon me; 
aeoording to the good custom of many other 
orators of my acquaintance. He gave a 
anile of satiafaction, and sipped Itis camo- 
mile tea ; then set down the cup npon his 
desk wiUk the air of an orator at the Tribnne ; 
and as I had not taken up his idea, he re- 
turned to it himself after a new feahion. He 
could not rest without a compliment. 

"I know yon think aa I do, citiieD, 
though you have a good deal of the air 4^ a 



ei-devma about yon stJll ; but yon arc jmre, 
and tliat is eveiy thing. Of this, at least, I 
am certain, that yon would detest a nuilitary 
despotism as mudi as I should ; and if I an 
not listened to, that will be, sooner or later, 
onr fate. The reins of tlie Bepoblic would 
soon be snatched up were I to lay them down ; 
and the lepresuitatioD, already disgraced, 
would then be aimihilated." 

"This appears to me to be a veiy just 
remark, citiaen," said I. In faet) it was 
prophetic 

Another grim amile. 

" You would like n^ despotism better than 
rtot, lam sure? HeyV 

I made a somewhat eoui grimace as I 
said, " Eh t but," with aa little meaning as 
one could put into the monosyllable, 

"It would at least," ha continued, "be 
that of a fellow-dtisen ; one of eqoal rank 
with the res^ but elev^ed to pre-eminenoe 
by the praotice of virtne ; one thing only 
has he ever feared — to sully the purity of 
piindplee such as his, by oontact with ihoss 
perverted beings, yibo have oontrived to in- 
troduce their own impurity and corruption 
amid tlie disinterested friends of humanity." 

He paused, looked up, and seemed to et^oy 
this delicious little phrase, and expect its 
e&ect upon me, 

" You have not quite so many of these 
troublesome neighbours about yon now," said 
I, " You don't feel particularly in danger 
of being elbowed in the crowd at preaenL" 

He bit his lips, and put his qiectacles on 
immediately, to liide the expression of liis 
eyes. 

"Merely beoanse I, just at present, as 
you si^, live retired ; but I cannot escape 
oalnmny," And a* iu spoke, he took a 
pencil, and scrawled something upon a sheet 
of paper. I learned five days afterwards, 
that the paper was a list for the guillotine, 
Mid the " something " my own name. 

He smiled, and fell back on hia chair. 

" Alas 1 calumniated I" pursued he; "for, 
to speak [dain, I have hut one idol, (galiU; 
and you may judge with what indignation 
these foul aoensations fill me ! — These news- 
papers, forged in the workshops of tyrants !" 
And with a tragic air, he crushed and 
crumpled together his great English news- 
papem, I remarked, however, that he took 
especial care not to tear them. 

" Ah, Maximihan I" thought I. " You 
will lead these foul calumnies more than 
once ; and be ready to wioship the magical 
word% 'Scieipiem^t amif.' " 
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After thia little comedr ou bis p&rt h&d 
tetuiiuted, he roee, and walked up and down 
his chambet, conruIsivelT agitating hie 
fiugen, Ids neck, and hia HhoQldeia. 

I nwe ^d walked by bis side. 

"I wished to gire yon these things to 
lead, and to talk these mattera over with 
you, before I spoke of my own hoalth ;" and 
he showed me some mannsciipt papers. 
" YoD know my esteem for the author. It 
ia a project of St. Jnste'a. I expect him 
every moment. "We will go over them to- 
gether. He must have reached Foils before 
this," said he, pulling out his watch. "I will 
go and inquire. St down, in the meauUme, 
and read this. I shall soon come baok 
again." 

He gave me the manuscript, (it was a 
Utge quire of paper, covered with writing, 
in a )x)Id, hasty, decisive hand,) and left the 
room. I took up the manuscript, but I 
marked tbe door by which he went out. I 
knew him well. I sawsomething made him 
thoroughly unea^ to-day. Either aome 
enterprise of his own was in hand, or he was 
in fear of one from others. I saw, as the 
door opened by which he went out, certain 
faces belonging to his secret agents, whom I 
knew well enough; and I beard the noise 
of several different people ascending and 
descending the stairs. There was a murmur, 
as of voices speaking low. I listened, but 
ODuld not distinguish a word. 

I confess I felt soQuwhat ill at ease. I went 
to the door by which I bad entered, intend- 
ing to return home ; but, either by accident 
or design, the key was turned. 

When a thing ,is settled, I think no more 
about it. I sat down, and began to look 
over the manuscript Robespierre had left in 
my hands. „ " 



l^ialation. 
Ibm manutotipt, thus hastily scrawled 
over, contained Dsithar more nor less t^^T> 
those immutable and etemial institutions 
which the present ralsrs intended, in their 
indisputable wisdom and tender benevolence, 
to bestow upon France : they were hastily 
thrown together, for the benefit of his coun- 
try, by the Citiseu St. Joste, aged jnst twenty- 
ax yean. 

I gbmced orer the papers oaielessly ; but 
it vaa not long before I began to have some 
pen^tion of their contenti. I was electri- 
fied with surprise. 



" Oh, tender-hearted executioner ! Ob, 
gentle murderer ! " cried I, involuntarily. 
" What sweet infantile simplicity is here ? 
Whence come yon, fair shepherd t — From the 
rural plains of Arcadia? Where pasture thy 
innocent Socks, oh, Alexis ? " 

And I read : — 

" Children to be left to the inspirations of 
nature," 

"Children to be clothed in white linen, at 
all seasons." 

" Children to be fed in common, and to be 
nourished only with fruity pulse, and pure 

" Those who have lived without reproach, 

to assume a white scarf on attaining tbe age 

of wxty years." 

" Every man who has reached the age of 

twenty-one years, shall declare in the public 

temple who are his friends." 

" Friends shall wear mooming for each 

other." 

"Friends shall erect each other's tomb." ' 
" Friends shall in battle stand tegether." 
" Be wbo has no &ith in friendship shall 



" A man convicted of ingratitude shall be 
banished." 

(" What emigrations I " cried I.) 

" If a man is guilty of a crime, bis friends 
are banished." 

" Murderers shall be clothed in black, and 
shall be put to death if they quit that dress." 

" Sweet soul I " cried I, — " What unjust 
wretches we must all he to accuse you ot 
murder I — With thoughts purs as the morn- 
ing dew upon tbe opening rose. Andwebave 
tbe absurdity to complain of the cart loads 
of men, women, and children, that yon send 
eveiy day to Uie scafibld I Good young 
man 1 — You don't see them depart, — you 
don't hear their groan^ — you only write 
thairnamesuponalittlspieceofpaperl Often 
you don't even do so much as that! — Yon 
sign tbe list, at time% without even reading 
itl" 

Then I b^an to laugh, loudly and bitterly, 
OS I went over these /tutitutMru, called 
B^ublioan, and which are yet in existence, 
if any one has a wish to make himself ac- 
quunted with them: — > these laws of tbe 
golden age, to which this Uesasd miscreant 
wanted, by main force, to submit our days 
of brass ; a child's &ock, in which he 
wanted to dress this great aged nation, — 
cboppng off head and limbs to make it fit. 
Read it, if you will, and see vrith what bar- 
barous madmen we had to do> 
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Alas I there is an insani^ nhich is not 
shown by wild words &nd infuriated ges- 
tures, — a cold, calculating, dark, dangerous 
madness, concealed under the manners and 
gestures of ordinary life ; and such madmen 
are the result of such times, — times wtiictL 
can elevate men of iutellecta bo imperfect, 
and characters so feehle, to that intoxicating 
pinnacle — irrttponiSiU power, 

I continued musing in bitterness of spirit 
over the ImtUutiim* ot St Juste, and almost 
forgot where I waa. I was plunged in 
thought, and indi^rent to my own fate ; for 
I had learned to despise life, surrounded by 
such scenes as met my eyes every hour, — 
when all at once the door opened, and a 
man of about thirty years of age, dressed 
in uniform, a fine, tall, spiiited figure, 
entered abruptly. Hie militaiy boot^ hia 
spurs, his riding whip, his large open 
waistcoat, his loose black cravat, gare him 
the air of a young general officer of those 

" Ah, yon don't know whether he Is to be 
E^ken with," said he, addressing, as he 
entered, the negro who opened the door, — 
" Tell him it b the author of ' Caius Grac- 
chus,' of ' TimoUon.' " The uegro departed, 
shutting the door after him. The young 
officer came forward, walked up to the fire- 
place, stamping the heels of his boots upon 
the floor, — " Have yoa been waiting long here, 
citizen ? " asked he. " I hope, as one of the 
representatives of the nation, that Citizen 
fiobespierre will give me an audience : — 
I have but two words to say to Mm." He 
turned away, and began to arrange his hair 
at the glass. " I am no petitioner I — I say 
what I think, and act as I judge right ; and 
neither under the Bourbon tyranla,*nor under 
these, have I been accustomed to make a 
mystery of my opinions." 

I I^d down the papers I held in my hand, 
and looked at him with such an air of sur- 
prise, that he felt surprised himself. 

"I should not have imagined," said I, 
" that you came here for pleasure." 

He changed his look of defiance, as if by 
magic, and came and sat down in the fatUeuH 
close by me. 

"Ah! 9a! to ^>e«k frankly," said he, 
half in a whisper. " Were you sent for as 
I wasl — I have not an idea why." 

" Yes," sud I, " I tnu sent for ; but as 
that is not unusual with those of my profes- 
sion, it does not give m« any uneasiness, — 
at least bo fat as / s^telf am concerned," I 
added with emphasis. 



"Ah! yotmdff" said he, striking his 
boots impatiently with his cane. He roae^ 
and walked up and down the room ; then 
returned to his place. 

" Do you know whether he is busy?" 

"I suppose so. Citizen Chinier." 

He se^ed my hand impetuously. 

" Ca I " cried he, — " you don't look like a 
spy. What does he want with me here? 
If you know any thing, tell me at ouc«." 

I was in torture. I felt that Bobespierre 
might return at any moment, — that perhaps 
we could be seen, — that certunly we could 
be, and were overheard. Terror pervaded 
the air, insinuated itself into every place, 
reigned in this particular chamber. I got 
up, and walked up and down the room, that 
at least there might be long intervab of 
silence between us, and the conversation ap- 
pear casual. He understood me, and began 
to walk up and down the room in the oppo- 
site direction. We paced along like two 
eentmeb upon guard, crossing one another. 
Each one appeared to be absorbed in his own 
thoughts, and we let fall juat one sentence at 
a time as we passed. 

I rubbed my hands. 

" It is possible," sud I, in a low voice, as 
I walked from the door to the chimney, 
" that we may be shut up tt^fether intention- 
ally." Andtlien,inmy naualtone,"Apretty 

" I believe so too." And then, rising hia 
head, — " Looks out upon tile court, if I am 
not mistaken." 

I passed him. 

"I have seen your father and your brother 
this morning." In a loud voice, — "What 
delicious weather 1 " 

He passed agi^ 

"I knew it, — my father and I do not 
meet But I hope Andr^ will not be li»rt 
much longer. A magmficent sky I" 

"Tallien, Courtois, Barras, Clauzel, are 
good citizens." Then wiUt enthusiasm,—.-" A 
noble subject that of Timolkm !" 

He trossed me as he returned. 

"And Coilot d'Herbois, Loseau, Bourdim, 

Barrere, Boissy d'Anglas. 1 like my 

Ffoelon better." 

"But this may yet go on for aome days. 
Perhaps the vereifioation U better." 

He pushed me with his elbow aa he passed. 

" The Triumvirs cannot last four days. 

I have read the piece to the CitoyenneTestris." 

I pressed hia hand this time as I passed 
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Trfw care not to mention your brother'B 
;, — they nave foigotten him.-^— The 
t ia particnbuly fine." 
lepassed, ne took my hand and 
piessed it wannly. 

" He is upon none of the lists. He must 
lie perdu. On the 9th I will set him at 

liberty with my own hands. 1 fear it is 

scarcely unexpected enongb." 

lluB was OUT last, — we were at opposite 
ends of the room. 



CHUTBKU. 



BoBHFiKBBB entered ; he held St. Juste 
by the tutnd. St. Josta was dressed in a 
dnsty great-coat, and looked pale and tired ; 
he was just arrived at Paris ftum the anny. 
Robespierre cast a quick, sharp glance at us 
through his spectacles ; the distance we were 
at seemed to satisfy him ; he gave one of 
his grim snules. 

"Citizens," said he, "let me introduce a 
traveller of your acqnaintance to you." 

We moved to each other, — Joseph Cb6nier 
knitting his eyebrows, St. Juste in an ahmpt 
haughty manner, wlule I bent my head, 
grave and composed as a monk. 

St. Jnste sat down by Robespierre, who 
placed himself in his leathern fantenil before 
the writing-table ; Ch^nier and I sat down 
opposite. Then was a long ulenoe, while I 
kept examining these three personages in 
turns. Ch^nier threw himself haoghtily 
bock in his chair, though evidently 111 at 
eaae. St. Juste looked perfeetiy calm, and 
sat bending his beant^ head a little 
forward : his expression was melancholy and 
sweet, hie featnras regular, and his fine 
chestnut lisir fell in abundant floating cnrls 
to his shonldera ; his eyee wen raised to 
heaven : he vghed, he had the air of a yonng 
martyr. Thet« an peisecators in the world 
irtio aasmne the ur of victims. Robe^ierre 
looked at us all three by turns, much as a 
eat might r^aid three captive mice. 

"Here!" said he, breaking silence and 
aasnming a frank, jovial air. " Here ia our 
friend St. Juste, jnst returned from the 
army ; he has annihilated treason tiert — he 
is come to do the same Atre. A. pleasant 
antpiiae, eh, Ch^nier t Yon did not expect 
him back wo soon perhaps ? " And he looked 
askance at him as if to enjoy the other's 



** Yon sent for me, dtizen," said Haiio- 



Joseph Chinier sulkily; "if you have any 
buuness with me make haste — I am wanted 
at the Convention." 

"I wished," said Robespierre, deliberately, 
"to make you acquunted with this excellent 
man, who, I believe, takes very particular 
interest in your family." 

I was caught ; Marie-Joseph and I looked 
at one another, and one glance expressed oar 
mntual terror. But I was resolved to stand 
my ground. 

" Futh, I am fond of letters ; and I think 
Finelon " 

"Ah! d propot," interrupted Robespierre, 
"I congratulate yon upon the success of 
TmoUon, — yon don't know that piece, per- 
haps, St. Jnste," with an ironical ur. 

St. Juste smiled contemptuously, and 
wiped his boots with the flap of his long 
riding-coat, without condescending to a 
reply. 

" Bah ! bah I " said Joseph Ch6nier, look- 
ing at me; "it's too much of a trifle to 
occupy Mm." 

He meant to speak with indifflBrence, but 
the blood of the anthor was tingling in his 

St. Juste now lifted up his large, calm 
eyes, and regarded him with admiration. 
— "A member of the Convention in 1' an 2 
de la Repnblique, who amuses himself in 
this way 1 I regard him as a prodigy I " 

" Faith, when one is not at the head of 
aflairs," said Ch^nier, "it is the best thit^ 
one can do for the nation," 

St. Jnste shrugged his shoulders. 

Roheepierre dnw ont bis watch as if he 
was expecting some one, and said in a 
pedantic, conceited manner, " You are aware, 
Citiien Chteier, what opinion I hold upon 
the subject of your Mm ij^ ItUert. I except 
yon, because I know your republican virtnes ; 
but in geoenl I regard them as the most 
dangerous enemies of their country. What 
we want ia a united wilt — a rint/le will, (we 
are come to that,) and that vilt republican — 
and to effect this we want none bnt republican 
writings ; every thing else only serves to 
corrupt the people. We must rouse the 
peopU, and vanquish the bottrgtouit, the 
source of all oui internal dangers. The 
people must rally round the Convention, the 
Convention support the people. The tma- 
adoOa must be well paid and well exnud^ 
(eoUriat.) — Who dolal ways find resistingmy 
plans? Theacribblenl tliemenof lettenl the 
Tersifiera, with th«r noble rage in ihyma t— 
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' mm dm^faifima Hans let duertt.' i 
things disconrage. The Convention ongbt 
to treat eveiy one whe is useless to the 
Republic sa a connter-ravolationiat." 

" Pretty seven," said Joseph Ch^nier, 
rathei alarmed, but still more offended. 

" Ob, I am not thinking of you," pursued 
Robespierre, in a sort of saft> oily tone. 
" You — you are a legialator, you haye bean 
a warrior ; and when yon have notiujig 
else on earth to do you poetize." 

"Not at aU— not at all," said Chfnier, 
singularly provoked. "I was bom a poet; 
I have wasted all the time given to the army, 
or to the National Assembly." 

I confess, in spite of the terrible nature of 
our present sitoation, I could not help imiling 
at his vexation. His biother might, indeed, 
have spoken in this manner with justice, 
but in my opinion, Joseph a httle. overrated 
the value of his verses. 'Xlie lacoTruptihk, 
who was a good dealof myiqanion, went on 
tormenting him. 

" Come, come," said he, with a sort of 
sneering air of congratolation; "come, come, 
you are too modest ; you refuse two laurel 
crowns for one of pomponne roses." 

"But I tlunm:ht you had a taste for those 
flowers yourself, citizen, once upon a time," 
retorted Cb&iier. It seems to ma tliat I 
have a recollection of reading somewhere or 
other some agreeable veiws upon a cup and 
a feast ; let me see — 

'OblHmil qDaYoiije,m« imli ? 
Ua erira* tnp Dotajn. 
Ob mulheor nffnoi I 
Oh lojidil tontaui ! 
T'ow le dim i peine ; 
Foiu voiu J'sii roD^, 
PonriDOT j^agonia: 
Itk Mop* a'ot pu plat!*.' 

And a certun madrigal, wherein was written^ 

' Gtarda toujonn ta mo£efltid; 
Snr Is poavoir it tae ippu 
I>Biiuu» toajoon aUuraee ; 
Ta a'ta him qo. mku limte 
3i tu cnuua do oe ViUn pu.* 

" Pretty 1 to say nothing of two essays upon 
t^ poniahiDflnt of death,— one for, the other 
agunst; and the elogs of Gresset, when 
I recollect perfectly this prettily turned 
phrase: — 

* Ob I Usn le Vart-vBrt vodi <pii sapirei an 
nA^te de badinsr et d'toire aveo grau, lisei le, 
JM. &0. Oh, one foule de hires eat ttaU* pkingA 
dsns an etemel oubli, pares ([a'elle n'a point 
itomi one plume digne de c^Arer sea eiploite. 
M»i» toi henren* F<rl-Hrt / &o, &c. 0b,6[enet1 
(d ftas le pins gnnd des poMes, tepandons dee 



" It was really ve^ P'^'^f indeed. I have 
it all by me, printed with tM name of ths 
author, M. tfe BobeipUrre, attxat <m parh- 

He was not quite the best man in the 
world to jest with. His face changed from 
the egression of a oat to that of a tiger. It 
made one's flesh creep. 

St Juste, quite entu^i, took hold of his 
arm. " When do they expect you at the 
Jacobins ? " 

"Not yet," said Robespierre. "Be quiet; 
I am amuidng myself." 

The laugh which accompanied this, made 
one's teedi chatter. 

" I am expecting somebody," added he, 
" But yon, St. Juste, what do you say to the 
pootfll" 

"I read you that part," be replied. "It 
is in the tenth chapter of my Institutions." 

" Well, what do you do with them % " 

St. Jnate gave a contemptuous sneer, and 
looked about upon tlte carpet as if he were 
seeking a fimall pin, or something of that 

"Why — " eud he, "hymns, they may 
make hymns for the first day of each month, 
in honooi of good citizens. Plato's idea :— 
1st Gwminai, they may celebrate Nature 
and the People ; FiorSal, Love and Marriage ; 
Prarial, Victory; Matidor, Adoption ; Ther- 
mdor. Youth j Vtadtnaire, Old Age ; £ru- 
nuur«, Immortality of the Soul ; IVmair, 
Wisdom ; Nieoie, Oui Couutiy ; Pbtnoie, 
IaImui ; FffKoM, Friendship." 

Bobespieire applauded. "Perfectly well 
arranged," sud he. 

" And inspiration on ptun of death," added 
Jos^h Ch£nier, with a laugh. 

St. Juste rose with gravity. "And why 
not ? " said be, " if they have not patriotiBm 
enough to inspire them ? — I know but of 
two principles of action — terror and virtue." 
.And dropping hie head upon liis breast, be 
stoodleauingtranquiUywith his back against 
the obimney-piece, as if the subject were 
exhausted : he bung most conscientiously 
convinced that he Imew all that was to be 
known upon this, aa upon everything. Hie 
ait was tranquil, his voice pladd, his egres- 
sion of countenance benevolent and composed. 

" That is the man / call a poet," cried 
Robespierre, pointing to him. " He sees 
things tn grand. He does not amnse himself 
with spinning ont pretty phrases. His 
words flash like lightning through the dark- 
ness of the future, and be feels that it is the 
desUiQr of your seoond-iate men, busy with 
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the detaila of ideu^ to work out outs ; and that 
ao raw ia more inimical to libarty, more 
advetse to aqoalitf than 70111 arutoemit <^ 
Jiiitiltet, whose nputatioii enablta tham to 
exarelM a partial infloenoe, daiig«ro>u and 
deatnictive of that tw)^ whiob ought to be 
our fiiBt and only object." 

After this ipMch he looked at lu both. 
We looked at each other. 

St. Juste approTed of all ha had said, and 
aympathized heartily in theie jealous and 
tyrannical maxtms. Uaidina proper to all 
nmrped authoiity, which will always be found 
■triving to deprese and annihilate that mys- 
terioos powar arer tha mind of man, derived 
firom the exendse of pure intellect, and tk« 
enthnmaam which It excites. 

These ponwiHr,— these feronrites of &r- 
tiuie, — liJra Hanan, d«teat, to tbe bottora of 
their souls, those who, like Uordeeu at the 
palace gata, dan to te^iM to wor^p, 

Joseph Ohenier found it difficult to lecover 
bom his aarpriiB at what he heard ; bnt the 
Tioleat character of his family soon got the 
better of sTery thing, and ha said, " Ah, yea I 
I hare, in the oonne of my life, met with 
poets who wanted only one little thing to ba 
moat excellent, and that veu—pottrjr." 

Bebeti»etTe broke a pen he held in his 
hands, and took np a newBpsper, as if he had 
not beard. 

St Juste, who WBB, after all, niiqile and maif, 
like a great schoolboy that had not yet learned 
the world, took the thing qnite serioiuly, and 
began a harangue upon the subject with 
an air of innocent lelf-apprabatioii which 
almost made one pity him. " Citiaen Ch^nier 
ia right," he began, fixing hia large eyes upon 
the wail before him, seeing nothing but his 
own ideas. " I feel that I was a poet whan 
I taid— < Oreal mm dtnetdUU tMr btdt;' 
and 'OimMwdMCM «rs too difieaU onfy/or tkooa 
to *Aom iIm pmpeet «^ a fomb it appaUinf j' 
and^' / dapUt lUt Amt 0/ wiuh I ma oon- 
poimded, an4 nAkA mow addretta jfou ;' and 
'^orlA wo^aflMMUo/intr^u. Lttaaig 
mffrateful; ha UtMt tateow wtaOryl'" 

" nisae an fine Spartan m&ximB and pa- 
ladoxM, more ot leas acknowledged by every^ 
body," smld I, " bnt not poetry." 

St. Juste turned his back upon me, and 
looked atfnmted. We wen all four silent. 

The coDTenation had arrired at that point, 
that the nazt word most be followed by a 
blow, and Ch&uer and I were not tiie best 
prepared of the two for Etriking, 

The dlenca was broken in an unexpected 
manner, AU at onet^ Rohespiem took up a 



little bell that waa on his desk, and rang it. 
A n^TO entered, and introduced an old man, 
who stood at the entrance of the obamber, as 
if petrified with astoukhment and terror. 
" Here is another acquaintance, gentlemen," 
said the Incorruptible. " I have prepared a 
pleasant little meeting for you all." 

It was U. de Ch^nier thus presented to his 
son. I trembled £rom head to foot The 
father started back ; the son bant his eyes to 
the ground j Robespiene laoghed ; St Juste 
looked aa if he could not gneu what ii was 
all about. 

The old man first broke uknce. All now 
depended upon him, and no one had the 
power to interfere furthsr.— We wutad aB 
one waits for the fall of the exeoutioner's 
sword. M. de Cfa^nier adranosd to his son 
with dignity. " It ia long nnoe I have seen 
yon, sir : I do you the honour to believe that 
your Imsaess hen is the same with my own." 

Marie-Joseph Ch^ei^ so lofty, so strong, 
so fierca, eo haughty, waa bent double with 
grief and constraint. " Father," sud he, 
slowly, and pausing between each syllable ; 
"Good heaTansI — >my father! — Hare you 
w«U oonmdered — what yon are about to say 1 " 
The father opened hia mouth ; the son 
went on ^leaking loud and hastily, endea- 
vouring to drown hia voice. 

" I know — I underatand — I comprehend 
the whole a&ir." And turning to Robes- 
^no—" A foolish trifling matter — really 
not worth your attention." And to hi* fi^ 
thar— "That you are so anxious about, — 
really a mere trifle,— Why can't yon leave 
it in my hands! I am a deputy ; I am—" 

" I know very well, ai, what you are," 
aaid M. de Chiiuer. 

" No, no," sud Joasph, going up to him : 
"You don't know— You don't know in the 
least. It is so. Icmg, dtiians, since he has 
seen me, poor old man I he has not tho least 
idea of what la going on. Quite behind-hand, 
I assure you. If he pretends to have any 
bnaineaa with you,— he ia qnite at sea about the 
matter," and ha trod upon his foot ; bnt tha 
old man drew back. 

" It ia jvttr duty, air, which I am oome to 
perform, since you tlunk proper to n^leot it." 

" Oh, heavens and euth 1 " cried Harie- 
Joaeph, in agonies. 

" A curious Bcene enongb," said Robea- 
pierre to SL Juste, in a haiah voice. " What 
are they making all this noise abontl" 

*'I am — " said the father, advancing to 
Robespierre; "my heart ia in despur at 
seeing—'* 
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I rose luutilf to lay hold of his am. 

" Citiien," said Joseph Chtoier to Robes- 
pierre, " let me liaTo a word with you in pri- 
Tate, and let me take away this poor old 
maa. I Bssore you he is ill ; he la doting." 

" Wretch 1 " cried the old man, indigiumtly, 
"Are you an impious ton, aa well as — " 

" St," eaid I, interrupting him roughly, 
" it was useless consulting me this morning." 

" No, no," cried Robespierre with his sharp, 
harsh Toioe. " No, no, Ch^nier, I won't have 
yonr father taken away. I promised him a 
hearing, and he shall have iL Nonsense ! 
' why should he go away? — What harm can 
he do ? Don't yon think I know all abont 
it well enough, and am not ignorant Men </ 
jiom- preter^ationi thU momiiiff, doctor?" 

" It is all OTet," cried I, unking into a chair. 

Harie-Jos«ph mads one last effort. He 
advanced boldly, and put himself between 
his father and Robeq)ierre. " After oil," 
sud he, "we are equals — we are brothers. 
I>et me tell you plainly, dtizen, what no one 
but a representatire of tlie National Conven- 
tion would hare a rij^t to tell yon : I say 
that my good old father, — my poor father, — 
who detests me because I am a member of the 
(invention, has nothing to say. He is only 
goii^ to bother you about a mere piece of 
family history, quite unworthy of your at- 
tention, — of yours. Citizen Robespierre ; 
yon, who are occupied in afFairs of the first 
conEeqoence, acting, aa yon do, as the main- 
spring of all things. — Tiieae are mere family 
qnarrels ; quite beneath your notice ; and, 
happily for you, quite out of the course of 
your experience," — and he pressed his hand 
with both his own. " No, no ; powtively it 
shall not be," (trying to langh.) " Mere 
dotage. I don't like him to expose himself." 
And in a low hurried tone — " Some old com- 
plaints of my condnct : old monarchical non- 
sense he has got into his head. Mere dotage. 
Just listen to me, my dear ftiend ; — great 
energetic citizen ; — leader and master of ns 
aU. Ye»— I confess it, master— and worthy 
to be master. — Go to the Assembly; you 
are wanted : you are wasting your time. 
Send us all away. Turn ns all out of doors 
without ceremony ; we are in your way. — 
Gentlemen, we are intruding: let as begone," 
and he took his hat ; pale, panting, covered 
with sweat, trembling. " Come, doctor I — 
Come, father, Z want to speak to you ; we 
aie intruding. And St Juste 1— just arrived 
from the armies — from the aimiea of the 
North! Isay, St Juste 1" 

He vent up to him. He came agun to 



Robespierre ; the teara were in his eyes : he 
took Robespierre by the arm — his father by 
the shoulders. He was beside himself. 

RobespieTre rose from his chair, and, with 
anurofpretendedkindnesswhich might well 
have become a demon, held out hia hand to 
the old man. 

The poor father thought all was saved ; 
we knew that all was lost M. de Ch6nier, 
like a weak old man, was snbdued by thU 
one kind gesture. 

" Oh ] you are too good I" cried he, " I see 
it is only a system that yon have adopted. 
A system which makes you appear cruel. 
Give me back my eldest son, M. de Robes- 
pierre. Give him back to me. He la at 
St Lazare. He is far the moat preinous <rf 
the two. Oh ! you don't know him I He 
admires yod very much. He admires all 
these gentlemen — he has often told me so. 
He has no eic^^rated ideas, I assure you, 
upon my honour. The other is afraid of 
eommitfinjf himself — be wants the eonr^ to 
qteak— but I am a father, dear sir, I am very 
old, what have I to fearl Beudes you are 
a gentleman— I see It by your air— gentle- 
men understand each other at a word. I — " 

Then to his son. 

" What ore you making rigns for ? Don't 
interrupt me! You are troublesome sir. 
Leave monsieur to follow the dictates of his 
own heart ; he understands these things better 
than you do. Yon were always jealons of 
Andr^ from a child. Let me alone, taz I" 

The unhappy brother could not answer, 
ha woe mute with grief and despair. 

" Ah !" said Robespierre, sitting down, 
and quietly taking off his spectacles. " So 
tills is the grand business after all, 
St Juste! It appears they had taken it 
into their heads that I had forgotten all 
about this pretty brother of his! True 
enoagh, I might not have troubled my head 
about lum for a day or two. Very well," 
said he, taking a pen and scribbling, " yonr 
son's a&ir shall be terminated." 

" TAert," said I, half BoObcated. 

" How ! terminated 1" said the father. 

" Yes, citizen," said St Juste coldly, ex- 
plaining the matter to him, " terminated 
before the Revolutionary Tribunal, where he 
will have an opportunity of making his 
defence." 

" And Andre!" said M. de Ch6nier. 

« The same," replied St Juste, " at the 
Condergerie." 

" But there was not even a warrant out 
against Aadr6," said the father. 
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« Very well, ha may plead that at the Re- 
ToldUoiiary Tribunal," said Robeapiene, " so 
mach the better foe hun." And he con- 
turned writing. 

" But why Bend him there?' perasted the 
old man. 

" That he may clear himaelf," said Robes- 
pierre, still writing. 

" But will tb«y hear himl" asked Harie- 

Robespieire put on hia speiitacles, looked 
fixedly at him, his green eyes st&ring like 
those of an owl. 

" Do yon dare t« suspect the int^rity of 
the Revolutionary Tribunal ?' said he. 

Harie-Joaeph dropped hia head, and dgh- 
ing deeply, uttered, " No." 

St. Jnsle, with much gravity, added, 
" SoBKtiam the tribunal pronounces an 
acqnittaL" 

"SoBUtmet!" exclaimed the father. 

" Look here, ^ Juste," cried Robespierre. 
" This one waa a poet too — it runs in the 
family. We were just talking about them, 
and they it aeems were writing of os. Quite 
a happy accident Hey, doctor 1 Look 
here, St. Juate, he calla ua, Botareaux bar- 
iotiilleur)! det lou." 

" Only t&at," cried St. Juste taking the 
paper. 

I recollected the paper too well : it had been 
stokn from Andr^ since the morning, by one 
of Robespierre's most adroit spies. 

Bobtspierre rose suddenly, pulled out his 
watch, " 7W t^cloei," said he. And he 
bowed, and hurried to that door of the room 
by which he bad entered with St. Juste. He 
opened it, leaned half-way into the next 
apartment, where I saw many men in wait- 
ing, and turning round with hia hand upon 
the key, said in his sharp, falsetto, but resolute 
voice, " This is only just to show you that 
I am pretty well informed as to what is going 
on ; " then addressing St. Juste, who was 
following, with his nsnal composed smile of 
inefbble sweetness, — **Look here, St. Juste ; 
I understand, you see, how to arrange amiable 
dnneetic scenes, almost as well as the poeta '." 

" Slop, Haximiliau l" cried Harie-Joseph, 
denching his fist at him, and leaving the 
room by the oppoeit« door, which this time 
opened of itself. " I am going to the Con- 
vention with Tallien." 

"And I to the Jacobins," said Robespierre, 
jmnidly and coldly. 

** With St. Juste," added St. Juste, with a 
terrible voice. 

Aa I followed them out of the room, — 



"Take your youngest son home again," 
said I to the father, " You have just killed 
your eldest." And we left the house. 



Hr first care was to hide Joseph Ch£nier. 
In spite of the nniTersal terror, no one was 
found to refuse the shelter of bis roof to the 
proscribed. I had twenty houses at my dis- 
posal. I chose one for Marie-Joseph. He 
followed me, weeping like a child. Lying 
penfu 'during the day, he spent the night in' 
running from house to house, viaiting those 
repreaentatives whom he consideied as his 
friends, striving, by every means in hia power, 
to animate their courage and resolnUon. He 
was wildwithgrief: his only consolation rested 
on the hope of precipitating the fate of Robea- 
pietre, St Juste, and Couthon. I consoled 
myself vrith the same expectation, concealing 
myself as he did. I might be found every 
where, except at home. When Joseph Ch^er 
went to the Convention, he appeared, both at 
his entrance and departnie, surrounded by a 
body of his friends, whom it was not thought 
prudent to attack openly. Once in the 
streets, he disappeared ; and even the spies of 
Robeapierre, the most subtie army of locusttt 
that ever infested Paris, could not trace him 
out. The fate of Andr^ Ch6nier had now 
become a mere question of time. Which 
question simply was, whether the revengeful 
projects of Robespierre, or the schemea of 
the conspirator^ would be first matured. 

The night after this last ecene, that from 
the £th to the 6th Thermidor, we qvent in 
visiting all the members of the Convention, 
who were afterwards called TAermtdorttiu, 
Tallien, Barras, Lecointre, and Vadier. We 
carried messages &om one to the other. We 
put them all in communication, without 
suffering them to meet. Individually, they 
seemed all resolved, but we could bring them 
to form no common resolution. I retumsd 
sorrowfully to my hiding-place. Thia waa the 
result of my observations. 

The Republic waa mined and counter- 
mined. The mine of Robespierre b^au 
from the Hotel de Ville. The counter-mine 
of Tallien from the Tuilleries, where the 
Convention wen then sitting. The explo- 
uon would take place when the two mines 
met. But on Robespierre's aide there was 
unity of purpose ; on that of the Convention 
complete disunion, to aay nothing of their 
lying under the disadvantage of being upon 
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the defendve. Our effitrta to nrga them to 
commenM operations ivithoat delay, were 
fniitlev ; and on the 6th and 7tb, had only 
resnlted in timid and partial conferences, 
where nothing waa d«dded upon. But the 
Jacobins were ready, and on the alert. The 
Convention had determined to await the first 
attack ; that was the only conclnsion at which 
we had arrired upon the 7th Thermidor. 

An indistinct heaving, an internal, ill- 
HoppiesMd agitation pervaded Paris ; it waa 
like the mysterions warnings of an earth- 
quake. The inflnence of the coming events 
seemed to pervade the very ^ of the smail 
courts and small sqaarea ; knots of people, 
et^aged in earnest conversation, might be 
seen in all the Placet; the doors were ajar,— 
and bniy, onrions faces at the windows. 

We eonld not gain the Bligfattst intelli- 
gence of what was passing at St. IiaEare. I 
had once attempted to gain an entrance ; 
bnt the door had been fnriously sSmi against 
me, and the anthoritlea there seemed tialf 
inclined even to arrest me. 

I had pasoed tlie day tn vain and fruitless 
efforts ; and returning through the streets 
towards six o'clock la the evening, beheld the 
whole city in agitation. Groups might be 
seen hastily assembling In oil the public 
places. Men would approach, say a few 
hurried words to one another, and then as 
suddenly disappear. On every side was 
heard, — "The Sections are in aims;" or, 
" There is a conspiracy at the Convention ;" 
or, " The Jacobins are in conspiracy ;" or, 
" The Commune has suspended the decrees 
of the Convention;" or, "The artillery ia 
coming up." 

A crier was crying the "ffnmdejnAMon iJa 
JaeMiu d la Convention en foMor du peupU," 

Sometimes a whole streetAil of people fled 
snddenly, and disperHed as if swept away by 
the wind. Children were folUng down and 
screaming, women screeching, the shntten of 
the shops shut ; then a nniversal silence 
would succeed to the rumour and hubbub of 
the multitude ; till, as suddenly, some new 
cause of agitation would once more fill the 
empty street with wild and excited crowds. 
Heavy tbundeiH;louds hung threatening over 
the sky. The heat was safibcating. 

I was InAing in the neighbonrhood of my 
honse in the PloM de la Semlution, when all 
at once ft came into my head, that, after two 
nights absence, this would be the last place 
when any one wonid come to seek for me ; m 
I toot my resolution, passed nnder the arcadt^ 
and entered. All the doors stood wide open ; | 



the porter was abroad. I went np the com- 
mon stair, and fonnd myself quite alone. 
Every thing remained as I liad left it ; my 
books thrown about, and sUghtiy covered 
with dust — my windows vrare open; I sat 
down for a moment close by that which 
looked ont npon the Ptoee <h la RevoUuion. 

I was soon lost in thought.— I sat look- 
ing npon that dark and melancholy, but 
stUl imperial chateau of the Tnilleries. — 
The Convention was sitting where had 
been late the dwelling-place of kings. — I 
saw its long, many- windowed, gloomy front, 
stretching along the terrace of the Femliatu, 
with its rows of dark green chestnut trees, 
which, like the shrabs of the C^amp^Efytitt, 
were now white with dust. Tho Plaei A 
la BwolvtioH itself was black with innu- 
merable moving heads crowded closely to- 
gether ; while, towering in the midst, two 
hnge objects of painted wood presented them- 
selves— one was the statue of Liberty ; the 
other, the gnillotine. 

The evening was most oppressively sultry. 
The sun sinking behind the trees, beneath 
the dark indigo clouds that hang like cur- 
tuns above, darted his rays obliquely npon 
this crowd of black hats uid htmneu rouget; 
these last casting a gleam of lurid red over 
the otherwise dark aspect of the crowd. To 
me it seemed as if the picture wen spotted 
with blood.— The confused voice of the many- 
headed monster below reached to my window 
like the hoarse roar of many waters ; t^ile 
tile low murmur of distant thunder added, 
from time to time, to the imprearive glomn 
of the scene. 

All at once the mnrmnis of the multitude 
became louder, 'and a prodigious nobe and 
agitation seemed to arise on one side, and 
presently to spread over the vast assemblage. 
It proceeded from the streets leading to the 
Boulevards, which my window did not com- 
mand ; and sveryhead was tnmed that tvay. 
Something coming from thence seemed to 
excite the cries, hisses, groans, and load 
mnrmnrs of discontent i^ieh resounded on 
all ddee. — I leaned ont of my window in 
vain ; I coold see nothing. I forgot my own 
situation in my invincible curiosity to learn 
what was going on ; and I was about to 
descend into the Place, when I was arrest«d 
by hearing voices and the noise of a quarrel 
upon my stttircase, which made me very 
speedily shut my door. Borne men wen in- 
sisting upon coming up, and the porter, who 
was convinced that I was absent, was en- 
deavouring to persuade them, by showing 
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his pass-keys in Us hBod, tliat I no longer 
Inhabited the house. Two fmsh vdoes were 
heard asserting that it was qnit« irae ; that 
not an honr ago every comer had been 
searched, and poiitivefy no one to be fonnd. 
Iliad bat just arrived in time. At last they 
all went ninrmnring away ; and by their 
imprecations, I eaniy learned to whom I was 
indebted for this domiciliary visit. I was 
now obliged to retom BorrowMly to my 
window, a prisoner in my own house,* 

The noise and agitation continned to in- 
crease every moment 

At last a low, dnll, heavy sonnd shook the 
Place, like the tieavy rumble of cannon. An 
immense stream of people, armed with pikes, 
mingled with the sea of heads that occupied 
the PUtca; and the canse of all this tomnlt 
and agitation slowly hove in dght. 

It was an immense tnmbril, or cart, punted '- 
of a deep, blood-coloured red, and loaded with 
tighfy-four living victims! They were all 
standing, squeezed confusedly, one against 
the other. All dzes, sexes, ages, conditions, 
pressed together in one close, compact mass. 
Every one was uncovered ; and heads bald, 
or clothed with locks of gray, were mingled 
with the little, round, blond heads of children ; 
or with Mr youthful ones, covered with their 
long flowing hair. White dresses, peasants' 
striped and woollen clothes, uniforms of diffe- 
rent Tanks and re^ments, were confusedly 
mixed together. I saw infanta at the breasts 
of the mothers from whom they were so 
soon to be parted, sucking or slumbering — 
yoQng, slender girls — beantiful women — 
rude, amazed, staring clowns — men of fashion 
— priests — ofBcers — children. I have told 
you before, tiiis was what was called a 
fmmie. 

The load was so heavy that three large 
horses staggered under it, and could scarcely 
drag it along. Besides, — and this was the 
cause of all the noise and confusion, — 
at every other step the crowd stopped 
the cart with load shouta and vociferations. 
The horses backed and staggered, one against 
the other, and the cart was, in a manner, 
bemeged. Then, above the line of pikes, yon 
might have seen the condemned stretching 
out their aims to their friends. It was like 
a vessel, on the verge of shipwreck, seeking 
help from the sympathizing crowd on shore. 
At every attempt made by the guards and, 

* Hm doon of tha aputmsnti 
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the MM cuiotHf to advance, the people nttered 
a lond cry, and shoved and pnshed them back 
with their arms, shoulders, and breasts, in- 
terpo^g at last their tremendous esft> between 
the tyranny and Its victims. The cry was 
long, loud, confused, increasing, invincible. 
It rose, as by one impulse, from the Seine, 
from the bridges, from the quays, from the 
avenues, the trees, the pavements. 

Now ! NoM ! Nos ! 

As the cart passed, iorrenta of human 
beings rushed against it; — it reeled and 
shook as if about to be overset, like a vessel 
heaving on ita anchors. Once it seemed as 
if It would be lifted up, with all ita load. 
My heart beat with vidence. Would it but 
upset! Regardless of my own danger, I 
stretched myself out of my window. I was 
int«xicated, — I was dying, with anxiety. I 
could hardly breathe ; all my being seemed 
concentrated in my eyes. In the exaltation 
of my feelings, it seemed to me that heaven 
and earth took part in the spectacle. From 
time to time, a bright flash of lightning iltn- 
minat«d the overhanging cloud ; and low 
thunder growled in the distance. The black 
frtmt of the TniUeries, facing tlie setting sun, 
looked red and bloody ; the two great squares 
of trees, ttirown back by a gust of wind, 
seemed to retteat as if in horror ; the people 
groaned ; and the deep, hoarse voice was again 
re-echoed by the low, rolling thunder. 

The shadows deepened — the shadows of 
the approat^ing storm, rather than those of 
evening. From time to time, a light gust 
of wind raised a cloud of dust, which, for a 
moment, hid the scene from my eyes. Again 
it dispersed, and they were once more 
fixed upon die struggling cart. I stretched 
out my arms ; I cried aloud ; I invoked tlie 
people ; I called out, " Courage 1 Courage !" 
I looked up to heaven ■, I almost expected a 
miracle ; I cried, " Only three days \ only 
three days ! I ask but three days ! Oh, 
Providence ! Oh, Power supreme [ Only 
three days ! Alas ! alas !" 

The cart advanced ; slowly ; with difS- 
culty; obstrucUd at every step; — but it 
advanced I The troops closed round it. 
Between the guillotine and the statue of 
liberty was now one mass of bayoneta. 
There stood the fatal haven for wtich the 
vessel was bound, 

of the people, who seemed at 
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last weuy of blood, and disgusted at these 
scenes of horror — grew deeper end deeper; 
jet, trora some cstue or other, their oppod- 
tion seemed to l)ecome funter. I l>^aa to 
tremble ; my knees knocked tether. 

The enwmib of the picture was riuble t« 
my naked e;re ; to see it in det^ I took my 
per^ctive glass. The cart was already at 
some distance from where I stood; bat I 
could distinguish a man in a gray dress, his 
arms behind his back, — I do not know 
wliether they were bound or not. I recog- 
nised Andr§ Ch6nler. The cart was sti^ped 
again, while a sort of contest arose around it. 
Then I saw a nun in a bonnet roup* mount 
the platform of tbe guillotine, and begin to 
amnge a basket 

The scene began to swim before me. I 
lud down my perspective gloss, hai. wiped 
my eyes. 

With every advance the cart made, the as- 
pect of the picture changed. Every step the 
people felt as a defeat ; and their cti^ be- 
came less furians and more sorrowfaL The 
crowd, however, continued to increase ; and 
the progress was retarded by thur mass, 
though they offered no positive resistance. 

I took up my glass, and looked ^ain. 

Again I saw the melancholy travelleis, 
elevated by their whole height above the 
heads of the populace. The women were 
mostly unknown to me. I distinguished 
some among the unfortunate peasants, but 
not the women I dreaded to see. The men 
I rememt)ered at St. Lazare. Andre' was 
speaking, his eyes directed towards the setting 
sun. My thoughts followed his ; and while 
my eye watched the movement of his lips, 
mine repeated aloud his last verses : — 

Conunt on dnniar ajaa, comiiw dd dmiiei tiphir, 

Anime I* fin dhin tnwi jour. 
An ^«d de r«hA&ad, jisnia apcor m& Ijrti, 

Prat ttn at ce bisntAt man \oii, 

A violent and passionate gesture on hia 
part made me suddenly lay down my glase, 
and look upon the Place. 

The cries had all at once ceased ; the move- 
ment of Uie people had become retrograde. 

The ^nays — so loaded, so crowded — emptied 
rapidly. The masses broke int« groups, 
the groups into &milies, the families into 
individuals. At the extremities of the Plate 
then was a cloud of dnst, and people might 
be seen running away on all ddes. Women 
covered thdr heads with their gowns, chil- 



dren with their petticoats — all was confuMon 
and rout. Sympathy was extinguished, rage 
and indignation quelled, opposition at an 

end. It rained/ Those who understand 

Paris will comprehend Qxt scene ; I was a 
living witness of it. 

It rained/ 

I have seen the same tiling upon othei- 
occssons, equally touching and equally im- 
portant. The tumultuous cries, the impre- 
cations, the passionate vociferations, were 
succeeded by bushed, plaintive murmurs, 
quick and brief exclamations ; whose low 
notes, descending the scale, expressed the 
feeble and expiring resistance, and seemed to 
mourn over the weakness of this feeble race. 
The debased and bumbled spirit of the nation 
yielded before the statue of violated Liberty, 
and before the red and real scaffold, dyed 
mth the best blood of France. 

It rained/ 

Those who now pushed forwards, were 
either endeavouring to see the execution, or 
to escape Ibe rain i While the heavy drops 
fell fast and thick, the executioners seized 
their opportunity; the t^mpestnous waves 
bad become calm, and the veasel arrived at 
its destined port 

The gnillotine raised its bloody arm. 

At tbis moment there was not a voice to 
be heard, not a movement to be seen, through- 
out this vast Place. The monotonoue splash- 
ing of the rain was the only sound that 
reached me. The water in streams fell 
between me and the sca^ld. Uy limbs 
dook beneath me. I was obliged to fall 
npon my knees. 

So kneeling, breathless, my heart standing 
still, I looked and listened. The rain was 
still BO transparent, tiut I could just distin- 
guish the colour of the figures as tbey rose 
between the two beams. I could see a space 
between the block and the knife ; and when 
a shadow crossed this space, I ahnt my eyes, 
till the dies of the spectators apprised me 
that I might look agun. 

Thirty-two times did I bend my head, 
uttering a passionate and despairing prayer, 
such as never burst from human heart before. 
After the thirty-third cry, I saw a gray 
figure standing on tbe platform. I resolved 
to honour his courage and his genius, and, 
at leas^ to have the fortitude to witness his 
death. I rose up ■■ ■■ 

The bead rolled away, and the spirit of life 
escaped in a tormnt of blood. 
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" Oi™ ma a monunl's iimt k. bmths. The 

neollflctim is jet too much for me. Let me pui^^ — 
let me Ut down my nen,— let tbil indiiDUil beatini 
iMUt be iliU." 

Baob! a rage immeasorable, nncoatrollable. 



open my room door, and nisbed upon the 
sturcase, ciying ont aloud, "The murderenl 
The Bconndrels ! Denounce me if yon vUl, — 
Seize me if you please! — Here, — here!" 
And I wildly stretched oat my neck at if eeek- 
iog the executioner. I was oat of my seosea! 

And what do yon think I saw next 1 Two 
little children were dtting alone vpon the 
steps, playing together. Every body else 
was gone ont. Their innocent looks arrested 
me. They looked lightened ; and hand in 
hand pressed up agunst the wall, to let the 
madman paaa. I stopped and asked myself 
where I was going, — and why this one death 
should drive him to distraction, who had 
already witnessed so many. I became sud- 
denly calm, and wondering how I could for 
a moment have clung to the insanity of hope, 
I returned to my room the same impassible 
speotatorof events, which 1 bad been so long. 
I asked these children what was become of my 
artilleryman. They said that, ever since the 
5th ThermidoT, he had come home regolarly 
every morning about eight o'clock, had 
brudied my clothes, and taken his usual nap : 
and, as I never appeared, had gone away 
without asking any questions. I asked the 
children where their father was, — " He was 
gone upon the Place, voir la efrdaonU." 

When I had alt4^ther recovered myself, 
I stole quietly ont again, to satisfy the ex- 
cessive impatience I had to know what was 
to happen next ; and whether the final tri- 
nmph of Robespierre would be inexplicably 
added to this liis partial success. 

The crowd was still so great, and so atten- 
tive to what was going on, that I passed un- 
obaerved through the house door; and I set 
out, holding my head down, and walking 
quickly through the rain. 

Tlie night was now fast coming on. As I 
walked along, my ears were filled with the 
neound of the popular cries, the rushing of the 
wind along the streets, and the regular 
plashing of the rain. At every turn I saw 
before me the big statue of Liberty and the 
scaffold sorrowfully regarding each other, — 
the swaying living crowd of heads, and the 
rapd descent of the knife as it fell. I 
was still in a fever. 

Vol. III. 



As I passed along in this mBmier,Ifaund that 
I was continually impeded by troops march- 
ing from ail quarters, and by crowds of men 
who were all iiastily running one way. I 
stopped to let them pass, while my eyes were 
bent upon the wet pavement still shining with 
the rain, I saw only my feet advancing, I did 
not know where. I seemed to be able to 
reflect soberly, to reason logically, and yet I 
was acting like a madman. 

The air had been cooled, and tile rain ha 
ceased without my perceiving it. I wei 
along the quays, I crossed the bridges ; 
seemed to be trying instinctively to get out 
of the crowd, and I could not succeed. 
had the people before me, the people behind 
me, the people on each aide of me! — My brain 
swarmed with the people ! — It was insup- 
portable [ I was pushed, squeezed, and 
driven about. At last I stopped ; and sitting 
down upon the curb stone, I began to reflect. 
The picture, in its most vivid colours, still 
haunted me. I saw the red Tuilleries, the 
Place de la Revolution, black and lurid ; — 
the heavy dark cloud, the statue, and the 
guillotine, looking at each other. It was 
insupportable. I started up, and went on 
again ; and again the people squeezed, 
pressed upon, impeded, and embarrassed me. 
I made my way, however, without being 
interfered with,— for one is, perhaps, no- 
where better concealed than in a crowd. But 
wiUt my then feelings, I could have almost 
been glad that it had not been so : any thing 
would have been welcome that could have 
delivered me from the almost insupportable 
burden of my own thongfats. 

I passed the better half of that night in 
tfiese purposeless wanderings. At last I sat 
down upon the parapet of a quay ; a 
looking up, found that I was in front of the 
HoUl de Fille. ■ I knew it by It* luminous 
dial plate, which was afterwards extin- 
guished, and has »nce been once more re- 
lighted, and so remains to this day. The 
hand now marked twenty minutes after mid- 
night. 1 thought I was dreaming ; but 
looking up saw that I actually was sur- 
rounded by a nnmber of people. The Place 
de la Gr^ve, the quays, every place was 
overflowing. The crowd was densest before 
the Hotel de Ville, and every eye was fixed 
upon the great window which was bright 
with lights from within, for it was there 
that the eonncil of the Commune was being 
held. Upon the steps in front was ranged 
a thick battalion of men, in bonneU rongca, 
and armed with pikes, singing the Martetl- 
Ho. 67. 
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tatM; bnt the people !n general wemed 
muts with expectation and utanuhment. 

~[ was srazed all at once with a detentuna- 
tion to go to Jo«eph Ch^nier; and I soon 
arriTed at the narrow street of the Itk Si. 
Zoitit, where he had taken refuge. An old 
woman, oar confidant, who trembled as she 
opened the door, (which was not till ihe had 
kept me waiting a very long time,) told me 
that he waa asleep ; thai he was very well satis- 
fied with his day's work; tliathehad received 
f«n representatives, though he dared not go 
out himself ; that to-morrow they intended 
to attack Robespierre ; and that on the &th 
he would go with me to St. Laiaie, and 
deliver H. Andrg with his own hands. 

Could I awaken him to tell him, "That 
brother is dead ! — You are too late I" To 
hear him call upon his brother, — to heat him 
cry out, that he would have given the uni- 
verse to have saved him ) and know that he 
should n«v«r he believed, neititer during life 

r after his death; — that he should hear 

I same fatal sentence for ever in hie ears, and 
read it in the eyes of others, " Cain, what 
hast than done with thy brotlier I " Huit I 
awaken him for thU ?— Would 1 1 Oh, no 1 

" Let him sleep, — let him refresh his 
spirits," t^d I ; "he vrill have need of them 
all to-morrow." Bo I renewed my nocturnal 
ramble, nsolved not to t«tnm home until 

was over. I passed the night roaming 
from the Hotel de Ville to the Palais National 
- ttora the Tuilleries to the Hotel de Ville. 
All Paris seemed in the streets. 

The morning of the Bth Thermidor arose 
beautiful and brilliant. That was a long and 
eventful day ; and throughout the whole of 
it, I watched the grand contest carried on 
withiu the Republic. Contrary to usual 
custom, the silence of expectation prevailed 
on the outside of the Palais National, while 
all was discord and loud oontention within. 
The people awaited the nsnlt the whole day, 
hut in '^n. Each party was employed in 
concentrating its strength. The Commnne 

18 enrolling whole sections into the National 
Gnard. The Jaoobina were haraDgoing the 
mob ; numbers of the people carried fire- 
is ; and a dropping shot might every sow 
and then be heard hers and there. 

The day passed in this agitated and restless 
manner ; the night shut in ; and the newt 
spread that RobeBpiom was more power- 
ful Uian ever, and that be had 'confounded 
hla adversaries by hi* epeeoh at the Con- 
vention. 

What t— Shall he escape E What!— ShaU 



he he suffered to exist ! — to continue his 
bloody career ! — to succeed in hia wicked 
purposes ! — to reign!!! 

Through the whole of that next "awful 
n^ht, not one person did I see who sought 
for rest or shelter. As for myself, I never 
quitted the Place. I was rooted there. 

The second day dawned at last, — the day 
of the great crisiB 1 Hy wearied eyes 
salutAd it from afar. The Palais National 
still trembled with the thunders of the loud 
debate. Sometimes a cry, sometimes a word 
of intelligenee would eecape. And the agita- 
tion without was inexpressible. 

The dice were 1>etng tlirown, and the stakes 
of the awful game were life and death. 

Sometimes one of the pale combatants ap- 
peared, to breathe and wipe hia forehead at a 
window ; then the people anxiously asked 
how that game wen^ on which their own 
fata was depending. 

The day was at length about to close, when, 
all at once, a loud, desperate, passionate cry 
was heard issuing from the Convention — 
"Atailt T^yroH !" 

And Robespierre, it was said, was in prison. 

The battle without began immediately. 
Every one ran to his post. Drums were 
heating, arms glittering, and loud criea on all 
sides resounding. The Hotel de Ville was 
hurling forth the lugubrious sound of her 
tocBin, and calling, as it were, for her mBst«r ; 
the Tuilleries were bristling with arms ; 
Robespien^ rescued by his party, reigns 
once more in his palace, the Hotel de VUle ; 
the majority of the Convention in the Tuil- 
leries. Daring the night, die Commune and 
the Convention wore busy assembling their 
various partisans. What might properly be 
called the mob, was divided between the two 
contending parties ; while the baivgtoUU, 
tilled with doubt and sniptcion, were wan- 
dering in the streets, calling upon and inter- 
rogating each other. Dreading they scarcely 
knew what, both for themselves and the 
nation, they might be seen standing doggedly 
about, resting tiie butt end of their muskets 
upon the pavement, and their ohins upon the 
barrel, waiting for the dawn. 

It was now midnight. I was upon the 
Plaet At Oamnud, when ten pieces of cannon 
came up, rattling hastily along. By the 
hgbt of their matches, and a few tocdus^ I 
saw the officera arranging their pieces with 
an air of indiSerenoe, as if it were a field- 
day. Stone of the guns were pointed at the 
Louvns some towards the river. The men 
appeared to be acting under no podtire or 
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dedsiTS orders. They stopped, diamoimtod ' 
from their hones, and reallj did not seem 
to know what they were to do, oi to which 
party they belonged. Tliey mostly lay 
down on the ground by their pieces. I 
went up to them, and aoon obMired one, 
— probably the sleepiest, and certainly the 
t&Ileit among them tiu,— who had comfort- 
ably settled himself npon the carriage of 
his gnn, and was already beginning to enoie. 
I shook hia arm : it was my peaoafnl warrior 
—my Blairean. 

He seemed embanassed, and scratched hia 
head for a moment ; kmked at me aakance ; 
recognised me, and rose languidly from his 
eonoh. Hia oomrades, accustomed to lespect 
him as eJi^du pUe*, came up at the moment, 
•a if to asaist him in some manoenvTe. He 
(tr«tched out his anus and legs, with a long 
yawn, and then said, "Oh, r»Mhi, re$tta { — 
it's nothing at all; only the citiien there 
who is come Mr* nn pen la poutte (to take a 
drop) with me. Smn I" 

Hia comrades retimd, and lay down again 
in tbeii places. 

" Well," I began, " my Blaiteau, what is 
going to happen to^y V 

He took the match t£ hia cannon, and be- 
gan to light his pipe. " Oh, oothing vety 
particular — pat grtmd dtatt," said he. 

" The deuce [" said I, 

He filled lus pipe ; put it to his month ; 
took it away again. " OX I Mon Ditu, mim 
Dim, wmi — Nothing worth caring about." 
He turned hia bead merely, and looked orer 
Ilia shoulder contemptuously at the Palai* 
NatiimU, late the Tuilleriea, with all ita win- 

n now in a blaze of light — " A heap of 
lawyen squabbling there ; that's alL" 

" All, tiiat's the way in which it appear* 
to yon, el)'!" said :^.t»king a caralier tone, 
and endeaTOoring to strike his shoulder, bnt 
not reaching it. 

" Exactly," said Blairean, with an air of 
incontestable superiority. Isatdownupontha 
beam of hia carriage. I was ashamed to find 
myself so poor a philosopher in compariaon. 

But, plillosopher or not, I conld not help 
watching erery Uiing that p a a o ed. I saw the 
Carronael rapidly filling with battalions, who 
all dr«w up before the Tailleriee, reoonnoi- 
tering each other nn^ciouily. It was the 
section dt la Montagnt, that <4 ChriilMme 
TM, of the Oariet Awtfowss. Mid of the 
Ftmtaiita OrmtSe, who w«re now ranging 

QUelres around the Convention. Bat was 
it to attack, tjn to defend it? 

As I was aricing myself this qnestioD, I 



heard hoisemoi advannng at full gallop. 
They came up to the aitilleiy. 

A great coarse man, whom I saw indis- 
tinctly by the light of the torches, and who 
was squinting iu a strange manner, came 
first. He brandislied a great crooked sabre ; 
cried out, " Cttegmt oonnontert I avoi fAieet I 
I am the General Henriot. Viet Bobe^itrre, 
my boys I There are tile traitors, my boys 1 
— blow them to at«ms 1 Htin ! let 'em sea 
whether they are to make us brave boyi 
dance to their rouaic Uein I here I am, 
Henriot I Htitt ! don't yon know met I'oys 
— pat vraiV Not a word in re[dy. He 
tottered npon hia horse, and, throwing him- 
self back, supported himself upon the reins, 
making his poor wearied beast curvet and 
prance about " Eh, bunt where are your 
otBcers! MilUdituxl ViMlaNation! — Vive 
SaUipierrel ; Sacre! — Viv» Ii<ib«tpi«rra,me» 
omit I Come, come ; we are all brave tant 
mUMu and fine fellows : not to be caught with 
chaff— ^yT Don't you know mef — Hani 
I am no whipper-snapper anivellsT. Point 
your cannon at the old barrack, and blow to 
the d — 1 all those oheata and seonndiels of the 
Convention!" 

An officer went np to him, and said, " Go 
away to bod — the proper place for you. Get 
along 1 — we have nothing to do with you." 

A second said to the first— "But the old 
dmnken scoundrel may be a general, after 
aU." 

" Ah, hah ! what do I care if he is 1" said 
the first, and aat down. 

Henriot was foaming with rage. " I'll 
cleave your skull like a melon — 1 will, you 
rascal, if yon don't obey orden ! —iUtte tim- 

" Oh, I would not have yon think of snch 
a thing, my dear," said the officer, pointing 
to the hilt of his sword. " Be quiet, citizen, 
if yon please." 

The sort of oidM de oaap who followed Hen- 
riot now interfered, and endeavoured to per- 
suade (cMJawr was the term then) the ofiicon; 
but in vain. They cared still less for them 
than for their great drunkard of a general. 

The villanons Henriot was now almost 
■nfibcated between wine and rage. He cried, 
he screeched, he swore, he cursed ; he strtu^ 
his breast. He got off his horse ; lie threw 
himself npon the gmond. He remountsd, 
and off fell hia hat and feathers. His horse 
ran np and down, getting entangled among 
tbe traoea : the artillsrymen looked at bim, 
and lau^ied. The armed citiaens stood by, 
staring at bim, and laughed too. Henriot 
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received ttie most insulting treatment, and 
anewered with hia drunken ImpTecations — 
" O, ho ! — the great hog! — a great hog with- 
out his tuaks ! 0, ho ] what does he want 
with UB? — lepore enyMnaehf .'" Jn vain he 
sereamed rather than cried — " A vwi lei botu 
tani etdotUt ! Let us exterminate that sconn- 
drel Tallien! — ta the guillotine with that 
rascal Boissy d'Anglas! — down with Collet 
d'Herbois ! — down with Herlin Thionville ! 
Down with them all — a rascally pack of 
Conventionalists ! Down with 'em, boys ! " 

" Come, come ! " said the adjntant-majoc : 
" turn aboDt, and get out of the way, yon 
oldfooll — we've had enough of this. Get 
along with you; you're not coming this way!" 
and he struck Benriot's horse upon the nose 
with the hilt of his sabre. The poor animal 
alAried off, and ran down the Plaet da Car- 
fvtua^ carry bg away his master, — hia hat 
and sabre dragging i^r him, — and throwing 
down, as he passed, men, women, boys, and 
poor little children, who bad crowded there, 
like all the rest of the world, to see what 
was going on. 

Henriot, however, returned to the charge. 
The shock, and the cool mi on hia uncovered 
head, had in some degree sobered him. He 
said to another officer, " Hind what yon are 
about, citizen ; I give you orders to fire upon 
the Convention. My orders are from the 
Commune — from Robespierre, St. Jurte, and 
Conthon. I command the garrison. Do you 
understand me, citizen!" 

The other took off his hat ; but he an- 
swered with perfect »ang /roid — " Give me a 
written order, dtizen : you don't thinlc me 
such a fool sa to give fire without proof of 
my orders? Good enough — ha, ha! I have 
aeen service before yesterday. Clet along! 
— I am not going to get myself guillotined, I 
can tell yon. Get me a written order, and 
I'll bum tlie PaUaa Nattmal and the Con- 
vention as readily as I'd bum a bundle of 
matches, do yon see T' and he pulled up his 
moustache, and turned hia back upon him. 
** Or, if you like it, order Uie men to fire 
yourself, and m keep your secret." 

Henriot took him at hia word. He came 
strught up to Blaiiean. " Comrade," he 
said, " I know you." 

Blaireau opened his great dull eyea, and 
SMd, '* Good ! — he says he knovre me." 

" I command you to point your piece 
agunst that wall there, and to — fire I" 

Blurean yawned ; then he set himself to 
work. The piece was turned. He bent his 
long limbs, and with ai 



began to point bis cannon, putting lue dtta 
poitU» d* piece exactly opposite to the great 
lighted window of the chateau. 

Henriot triumphed. 

Blaireau raised himself to hia full hdght, 
and said to the four men who stood ready at 
their posts to serve his piece — two on the 
right aide, and two on the left — "Not qnite 
riglit yet, my good fellovrs. Another httU 
turn of tlie wheel." 

I gazed at that turning wheel. I thought 
I saw the mythological wheel of Fortune, as 
it slowly revolved, and the cannon with it. 
Yes, it was ao ; it was that very wheel in 
sober earnest ; on it were suspended the des- 
tinies of the world. If it turned one way, 
and pointed the piece, Robespierre triumphed 

At this very moment the Conventionale 
heard of the arrival of Henriot — at this 
moment, like the aenBtors of old, they seated 
themselves to die in their curule ch^rs. 

The people were flying in dismay from the 
tribunes, and were relating around ua what 
they had seen. If the cannon let fire, the b»- 
sembly was dissolved, and the united sections 
passed nnder the authority of the Commune. 
The reign of terror was established — and 
what next? perhaps a Richard the Third— a 
Cromwell — an Augustus — who knows! 

I hardly breathed. 

There was a little inequality in the ground ; 
the men could not place the piece as they 
wished, the wheels turned the wrong way. 

Blairean croeaed his arms over his breast, 
looking at his piece with the discontented 
and dissatisfied air of a discouraged artist. 

He tnmed to the ofiicer of artiUety. 

" Lieutenant ! they 're too young. These 
men don't know what tiity are about — too 
young. As long as you give me such lads 
as these I can't work my piece. There 'a no 
pleasure in it I " 

The lieutenant answered in a tone of ill- 
humour, " Did I command you to fire ! 
not I." 

"Ah bUtt! t^eil difisrent," aaid BUii«ati, 
yawning. "AhbiM.' ni m>i, ium pbu. I've 
done — good-night." And giving his piece a 
kick, it tnmed on one side, and he lay quietly 
down to sleep upon the carriage agun. 

Henriot drew his aahrt^ which some one 
had picked up and given to bira. "Will 
you fire or not I " aaid he. 

Blaireau gave a whifF with his pipe, and 
lifted np hia match. " Hy candle is out," 
aaid he. 

Henriot waa choking with rage, and 
struck at him a blow with his sabre enough 
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to elcftTe ft wall ; but it was Mined hy a 
dnnkanl — it glanced adde, striking the sleeve 
of hia uniform, and scarcely scratching the 
skin as I judged. 

It was enough, howeTer, lo decide the 
biuinMS against Henriot. The artillerymen 
fell upon him; a storm of blows rained 
around ; and, covered irith mod, and (disking 
Uke a sack of com upon a miller's ass, the 
unfortunate general was carried by his 
horse, as every one knows, to the Hotel do 
ViUe, where Coffinhal the Jacobin flung him 
ont of th« window, to die upon a dunghill, 
his proper and natural bed. 

At this moment the commissaries of the 
Convention arrived, crying out that Robas- 
pierre, St, Juste, Conthon, lleoriat, were 
put /ton la lei. 

Magical words ! 

The aeetions answered with cries of joy. 
The Carrousel was iUnmiiiated as by a fury 
wand ; every musket carried a flambeau. 
VmlalAberU! — VvoelaCvxteention! — A bai 



crowd dispersed, the battle was won, all by 
that one magical ciy, the levolntionary inter- 
dict — HoTM la M. 

The ConTeution, so lately beu^^d, made 
a sortie, and went in their turn to besi^ 
the Hotel de Ville, I did not follow ; I no 
longer doubted of their victory. I did not 
go to see Robespiem fracture his own jaw 
in the attempt to blow out liis brains ; and 
He there in haughty ralence, receiving the 
imprecations showered upon him as he had 
received the homage lavished at his feet. He 
had remained at the Hotel de Ville, wuting 
for the submiaaioD of Paris, instead of con- 
quering it for himself. 

He was, after all, a coward in grun. 

All was over with him. Neither did I see 
his brother fling himself upon the bayonets 
throagh the windows of the Hotel de Ville, 
nor SL Juste carried to that guillotine to which 
be had despatched so many innocent victims — 
his arms crowed, his eyes elevated to heaven, 
like the grand Inquisitor of Liberty, 

They were overthrown— all the rest was 
indiffeient to me. 

I lemuned upon the Piatt, and taking 
the long, brown hands of my Nrople-heorted 
and pasrionlesB artilleryman in mine, I made 
this little oration. " Oh, Blaireau. I thy 
name will not occupy the minutest cc 
in history— and litUe wilt thou core, 
vided thou mayst yawn and sleep the hour 
away, at the feet of thy Rose. Tbou 



art too simple and modest, my Blaireau, 
for few of the men sumamed freat, by those 
wbo pretend lo write hist^ny, have done a 
deed so signal as thine I Thou hast cut short 
an era of democracy — thou hast arrested the 
ReToIntion. Thou bast slain the Republic. 
This is what thou hast done, my sublime 
Blaireau I Other men will govern the world, 
and will assume to themselves the glory of 
thy deeds ; men that 'your candle,' had 
it not been out, might have blown to 
atoms. Much, and long, and eternally will 
men write upon the 9th Thermidor, and who 
will ever tUnk of naming thee ! Thee, 
worthy of that adoration, of tliat meed of 
honour which is due to those men of deeds 
and not words,^ — who perhaps do not know, 
and certainly little reflect upon what they 
have eSected, but who rarely are endued 
with thy sublime modesty and philosophio 
candour ] I, at least, here oKr thee my 
homage; for thou, oh Blaireau J thou art the 
man of destiny j " And so saying, I bent 
vrith unaffected reverence before the instru- 
ment of one of the greatest political events 
in the world. 

Blaireau thought I was laughing at him ; 
he withdrew his hand gently, scratched his 
head, and said, with much respect^ " Si 
tfetait UM efel de tatre bonti, just to look at 
my left aim." 

" Right," said J. 

He look off hie sleeve, and I got a torch, 
"Hake your best acknowledgments to Hen- 
riot, child," said I ; " he has rid you of certain 
questionable hieroglyphics. The fieurs ds 
lis and Madeleine have just been sliced off 
with the epidermis, and to-morrow you will 
be well and may he married." 

I wrapped my handkerchief round his 
arm, took him home, tt ce quifnt dit futfait-^ 
(so said, so done.) But it was long before I 
could recover my sleep. The serpent, it 
was true, was etiangled ; but it had devoured 
the Swan of Prance I 

And what became of Madame de St. Aignan 
and of Mademoiselle de Coigny ? 

The IHh Thermidor released them both. 
Madame de St. Aignan retired to the chilAu 
de St. Aignan with her three children, and 
devoted her widowhood to their education. 
She was grave and melancholy, but preserved 
her usual sweet and gentle softness ; and her 
impression will never be eSaced from my 
memory. She has been long dead. Made- 
moiselle de Coigny married. I have heard 
noj too happily. 
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Tbb late Sir John Inglis wu in tbe habit 
of receiving, r^ululy every aDtnmn, from 
BraemoT, a flook of Highland wethers, to be 
fattened on his rich pastore at Cramond, 
near Edinburgh, for the supply of hia table. 
A certain man of that Highland district, of 
the name of Donald Lament, was the person 
who, for many years, had the charge of 
driving the sheep ; and the care and fidelity 
which he displayed in the performance of 
this dnty, added to the circumstance of his 
being remarkably shrewd and sagacious, and 
hia having a certain spice of sly hnmour about 
him, made Sir John take a great liking to 
him. So much interest^ indeed, did the worthy 
Baronet take in Donald, that he never arrived 
at Cramond, to make his annual delivery of 
sheep, that Sir John did not send for him, in 
order that he might have a talk with him ; 
after which he always gave orders that every 
care should be taken of him, and every kind- 
ness shown to him in the servants' hall, 
whilst he remained there ; and finally, it 
was ever hia vront to diamias him with 
some peculiar mark of his approbation. 
Donald's journey to Cramond, thoKfore, was 
always regarded by himaelf with veiy pleas- 
ing anticipation for many a long day before 
the time of his departure arrived ; and 
when it did come, he turned out for the 
puipose of assuming the command of his 
flock, with his collies at his heels, with all 
the pride of a general attended by his staff, — 
dressed in his best bonnet and plaid, kilt, 
hose, and brogues, with his best badger- 
snouted sporran, or purse, girt before him, and 
with his tkiim-dhu, or black-hafted knife, 
sticking, in his belt. Though Donald was a 
little man, and rather insignificant in appear- 
ance.yethehadsdauntleesspirit. He there- 
fore always made ontthe journey alone, ask- 
ing the aid of no other assistants but that of 
hia dogs. Small pitcher as he was, he went 
and came thus to and from the well, for 
aome forty years or so, without ever fulfill- 
faig the proverb, by being broken or Injured 
daring all that long period of service. Hedid 
meet with adventures now and then, however; 
and one of these I am now about to tell you. 
The weather had been pecnliariy saltcy, 
and the roads unusually dusty, during one 



of Donald's southern trips ; and as he inv 
ably made a point of adhering strictly to that 
laudable economy for which Scotsmen are, 
for the most part, so justly celebrated, he 
not only chiefly depended for his own sup- 
port on the scraps of cakes and cheese 
afforded by a wallet which ha carried at his 
back, but he also trusted the maintenance of 
his muttons more to those pickings which 
Providence provided for them by the waytide, 
than to any purchased provender. It waa 
not wonderful then, on the occasion I allude 
to, that by the time the creatures had got si 
far on their journey aa half way betvreen 
Kinross and Queensferry, they were ready 
to halt and set their teeth very actively a 
nibbling on a piece of most inviting unen- 
closed pasture, the A«shnees of which wonid 
have been tempting even to the pampered 
palate of the most apathetical epicure of the 
wool-bearing race, that ever wore one 
Hr. CuUey's flannel jackets, or fed In t 
English paddock, or even in Uie foir fields of 
Phantassie ; far more a ragged rout of half- 
starved, hairy-coated. Highland wethers, 
with black faces and huge boms, aifbrding 
the very beau-ideal of the supposed counte- 
nance of that alarming pereonage ndioro oi 
own Immortal Bums addresses as — 
Anld Honda, Satu, Nlok, or Cloalii I 
Donald, fully aware of Uie urgent nece 
dtiea of his bleating battalion, beheld them 
rush upon their forage with a triumphant 
Baa-a-a that rejoiced his very heart. "Puir 
beasts ! " muttered he to himself, as he heard 
the gratifying sound produced by their In- 
ciBors as they cropped the herbage at a rate 
that would have ensured the annihilation of 
the whole patch in the course of a few hours, 
— " Puir beasts ! she's sure ye be siur wantin' 
meat ; and weel are ye wordy o't a' ! " and 
then, casting the hesitating glance of a mo- 
ment over hia shoulder towards an adjacent 
field of wheats where a large band of reapers 
were at work under the eye of the farmer — 
"Hoots!" added he, with a shrug, "she 
swarranta she'll no be muckle mindin' her, — 
ta puir beasts 'ill no do muckle skaith for a' 
tat they'll tak." So saying, Donald was about 
to seat himself on a bank to chew a crust 
from his wallet, that the animab might have 
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tha mon leimin to fill themwlTaB, when, hav- 
iag sg«in cut his eyes aakuiM towafda the 
fftrroer, Mb Highlaad honour pricked him. 
" Tnti I " uid ho, with another afarag, " what 
for wad ahe be takin' ta man's graaa, fan ebe 
may ha'e it for ta axin' 1 " 
_ GiTing to hifl fen-tailed aides-de-camp the 
tetapoiary charge of tha brigade, who were 
too well occupied not to engme his finding 
them at hk retorn, he limped away, with hot 
ttet and tired lege, to wheie the ftt and com- 
fortable farmer waa lounging after his reapers 
with listkos atapa, and with bia hands in his 
braeohea pocketa^ bnt with hia eyes aharply 
occupied on the pn^resa of the important 
work he waa anperintending. 

Donald, with becoming modestj and defe- 
lancc^ took off hia bonnet while he waa yet 
a far waj off; and, as he drew nearer, he 
made divers obdaancea before tlie eyes of the 
fannei were yet tamed upon him. At 
length he "of the broad and farrowed 
land" caaght a dght of him "of the misty 
moon tains." 

" Weel, friend, what ate ye wantin' i " eaii 
the farmer. 

" Wad her hmonr no be anghery," said 
Donald, bowing again with an air of great 
snbniiaaion, " tat ta aheeps taks a bite o* ta 
grass yonder 1 " 

" A bite o' my grass ! " exclaimed tha 
fanner. " Na, deil ae bit. D'ye think I 
can be giein* bitea o' grass to every chield 
that pasaea this gate wi* aheep t 'Od, I wud 
be eaten np wi' them like the locusts o' 
Eegypp! Na, na. Mend, — gang awa' on 

i' your aheep : ye's get nae bites frae me, I 
promise ye ! " 

" Hoots ! " said Donald, quietly, with a 
whlmrical sort of half smile of entreaty on 
his conntenance, and with another humble 
bow, — " boots ! she awananta tat her honour 
'ill no be rae hard — tawathers sore hongrie." 

" Deil cares 1 " replied the farmer ; " hongry 

' no, tbey may gang elsewhere to get their 
bellies filled, — deil ae pick shall ttey ha'e 

"Oichl" said Donald, looking over hia 
■honlder towards the apot where the sheep 
B making the beat posdble nse of their 
time, and satlafied in his own mind that the 
objects of hia solicitude had at least had 
touts pickings already, and that the longer 
he could spin out the negoUatJon the better 
it wad be for them, — '** Oich, oieh, sh^s vera 
hard wi' her. Hoot-toot, but surely she'll 
let her pair bit wathera tak a bit plok o' ta 
graaa : ta puir beasts sore hongrie, vera tired." 
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" 'Od, but ye're a cusnin' chield," said the 
honest farmer, at once perceiving Donald's 
drift, and taking a hearty good-natured 
langh at his ingenuity. " I see what ye're 
after, billy ; sae, while ye stand haverin' 
there a' day to me, ye think, nae doot, that 
your wathera 'ill be pUxtin', as ye ca' it, a' 
the time. Bnt I tell ye aince for aye, that 
deil ae plock mair shall they ha'e ; sae ye 
may just pack up your alia, and begone 
directly, sheep an' a'." 

" Ta puir beasts like to starve," sud the 
indefoUgahle Donald, still preserving the 
most perfect serenity of countenance, and 
with eyes still lighted up with a comical 
amile of entreaty, — "ta pair wathera aae 
hon gr ie Toots 1 her honour 'ill no grodge 
ta puIr beasts ta plock." 

'* The deil's in ye for an obstinate chield!" 
said tha farmer, extremely tickled with Do- 
nald's unconquerable perseverance. " Awcel, 
I'll tell ye what it is, — an' ye'll ahak a 
fa' wi' Jock Heachgh, my bandster there, 
'od, but your wathers shall ha'e a pluck till 
their weymea be fn' ! " 

Donald cast a look towards the grass, and 
t>eheld his muttons feeding busily upon it, and 
he waa resolved. He then eyed the man who 
was binding, — a tnvad-ahonldered fellow, 
nearly half as heavy agvn as himself, — and 
hia qnickly-fonned resolution perished within 
him as soon as it was bom; nor waa its death 
the less sudden when he remarked the c 
temptnous glances of the hero of the harvest 
rig, and heard him mntter to himself, " Poof ! 
—that bit body] " aa if conscious that he 
could have devoured him. 

Donald felt that he had no chance at all ; 
and, turning to the farmer with a piteous 
via^, "Hoot-toot," said he, diaking his 
head, " troths, but die no be good at fightin', 
— but, och hoch! ta pulr beasts be vera 
hongrie — l>e ta better o' ta plock ; and snre, 
snre, her honour no be nane ta wanr." 

« Ka, na I " exclaimed the farmer. " I've 
said my say, — an' ye dinna like my bargain, 
billy, ye're free to let it alan^, an' ye may 
e'en gang your waya on to the Perry. But 
what do ye apeak o' fightin', man? Shal ' 
a fa' is no fightin'." 

" Toots, but she be an anld man ! " said 
Donald, eyeing his proposed opponent with 
au apprehension which it required all his 
ingenuity to conceaL "She no be fit to 
fights." 

"On, that's a' nonsense t" said the fanner, 
— "Jock Heachgh is about aa anld as ye are." 

" On, na ! " said Donald. " Sure die be a 
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puity young man, — >are she'll no be Jit for 
her ava, ava." 

" Tut, man, are ye a Hielanman, an' 
frightit to ehak a fa' wi' tliat chap ! " cried 
tliB farmer. " '0(1, I'll Ull ye what it is — 
ye Bhall ha'e fair play ; an' mair nor that, 
forbye the pluck to your beasts, whichever 
chield throws the ither, shall h&'e this hauf- 
crown piece, an' it shall he placed in ony 
ane's hands ye like to name." 

Donald eyed the glitteriDg piece of money, 
— he cast another look at his sheep ; and 
now, the advantagea beginning to weigh 
heavily against the dangers of the combat, 
and the honour of the Iliglilands being con- 
cerned, hie spirit wae stirred up within liim, 
and his resolution came again upon him. 

"She be an auld man," said he, " an' she's 
no good at fightin' — but, since her honour 

lun ha'e it sae, — Fod, hut she'll try ] " 

" That's a brave chield ! " cried the former, 
giving him a slap on the back. " Weel, — 
wha's to baud the hauf-crownt" 

" Hersel wad like ta bonnie lassie," said 
I>onald, nodding towards a trig, rosy-cheeked, 
smiling girl, whom bis eyes lighted on, and 
whose blushes manifested that she was by 
no means ineensible to the compliment which 
the old man had paid her, though she, at the 
le time, certainly felt it to be no more 
than just. 

"Wi' a' ray heart," said tlie fanner, hand- 
ing the girl the coin. " Hae, Bess ! liaud 
ye the stakes, lass. Come awa, Geordy, 
a, — let's see what ye can do against Ilie- 
land Donald here," 

" Hu 1 the bit body ! " said the bandster, 
tossing from him the sheaf, the straw ropes 
of which be bad that moment tightened ; 
and folding his arms across liis breast, and 
looking at his opponent from top to toe, like 
Shakspere's Charles the wrestler, with a gaze 
of utt«r despisal, he seemed to convey to him 
the assnrance that ho could quite aa easily 
toss him down in the same manner. But 
little Donald was not to be so daunteil, — for, 
throwing olF all his farmer diffidence, and 
knitting his brows, and summoning an ex- 
pression of desperate detennination into liis 
countenance, he strode forward with a few 
bold paces towards his adversory, like a 
game cock, and eyeing him fiercely, he laid 
both his hands on the leathern belt of his 

n tporratt, and giving it first a powerful 
hitch to the right side, and then anotlier 
powerful hitch to the left side, and then 
finally settling it forcibly in front by another 
twitch to the centre, he pulled out his titan- 



dfni — looked at it earnestly — drew the blade 
of it through betwixt his finger and thumb 
— examined it narrowly again — again fixed 
his eye fiercely upon his man — stuck the 
knife energetically into his belt — and giving 
a loud " huehhum ! " as if to gather all the 
wind lie was master of — he again looked 
savagely at his man, and called out, 1 
voice like thunder, " Oomt noo!" 

But the self-confidence of Jock Meochgh 
the bandstet was gone : he had watched 
Donald's every motion, and he lilted not 
their import — " Na !" sud he, \rith a shake 
of his bead, and with an expression of dis- 
may which there was no mistaking. " 'Od, 
I'll hae naething ado wi' ya." 

"What the deil's the matter wi'ye noo, Jock, 
man?" exclaimed the farmer, burstii^ into 
a roar of laughter at the success of Donald'a 
manteuvre, whilst the whole harvest-rig of 
reapers joined in his shouts of merriment. 
"What the deil's the matter wi' ye, mi 
Come ! — till him I Wad ye be cowed w 
hit body like thati Come !— till hun, mai 

" Na ! — deil ha'e me an' I ha'e ony thing 
to do wi' Jiim ! " replied Jock, retreating two 
or thtee steps backwards to restore that pro- 
per distance between them which he now 
seemed to think essential to his personal 
safety, and which Donald had just at that 
moment diminished by aa many bold steps 
forward, accompanied by another loud and 
tremendous huchAuin! "'Od, I wadna be 
sure o' my life a minute in the hands o' 
siccan a red-wud wild Itielanman as that ! — 
Na, na ! — fegs, I 'U ha'e naething ado wi' 

" Eh man, siccan a fu^e ! " cried the 
farmer, bursting again into a roar of laughter 
that was chorused by shouts from the whole 

reapers. 

" 'Od, man, ye war fninty eneuch at first ; 
but I'm thinkin' Hleland Donald's ta'en 
don-n ye're stamick a wee. Weel, Donald ! " 
said he, at last, after his mirth had some- 
what subsided, "ttolh ye're a brave chield 
after a'. Lassie ! gi'e him his hauf-crown ; 
I 'in sure he's worthy o't : and as for the 
wathers, by my certy they shall eat, an' 
bite, an' pluck yonder till their weyms are 
like to rive again. An', d'ye hear, Donald ! 
couie ye in by wi' me to the house yonder 
that ye may got a bite an' a mp to yoursel' ; 
an' I'll tell ye what it is, neither ye nor 
your wathers shall ever gae by my door wi' 
toom kites as long as the breath's in my 

Donald made his approaches to the Q,ue 
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of Beauty who had been appointed to presido 
over the lists, with all the grace he could 
command, took from her hand the silver com 
which sho held out to him, and then, she 
nothing lotli, he ventated to steal a kbs from 
her glowJDg- lipa, amidst shouts of appIauM 
from the whole burest-rig of reapers. 

The honest farmer was as good as Ids 
word ; and as Donald in his future trips 
generallj took o&re to Birive at his worthy 
friend's farm towards eTening, his housa and 
homestead became so ceit^ a place of 
npose and refreshment for himself and his 
wethers, that at last he reckoned this place 
as one of his regnlar stages. 

It h^pened, however, apon another occa- 
don, that Donald, being on his return from 
Ciamond to Braemar, was so deurons to get 
on to Perth the first day, that he contented 
hinuelf with a short call on his kind friend the 
farmer ; and thongh by no means now so active 
as he had once been, he fagged on doggedly 
abng the dusty road till he got some mUes be- 
yond KinrtwB, when his feet became beaten and 
hia limbs weary. "Ochhoue 1" sudDonald, 
sa he sate him down to rest himself in a 
diUh by the aide of the road. " Och hone ! 
hoo lang ta Sassenach miles be growaa 1 
Och hone I bnt ae mile o* ta hard tnmim- 
spikes be wsur nor twnnty on ta braw 
heather o* ta Hielond hills ! " 

Whilst Donald was sitting witii his face 
turned jtowards the hedge, thinking of home, 
and his native mountuns, and the bonny 
De^ and the loi^ trudge which his legs must 
take before bis eyes should behold its crystal 
stnam, two horsemen came riding along the 
road ; and as he turned his head to look at 
them when they came nearly abreast of him, 
one of them eyed him, puUed up his horse sud- 
denly, and called to hiscompanion, who wheeled 
quickly round and joined him ; and then 
both of (hem, with their horses' heads turned 
towards him, lenuuned for some moments 
surveying him very attentively, and talking 
all the time in a half whisper to each other. 
Donald was considerably alarmed at this 
extraordinary conduct, bnt he resolved at 
least to keep a /nee of courage over the fears 
that lu^ed within him. He therefore con- 
tinned to dt apparently as uncoacemed as 
if he hod not observed them at all, mimching 
at a morsel of hard cheese and dry oat cake, 
and with hie face planted plumb against the 
hedge ; whilst he still endeavoured to watch 
every motion of the two men, by throwing an 
eye backwards over each shoulder like a hare 
inberfonn. They wereratherrui&au-looking 



fellows, and instead of whips, DonaM observed 
that they carried large bludgeons, so that he 
had not the least doubt that robbery was not 
only their usual trade but their present 
object ; and, though he had not very much 
to lose, yet, he felt that to lose that little, 
and to have his life put in jeopardy at the 
same time, was by no means a very deurable 
denouement of ibe present mysterious ren- 
counter. 

After much whispering and a good many 
significant nods and winks to each other — 
" 'Od, sir," said one of the fellows, " as sure 
as I'm alive, it's the very man." 

" Pegs is 't," said the other ; " it 'a him as 
sure as that 's yon. Let me see," continued 
he, taking a paper out of his pocket, and 
carrying his eyes alternately from its contents 
to the object of his speculation ; " let.me 
see — sandy hair — ay — thin pale face — 
ay, exactly — small gray eyea — — tuts, 
maul we need noe mair — it's the very 
diap, 1 '11 be bailed for't" 

"Ou,as snre'a death it's him I" re-echoed 
his companion. 

In a moment both of tiiem, animated by 
the same impulse, jumped from th^ horses, 
and they pounced upon Donald like a couple 
of terriers on the seated hare to which I have 
already compared him, "You're our pri- 
soner 1 " shouted they. 

"Shentlemans, shentlemans!" exclaimed 
the unresisting Donald ; " weel, weel ! but 
fat is she pris'ners for? Och hone 1 " 

" Ah ha, my billy, that cock '11 no fight," 
a^d one of the men ; "ye're nae mair a 
Hielanman nor I am : ye spak gnde enough 
English at Pertii fair, no muckle waur nor 
I'm speakin' mysel', Fm thinkin*." 

" That is a gnde ane," sud the other ; "as 
if ye didna ken as weel as I do what you 're 
nabbed for. We'll see whan the Joodge 
comes round, whether ye can mak the wit- 
nesses forget that you are a robber an' a fief, 
as weel as you pietend to has done yersel." 

" Fief 1 " cried Donald, much relieved by 
finding that instead of being made the subject 
of a robbery in his own proper person, he 
was only suspected of having robbed some 
one else. " Fief ! och hone ! sore tronblea I 
sore troubles 1 " whined he, with an assumed 
air of deep and settled despondency. 

"Ay," said one of the men, now quite 
at ease from the facility of his capture ; "it's 
time to say sore troubles noo, indeed ; but it 
wad ha' been a hantel better if ye had thought 
o' this sote trouble, or ere ye did that for 
which ye may get your neck raxt. But 
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9 awB, aold carl ; get oot o' the ditch, 
and come alang wi* hni." 

" An' which way wad the be taldn' her t" 
deinanded Donald, ae he Blowly obeyed the 
man's orders. 

" Ti> the Tobuith o' Perth, to be eure," 
teplied the other. 

" Och hone 1 »ore pity 1 Bore pity I bad 
luck I" cried Donald, again in the same 
whimpering tone, but inwardly rejoiced that 
the route which they proposed to take with 
hiiD, was exactly that by which be required 
to go at any rate. " Bnt, och hone t " con- 
tinued he, "she be an auld man, an' she be 
•ore tired ; wad the no get a bit ride ?" 

" Bide," B^d one of hie captors ; " to be 

re 1 d'ye think we ha'e tlioe U> letyo walk 
a' the way," 

" Ride," said the other ; " to be eure ye 

all ride ; ride like a king ahint me, on 
this beast. Come, help him up here, Hr. 
Mnrdieson," continued he, as he eettied 
bimeelf on the saddle ; " and noo, do ye keep 
Be thoughty back, that ye may the better 
watch that he disna try to play me ony 
dog's trick, an' syne mak afFwi' himeer." 

"OqI fool ehe'llnodotat,Hhentlemant," 
said Donald; "she swarrants she no do tat — 
) ! — she'll 

Donald's protestations were most sincere. 
Never did bride more willingly ride en eroupe 
behind bridegroom than Donald did behind 
the horseman who took charge of him ; 
his weary limbs hung dangling 
air, at either side of the horse, he 
noted with a peculiar degree of Inward satis- 
faction, how quickly the milestones were 
now flying to his rear in comparison with 
tiieir motion in the former part of the day, 
when he was so tired with the rarity of their 
sahitations to him, and the slowness of their 
retreat from him as he went limping past 
them. Meanwhile hie two companions had 
their agreeable thoughts, too ; and these 
they went on participating with one another 
n merry half-coyered allnrions to the ease 
irith which they had secured their prize, 
the good luck they had had in so soon falling 
' a with their prisoner, tlte wisdom they had 
both shown in taking that pariJcalar road, 
the ebrewdness they had eTinced In at once 
marking their man, and the triumph they 
should enjoy orer some other parties who 
had taken different directions in search of 
the thief ; bnt most of all, they hugged them- 
selves on the delightfnl prospect which tliey 
certainly beheld before them, of tlw 



immediate golden harreat of a rery c 
siderable reward which had been oKred for 
the apprehenrioD of the delinqoent. 

Whilst they were jc^ging on in this way, 
they met with a gentleman mounted on a 
handsome horse, and followed by a groom in 
livery. The two oatehpoles at once knew 
him to be one of the wealtbieat and most 
important gentiemen of Perthshire — an 
BCtire magistrate ; and one who, having 
been at Perth fair at the time of the robbery, 
had given his aid in devising and furtherii^ 
such measures as were considered moet likely 
to produce the capture of the culprit. 

" 'Od, sir, we *ve gotten him ! " shouted 
both the men at once, before he came within 
twenty yards of them, 

"Hal that's well," said the gentleman. 
" ¥oii are a couple of meritorious fellows. 
Well, I did not think that be wonld have 
come this way." 

" Aweel, your honour, bnt I was Cock 
sure o't ; an' ye 'II mind I tell ye sae," eud 
Hurdieson. 

" Let me see tike prisoner," continued the 
gentleman, riding dose up to Donald, that he 
might the more narrowly examine him. 
"Bless mel he is an old mant — What a 
wretched sight it Is to behold vice and crime 
and old age thus united I " 

" Ou ay 1 " said Donald in his assumed 
whimpering tone, " sad oght I sad rightl " 

" Wretched old man, how I pity you 1 " 
said the gentleman. 

"Ugh ay !— pity,— aad pity! — badlnckl 
bad luck ! " 

" Bad luck I " exclaimed the gentleman, 
"alas! I fear there is no feeling In your 
hardened heart, but for the bad luckyou 
think yon have had in being taken. It may 
be well for yon, old man, that you have been 
thus arreated in your career of crime, if yon 
are yet brought to a sense of the enormity of 
your guilt before you die." 

"Och hone! bad lucki" continued Donald. 

" What a melancholy thing It is to see so 
much anxiety for life, and so great an indif- 
ference to futurity, in an old man, who, in 
the common course of nature, diould be 
thinking of that journey which we must aU, 
sooner or later, take, but which he may be 
sud to have already entered on ! " 

"On ay," sud Donald, thinking of the long 
wayto Braemar,'—" sore journeys sore jour- 

" Yes," said the gentleman'; " but have yon 
reflected, old man, as to where the journey 
may probably end with you ? " 
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" Oa ay — troth ahe haa done thfttl" 
nplied Don&ld. " Ugh tj — ion jonr- 
neys." 

" What a truly heartbrMUng ught ! " 
ezcl&iiued the feeling magUtrata, " to behold 
a mao with one foot In the grare, sa one 
may eay, and with th« load of a long Ufa of 
crime upon hia soul t — ^Tia a pitiable eight 
indeed! — Let me advise yon, old man, to 
think over your past life, and aeiioualy to 
repent of those dark deeds which have so 
mnoh blackened it. Trust mo there is no 
hop« for you on this side etamity ; for the 
party who waa robbed, declared, in my pre- 
Mnoe, that he can swear to yoor person, and 
there are others equally well prepared to 
Identify it" 

" Ugh, ugh, bad Inok I — bad luck I " whim- 
pered Donald ag^ though tecretly congra- 
tnlatisg himaelf that, since the true robber 
was w well known, his confinonent conld not 
be Taiy long. 

** idas I " said the gentleman, again, 
"how the wreloh would cling to life ! — what 
a wofnl lecture of homan nature I But I 
neod not tell yon, ofGcers, that he cannot be 
Tiewed aa a guilty man until he is proved to 
be so before a jury of his country. At all 
events, he is old and feeble ; therefore I de~ 
sire that you will treat him aa kindly as 
circnm stances will permit, and let the poor 
wretch want for notliing." 

" Ou, we'll see to that, your honour," said 
both tlu constables in a breath, as the gentle- 
man left them, ■* well aee and do that, aa far 
aa lies in our power." 

They had not ridden much above a mile 
farther when they came to a public house — 
" Haister Matthew," said he who was called 
Unrdieson, "I dauisay the poor deeril'e 
atarrin' o" hunger," 

" Ay troth, it's a question whether he's 
gotten ony thing to eat sin he took leg-bail 
yestreen frae Perth," sud he who carried the 
prisoner behind him. 

" Sore hongrie — sore hongrie— '' whined 
Donald, as be emphatically mbbed his 
stomach with both his Itands. 

" 1 tfil'tya sae," said the firat officer; "an' 
troth I'm thinkin' I conld eat a bit o' a canld 
. sheep's head, or a knuckle o* ham, or some- 
thingthatgatemysel'; for it's no that mnckle 
I ha'e eaten tlds day." 

"F^s, to tell you the truth, Tm gaye i 
yanp too," replied Matthew. "What i 
we ^onld stop a hit here, an' tak a morsel 
o* what the gudewife can ^e us ; it 'ill ' 
gang intil the count, ye ken." 



"Ay," said the other, "and ye mind tlut 
his liononr bade us treat the man." 

" Ay," said Matthew, " hia honour's very 
worda were, an' ye ken I like to be parteectu 
about words ; for our clerk says, fouk ehonld 
aye be parteedar about words, for they dinna 
ken whan they may be speered at anent them. 
Hia honour's very words, I say, were, trtat 
him as kindly aa circumstances will permit, 
an' let the puir vratch want for nothing." 

"That's just what his honour said," re- 
plied Mnrdieeon, dismounting as he spoke, " I 
can swear to his very words." 

" Wou, but he's afeclin' hearted Christian! " 
said Matthew ; "sae, as we hae plenty o' time 
to get to Perth lang or if s dark, I dinna see 
what can hinder us &ae tokin' as gnde a 
dinner here as the circum stances o' lucky's 
hoose will aUoo. Fouk maun eat, ye ken, 
aa lang as they ha'e teeth i' their chaf ts." 

" 'Od, that* a true enough," said Murdieson, 
" sae jump ye doon, anld man, and let's into 
the house. Laddie I tak a hand o' tbae 
nafgs— put them into the stable for a gliff- 
bnt, d'ye hear, dinna tak aff the saddles." 

" Cknna awa, lucky," cried Matthew, to the 
woman of the house, "ye need to l>e a bit 
fendy I>ody ; let's see what you can gi'e ua till 
onr dinner," 

" Ye can hae broth, gentlemen, and beef, 
and twa brandered chnclciee, and some ham 
and eggs," said the landlady. 

" Tltat 'ill do fine," said both the consta- 
bles at once: "come awa* vri' them then, 
woman, as fast as ye can ; for we maun be 
aff agun afore ye can say Jack Robiaon." 

You may easily imagine that Donald, 
thongh a perfectly paaeive party in tl 
arrangements, was by no means the lees 
delighted with them on that account : nor 
he do less ample justice to this entertainment 
than either of his companions ; for, while 
they talked, he went silently on, cramming 
himself, aa if he had economically resolved 
to eat now gratis, what should last him till 
he should reach Braemar. A respectable, 
though not intoxicating, allowance of brandy- 
punch followed the fcaat. The bill was dis- 
charged by the constables ; andthe trio again 
mounted and rode on as formerly, for some 
miles, till they approached the tumpike-gato 
at the Brig of Earn. 

"Wad ye no like a drink, auld carl!" said 
Matthew the constable, behind whom Donald 
wae seated. 

" Ugh, ugh, sore drouthy," replied he. 

"'Od, I dinna wonder at that," replied 
Matthew, " after a' yon ham and (^gs ; for 
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my pairt, I'm cbokin' ; an' I'm buk ye 
sho'elled twice as mnclUe o't o'er jour cnig as 
I did ; for I maan do ye the justice to say, 
tliat ye ate as if ye lud Iiad a Heriot's-wark 
laddie in your weym." 

" Saonders I bring oot a l>ottIe o' porter 
to tliis pntr man." 

Out came the tumpike'maii with a cream- 
ing pot of brown stout. Donald took it from 
the constable, who handed it to him ; and, 
turning away his head from the eye of the 
tollman, he drained off the liquor to the very 
bottom. " Faigs," said he, when afterwards 
telling this part ol his story, "ta chield tat 
cam' after her was na' muckle ta better or ta 
waur o' her leaTins." 

" Weel, Saunders," sud Matthew to the 
tnmpike-mao, "didna I tell ye that we'd 
catch him ? it's no often that I misses my 

"Catch wba?" said the toUman ; "ye 
dinna mean to say that's the rubber ! " 

" Yes, bnt we do though," said the other 
constable ; " whan Haister Matthew and me 
hunts in couples we never misses our gemm, 
though it should be an auld fox himsel'." 

"'Od, I'm thinkin' ye're mistane this time 
though," said the tollman. 

" Poof, nonsense man," replied the officer ; 
" ha'e we no gotten the chield's pickter in onr 
poutch ?" 

"Ay," said the other officer, "an' d'ye 
think we didna try him wee! by hia likeness." 

" I canna lielp that," said the tollman ; 
" Pm positive that's nu the man." 

" Ua I ha I ha ! that's a gude an«, 
Sanndeis," shouted Matthew. "Did ye no 
tell us nae longer than twa or three hours 
syne, as we goed by the toll, that ye kent 
naething o' sic a chap as we describit the 
rubber to be ; and boo con ye set up your 
facenoo, tobesae positive ae way or anither 1" 

"Tiiat'B a' very true," said Saundero, 
edging round the horse to get a look of 
Donald, who still did all he could to keep 
his face away from his observation ; " but Vm 
positive that's nae mair the rubber than I'm 
tl»e rubber." 

" Weel, ye're the moist p'ositoevest gnee I 
ever forgathered wi'," said Murdieson; "did 
we no ahon the chield to the Justice himsel?" 

"Ay," said Matthew, "and did he no 
tell me to treat him as kindly as circom- 
stances wad permit, and to let the puir rratch 
want for noethug t and wasna' that the very 
reason that I ^ed him the drap porter ye 
nooV 

■Ay," said Uordieson, "and did his 



honour no gie the puir deevil the beat end o* 
a holf hour's sermon, that might ha'e edified 
even a publican ond a ainner like yon ?" 

" WUI ye no be conrimoed noo, ye dour 
brutet" added Matthew. 

" No," said the tollman, not o little nettled, 
" I'll no be convinced by you ; an' yet I'm 
noe moir a guse or a brute than yersel', 
Maister Matthew." 

" I'll tell ye what it is, AUster Mnidie- 
sen," said Matthew, turmng to his con^o- 
nion, "naething will ever stop the empty gabb 
o' this fool chield, bnt a gnde bat ; sae 
ye like to gae my haulves, we's wager bii 
■iller crown, that we hae gotten the right boo 
by the lug," 

"Done, gentlemen !" exclaimed the toll- 
man, eagerly wetting his thunb in his 
mouth, and rubbing it against those of the 
two officers, which, ofler nndergoing a similar 
preparation, were siiccesmvely held out to 
meet it. " Ye may bid good e'en to your half- 
crowns s-piece ; an' ye may comfort yersel's 
for the loss of them wi' the bit auldbyeword, 
that fules and their money ore soon pairted. 
I ken this auld man weeL Mon/s the time 
he has etoppit at my door to get o drink, as 
he gaed by wi' droves □' wothers ; fur he's 
been drivin' aheep U> Sir John Inglis o' Cra- 
mond for near forty years bygane. Mony's 
the crack I ha'e had wi' him; on' I'll be 
bailed there's no an honester body between 
the Earn therc^ and the Dee whanr he comes 
frae. It's but the ither day that he gaed by 
wi' his sheep, and I tak it that he's noo on 
hia way norUi ; so he couldna ha'e been in 
Perth for near this week byeposU Hoo's a 
wi' ye, Donald, my cock ? what ore ye hidin' 
your heod that gale iotV 

Seeing concealment to be no longer practi- 
cable, Donald lifted his head with a good 
humoured grin of recognition to the tolhnon. 
" Trotii, she's no wonders nor she houde doon 
her head, fan she be ca'ed o fiefs an' a rub- 
bers," said he waggishly. 

Mr. Matthew turned in his saddle ; and 
Mr Murdieson puslied his horse up to Donald 
to eye him more attentively. Dismay fell 
on the lofty countenances of both of them, 
and overshadowed them as the mist does the 
mountain tops. 

" As I'm a sinner, he wants the muckle 
scaur on bis broo," exclaimed Motthew. 

" 'Od, whatgard us no think o' that afore?' 
said Murdieson. 

" Get doon aff the beast, ye anld deevil, 
or PU ketch ye. into the midden," i 
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" Hoots, toott I no," Mid Donald, roguuhly, 
" mtelf she'll be roiadin' tat his honoar bade 
her tnte her as kindly as ciTcuiiiBasses wad 
painnent. Wad she no Uk her on to 
Perthr' 

"Get doon this moment, I tell ye, tn Til 
be the deaUi o' ye," s^d Matthew, grinning 
■0 fnrioDBly with nge, that poor Donald lost 
no more time, but sUd very nimbly over the 
tail of the horse, and took poet behind the 
tollman. 

"Aweel, awee]," s^d Donald, so soon as 
he felt eecnra of the protection of his old 
friend, who was chnekllng' heartily at the 
defeat and mortification of the constables, — 
" Aweel, aweel, shsutlemans, nn ye wnnna 
gie bei mair rides, she's mockle obliged for 
ta mony gude miles ye ha'e brocht her — ay, 
an' for ta gude kail, an' flesh, an' foals, an' 
ham, an* eggs, an' brandies ; ay, on' portars 

' a' — saeshebewushin'yebaithaTeragnde 
night ; for, sin ye wnnna carry her f arder, she 

Min juste'enbetrottaweebitgateto Perth 
her nane ten taes." 

" Na, na, Donald lad I" said the tollman, 
laughing as if he would have split himself, 
e shanna purt that gate. It's wearin' 
late ; and ye's no gang farther this night, I 
nise ye ; sae come in by. An' do ye hear, 
gentlemen, we'll ha'e yonr crown oot here 
in gude pnnch, an' sae we'll aoather a' sair- 



" We're mnokle obliged to ye, Saunders," 
said Hat^ew, tossing down bis half-crown 
in a huff, an action which was quickly foU 
lowed by a similar trllmte, aa sulkily paid by 
his companion ; " bnt we ha'e mair impor- 
tant matters to mind, than t« be sittin' 
tenchin' a' night in a tipplin' hoos ;" and 
both of them, digging their heels into the 
rides of their garrons, they gallopped off to- 
wards Perth m a whirlwind of dust, whilst 
the tumpikeman, with his sides shaking with 
laughter, led Donald into his house that he 
might hare his share of their spoiL 

Donald Lamont continued to take these 
annual journeys to Cramond, until his ad- 
vanced age bad tendered him so infirm, that 
he became altogether uniit to attempt ihem ; 
when t^e charge of Sir John Inglis's wethers 
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e else. But s 



was the affecting nature of Donald's recol- 
lectiont^ that he never saw the drove leave 
the glen without crawUng after them for 
some distance ; and, when he parted with 
thera, he kissed the creatures, — looked with 
a longing eye after them for some lime ; 
and, when they were out of sight, he buret 
into tears, and returned home crying like S 
child. The good Sir John Inglts never 
allowed the i£epherd who drove them, to 
return to Braemar, without sending Donald 
some substantial token that he had not for- 
gotten him. 
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Wbwe thn mnin, of wholaume 1* 
Remnuitt otlovo — whine madnt Mnia 
_Thiu into Ulrow room withdnwi. 
I, Usiois of priitina monld, 



Aod;* thUgt 

Tbbbb is to me an indescribable charm i 
Old Uioffta. They are the finest of all 
antiquities, for they have a life in the pre- 
sent, as well as a venerable memory in the 
past. The base of Time has gathered ronnd 
them ; bnt it is tinted by the halo of Hope ; 
they are ancient as the hills, yet fresh as 
the returning spring. How cheerfully they 
divided the social year of Old England, 
keeping the heart alive with gentle antJcipa- 



old! 

tiou, or warm with kindly remembrance I 
There was first the hallowed starting-plaoe- 
nelcome Cluistmas I — with ita religious e> 
lenuuties, and carols ^t<l revels, if less 
solemn, scarce less sanctified : the blaiing 
Christmas log, and the garlands of ivy and 
nustletoe — moat sacred of parasites— decora- 
ting the oaken hall, into which was solemnly 
ushered the boar's head with its appropriate 
carols — 
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Capui Apri d^ro, 

Reidni laitdt* DmuKo, 
The bmr'i head in hud bring I, 
With gtrUnd* g&y uid nttaowij ; 

I pimv joa kll ling mtnilj, 

Qui atUi in ammao I 

Merry Shrovetide, with its niBtia feut, 
and yeomanly feats, brought on the glad 
and Palmy Easter — tlu blessed morning of 
the Resurrection, when the cottage dame 
arrayed liet children in their new home~iq>u& 
garbs, and lierself put derouUy on 

tmit rumnl ttU thit hour Dnword, 

In tbaugbtAil nvtraoM dT tb* PaiNcS of PlAC*. 

I confess I was rery much delighted to 
see, lut Poach Sunday, in the close vioimty 
of the metropolis of Fieibyterisjiiim, some 
hundreds of young children playing on Hie 
grsssy siopes of the Royal Park, with hard- 
boiled coloured eggs, each with a new bonnet, 
or pair of new shoes, or were it that bnt a new 
pin, to ward old cnstom. I am not sure bnt 
I lingered with more heart-reaching satisfac- 
tion about this scene of childish sport, than 
I Itave felt in surveying all yonr late stupen- 
dous improvements, and fdt that there was 
more of the genuine spirit of antiquity here 
than in the hall of the Antiquarian Society. 

The observances of the Hay-day, Mid- 
Bummer^ve, and Hallownus, mingling as 
they did Omidical and dasric snpweti- 
tions with something whicit, if not Chris- 
Uanity, is far from being inimical to Its 
spirit, were so intimately interwoven with 
the stroi^ and umple virtues of the elder 
time, that one cannot help feeling as if 
their decay indicated a loosening of the bonds 
of social charity. Then how finely do thay 
awaken the memory of the flowery allegories 
of the old poets, of Chaucer, and King James 
I., and Dunbar, and of the last days of 
romance and expiring chivalry, when the 
peers of Henry IV. thonght it no disparage- 
ment of their valour to erect the Maypole 
in the court of the Louvre, or when I^ce 
Charles leapt the palace gtwden-wall at sun- 
rise, to surprise the Infanta of Sp^ gatheiing 
May-dew — the enclianting cosmetic of the 
ever-blooming damsels of romance ; the only 
tme " Circassian bloom " and " celestial 
Kalydor ! " The ladies are hereby cautioned 
against using any other composition than 
this, distinguished from all counterfeits by 
the mark of the rosy fingers of Aurora, her 
wgnatore witnessed by all Qia Graces. There 
is, I fear, no hope of seeing the Duke of 
Wellington and his Staff set up a May-pole 
at the Horse Crnards, in imitation of the 
Peers of Heniy ; yet the pastime was at 



leaat as innoottit as the erection of the 
goillotine in the Plaoe du Carousel, or 
even of the triumphal arch of Napoleon, at 
the Champs Elystes. And though I fear we 
shall never see any modem prince imitate 
the lover's leap of the romantic and unfortu- 
nate Charles I., one likes better to think of 
his wild adventaiTS, than of his Buooessor 
indnlging in the more modem pleasures of 
a midnight carouse at Chiffinch's, with Lady 
Castlemaine, or " Mistress Nelly." 

All those old eustoms and superstitions 
were pregnant with weighty meanings. The 
wak« and the aU promoted courtesy and 
cordial good ndghbonrhood. Then was in 
ttte Hay-pole a finer moral tiian was ever 
yet gathered in the gallery of a town theatre, 
where it is still to Iw seen in effigy. The 
fairies — yea, _the dapper elves by whose 
example botji men and maids were made 
more cheerful and more happy — were, J 
think, the first regular society on record for 
the promotion and encouragement of neatn^ 
cleanliness, and good housewifery. If the 
gentlemen of the Highland Society think 
themselves first in date, they are mightily 
mistaken. The Furies were, besides, the 
original improvers of dairy produce ; they 
wen bankers, too, and lent at even less than 
three per cent. Bnt they are all gone I 
And we may ring, with jolly IKck Corbet, 

FanvflllT nmrdE uid furin I 

Good hoojewiYw now auj nj, 
For now fonle linM in dairlM 

Doe fue u w«ll u ther: 
And though thej nnep Ansa htaithi no leii 

Tbu maidi wna wont to do«, 
YM who, of iKts, (or deuilinm, 

Findt liipcnce in har ahoc t 
At morning uid st'naing both, 

You meny were ud gUd ; 
So little can oT 5le«pa and ilotb 

Thow pnttj ladiei bad. 

m,— rr i f^^ 

ir Uhor, 



' Unless the Ettrick Shepherd'f 
charm back those " pretty ladies " with the 
pastoral stop, they are gone for ever — " Tint, 
tint, tint 1 " 

AU those festivals and Hupeietitions were 
the humble props of natural jaety : their 
origin was religious. But how different a 
thing is the vatt or meny-making of an 
EngUsli manufacturing village, from the 
primitive rural institution; the festal yet 
decent observance of the eve of (he Saint to 
whom the parish church was dedicated 1 One 
would like to see the Christmas hoUy-bnsh, 
the pahn-branoh of Easter, and the gay 
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garlands and white bloesoitu of the May, 
floucish in perennial freahiieMi, amaranthiDe 
wieaths ; but to look on them dabbled in 
gin, blighted by the hot breath of riot and 
groea excess would make u* almost welcome 
Mr. Martin with a bill to restrain ** the idle 
pulling of hawthorn," or " the wanton gather^ 
ingofprimTosea^" or the shade of Major Cart- 
wright, followed by his fNMW eomitattu. But 
no ! let even the excreacences that have 
grown on our ancient customs be removed 
with ■ gentle band ; let them be renovated, 
not trodden down, and left to the profane 
vulgar till their memory has become a re- 
proach — perished &om among us 1 

Above all those old things, how fine were 
the ancient troth-plights and " tokening* " 
of lovers ; the dedication of " speoial locks 
of vowed hair," and the thousand other 
amulets ! So high a veneration have I for 
the pure silver token, (wen it but a broken 
crooked sixpence,) that were I on the jury of 
a thief who had not spared thia while be 
filched the other contents of a down's pane, 
he ehonld have no noommendation to merey 
from me — that evidence should hang him. 
The mxpence broken for true love ceases to 
be the common coin "of Qiis realm." It is 
stamped afresh by Nature's mintage ; its 
obverse ii a bleeding heart, its legend "con- 
stancy." Bnt far above all other "token- 
ings," the exchange of Bibles is most beautiful 
and affiKting. Into how powerful a talieman 
may a tiny red or bine volume be converted I 
How many changes of time, and mood, and 
worldly circumstance, will the memory of 
its acquisition survive, and itill continue to 
be precions I I cannot at this moment 
recollect any scene of the highest wrought 
fiction more tenderly touching than that 
described of Bums — the inspired and still in- 
nocent boy Bums, and bis early-loet sweet- 
heart, meeting in the Sabbath qniet of their 
snqiended harvest toils, by the windlng'Ayr, 
O'erbmig with wild woodi thiefcaniiig gnea 1 

to q>end " one day of parting-love," and 
exchange probably their whole Independent 
personal property — thrfr Bibles I How 
heart^tonching the simple and holy betroUial 
which makes the history and the charter of 
man's salvation the pledge of his tendeniees 
and fidelity to the beloved sharer of his 
earthly love and of his immortal hopes t- 

But I have wandered strangely from the 
object of my narrative, which was to record 
an old tuoffe wMeh stUl exists, and which 
to roe was ae novel as it was detightAil. On 
my late homeward voyage, I fcU in with a 



shipmate, whose qniet and rather reserved, 
though finally kind and pleawng manners, 
and general Intelligence, proved exceedingly 
agreeable, and fully repaid my trouble in 
courting his acquaintance. Richard Ashton's 
friendsliip, if slow in growth, was well worth 
waiting for. Towards the end of our voyage 
we were vexed in the Channel by bafflmg 
winds^ and my calm friend became more 
impatient than was coDsietent with bis 
philosophic temperament. He wished to 
reach home by a particular day. " One 
might think, Mr. A^ton, you bad an ap- 
pointment on that day with your mistress, 
after a three years' abeenoe in India," was 
my smart remark, as we lolled over the 
ship's side in a dead calm. " I have with a 
half dozen of them, all about equally dear," 
was his reply. "I had set my heart on 
being home by Sunday ; and I yet hop* 
that I ahall. It is an annual fesUral in our 
family, in all the families of our county ; all 
my brothers and sisters will be at home ^it 
u Mcthering Stmdof." 

I believe I half started. Mothering Sun- 
day 1 how beautiful a name ! I too bad left 
at home a mother ; I was touching on the 
land of my fathera ! I entreated to be 
allowed to aeeompauy my friend borne, and 
the request was instantly granted. I inquired 
farther about this august festival, but learned 
nothing more than that on that particuls^ 
day, all the cluldran of one blood, however 
scattered by the waves of life, flocked back 
to the dwelling of thur parents, to their own 
birth-spot. My friend had come from Bengal 
just in time ; a married brother and sister, 
he smd, were settled in London ; another 
uster lewded in Liverpool ; but " I think," 
s(ud he, with his grave smile, " vre shall have 
them all, if no unlucky hooping-coughs, nor 
ill-timed confinements, as the ladies call 
them, come in the way," 

On the evening of the following Saturday 
he said to me, pointing from our chaise to a 
low ridge of bills at a distanoe ■ — " The hills 
beyond my father's dwelling ;" and with 
his qniet humorous smile to those he liked, 
he added, " You think. Colonel, the gods 
have not made me poetical ; but call ma 
single-eonnet Ashton, if you please, for I 
once made some rhymee on this spot, which 
my sister Marianne christsned a sonnet, and 
that was the first linsy ' Th* hilU baprnd mf 
fiaierfi dtttUtufr There must have fol- 
lowed a tmlUHff, of courses but whether of 
heart, ey^ or memory, I cannot recollect. 
Marianne, befor* her mantle, had not only 
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made a fair copy of the Iin«« for eacli of her 
Btstera, but could repeat them. Poor Mari- 
anne ! slie was herself my sole reading 
public ; she waa indeed my erery thing, my 
patient verb-aud-Doun hearerto the hundredtii 
repetition ; she loved Latin for my sake, nil 
the better that ahe knew not one word of it. 
She was, beeidee, my apologizer-general, my 
nck-nurse, lay BtocVing-mender, my bntton- 
Btitcher, my all in all." 

I had never heard Aahtou aay tenth part 
■o mach about hinuelf. He relapsed into 
ulence for a half hour ; and as we turned an 
angle of the road which bad latterly led 
down a broad open valley, again «aid, as if 
he had not paused, "And yonder is onr 
parsonage, 'tis a little old place ; but b it 
not pretty ? " 

I would have bit my own tongue rather 
than have denied that it was ; but in truth 
I did not need to tax my sincerity. The 
cottage, or rather the clatter of cottages, 
inhabited by the carate of Nunsbrooke, had 
all the beauty which follows the wonts, the 
industry, and the enjoyments of humble and 
useful life. We had now left the open valley, 
and struck off at right angles into the small 
circular vale which at every Bt«p grew closer 
and more crowded with the simple, common, 
and characteristic features of an English 
landscape. A hundred and a hundred such 
sweet, retired, rural scenes may be found in 
the bosom of England — but is the single 
wild flower which we cull the less sweet that 
lens of thousands of its kind are springing 
in the same meadow ? 

Twilight was deepening fast, and I could 
not minutely discern all the details of the 
scenery ; bendes, my attention was pvta to 
my friend, who became absolutely loquacious. 
From the moment he told me that the slip of 
rivulet that twined and glimmered in the 
twilight by OUT path was an admirable 
tronting stream, and pointed out the copse 
where he had found his first bird's nest, I 
ftlt that I possessed the confidence of Ricbud 
Aaht«n. I am certain there b not a man in 
ten thousand in whom he wonid have reposed 
the same trust. " I see there is fire in my 
mother's room," eaii he ; " she will be In for 
a long gossip witli Marianns and Alice to- 
night, and will fear damp for her Cockney 
grandchildren, which she never dreaded for 
her own children. Fire in the parlour too, 
at this season I Here are extravagant doings, 
but it is Saturday evening ; my father, even 
in Ills hardest working days, allowed himself 
a pipe and a newspaper on Saturday." 



" And was such indulgence so rare t " 

" My father reared Mid sent eight ol 
into the Vforld well-educated men and won 
on an income which for many years did not 
exceed thirty-five pounds. Even yet it falls 
short of fifty. He knows the value of money, 
as of every thing else ; hut he never would 
accept of any charge which might lead him 
from his people. Both lay parents are of 
this parish." 

I led my friend into his father's history. 
He felt a manly and honest pride in relating 
it ; and well he might. I soon learned that 
the curate of Nunsbrooke was no ordinary 
man ; and I afterwards found that I had not 
overrated him. He was a person of c( 
petent learning, and of strong intellect ; who 
with mnch temperate kindness of heart, 
possessed inflexibility in prindple and pur- 
pose that might have ennobled a Stoic philo- 
sopher. He indeed, as his son bad said, 
held eveiy thing in heaven and eartli at its 
exact value. His aged partner was not quite 
his counterpart. She was inferior in mind ; 
and education was not for her day ; but they 
suited each other wonderfully well. Shew 
most notable and exemplary in all household 
matters, the tenderest of moUiers and the 
kindest of neighbours ; one of those happily- 
endowed humble beings in whom " innocence 
is Nature's wisdom," wlio are better than 
they know. Her motlierly kindness tempered 
the firmness of him whom next to her God 
she reverenced, which, but for tiuB anti-attri- 
tion, might at times have verged to severity. 
Both were the children of small farmers in 
the parish ; and the only difierence of their 
lives was, that whereas he had been for a 
time a servitor at Oxford, she had ne 
travelled ten miles beyond her own or 
fatlier's cottage. In my subsequent intei^ 
course with the family, I saw that both 
parents were held in the tenderest veneration 
by all their children, with this difierence, 
that a little story was sometimes told, or a 
little joke hazarded by her daughters, illus- 
trative of their mother's bonhommi«, if I may 
unsex the word for her sake ; while the 
commanding intellect, and deep, and acute 
discernment of life and diaracter, and of 
the complicated machinery which sets thdr 
springs in motion, possessed as it were 
intuitively by the elder lUchard Ashton, 
raised him the more highly in the esteem 
his sons, the more their own knowledge of 
the world extended and ripened. 

I was both edified and amused by the 
evident astonishment and serious disapproba- 
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tion of the «ndeat and renerable matnii, on 
witnesMiig tiow lightly, u it seemed to her, 
the yoke of matrimony M>t on her eldest 
daughter, who, thoagh with perfect giuety 
and good-humonr, not only arowed opinions 
different from her husband'i^ but appeared 
to have a decided will of her own. To old 
Hre. Aabton, her hnsbaod had ever been 
almost in God'a atead. This alackening of 
the bonds of conjugal discipline ; this ineTe- 
renoe for the holiest earthly authority, ap- 
peared to shock her whole natnie as much as 
so calm a nature could be unhinged by any 
tioDg ; and though both hnebands and wires 
tried to reconcile her to what ahe conceiTed 
a breach of doty and decency, I have no 
donbt that she seriously lectured her dangh- 
teiB apart, and made tbia offence the nibject 
of her secret prayers. " WiTes, submit 
youraelvea unto your own husbands as unto 
the Lord," was a piecept to which her whole 
spirit bowed ; and the only thing I was told, 
that ever nuule Urs. Ashton for a few hours 
now and then unpopular among the female 
parishioners, was the uncompromising strict- 
ness with which, in all cases of domestic 
dissenffion,ahe enforced the doctrine of implicit 
conjugal obedience. 

But I hjiTe outstripped the regular course 
of my stoiy. As I knew that the mnall 
parsonage would be swarming like a bee-hive 
from kitchen to attic with daughters and 
gnndchildren, I established myself for the 
night at the Hose, the neat rural inn, in 
which my friend's introduction procured an 
attention to my few ei^reased wants and 
large snppoeed vuhea, to which as a chance 
guest eren my puree gave me no claim. 
Richard Ashton wae not a man of apologies; 
but I was forced to check him aa be began 
to mumble about my not £nding thinge so 
suitable, &c. &c. Is It not hard, tiiat because 
a man has )uA the misfortune to be baked 
and broiled half lus life, he must be set down 
as a aensnal, eelf-indulging, vainglorious 
voluptuary for the remainder of it 1 Yet I 
do plead guilty ; and a man must have lived 
for thirty years in India, and been just off' a 
five months' voyage, to understand the luxury 
which it was to loll in the crisp refreshii^ 
sheets, washed in the cool streams, and dried 
on the cuckoo-buds and lady-smocks of the 
meadows of England. J had hardly yet got 
rid of the rocking sensation of the ship ; and 
this being but my second night on shore, I 
slept as a landsman does when he once more 
gains firm earth. On the former day, when 
walking, my very toes grasped the ground, 
_Voi»DX 



asif eachwereafiMler. I clung to earth with 
my feet, and planted them on land like the 
seahorse climbing an iceberg. 

I was literally awakened in the morning 
by the sweet chime of the Sabbath-bells ; not 
the loud peal intended to startle the dull 
heart of great cities, nor yet the sonorous 
Bonnd of ^e old consecrated bells, which my 
host told me were once known in this vale, 
and the ringing of which diverted the thunder- 
storm, and drove away the devil, but the 
" still small voice," whispering a gentle and 
holy summons to prayer and praise. I 
started hastily up, and, like all strangen, 
advanced to my window. The prospect was 
now fully revealed. The gray serene of the 
sky harmonized finely with the SabbaUi- 
stUlnese that breathed over the Tslley. It 
was neither bold nor rich, but it was 
enchantingly soft, and what at tlie time was to 
me more precious, it was purely and delight- 
fully English ; not indeed a scene of wealthy, 
powerful, commerdal England, though her 
mighty heart and the right arm of her 
strength were viuble even here, but a con- 
fined home-view of rural England, Old Eng- 
land, Merry England ! with her strong 
virtues, her primitive mannece, and her Old 

The church where my friend's father had 
so long officiated, stood on an elevated curva- 
ture by tlie ude of the stream, and about 
the centre of the vale, which, as I have said, 
broke upwards from a wider and richer 
valley. It was a very humble edifice, and 
of dimensions much under those of the 
Gotliio structures, whose open stone-work 
towers, or tapering spires, form so frequent 
and interesting a feature in the rich land- 
scape of cultivated England. But tliis little 
chapel was not the less the pole-star of the 
vale of Nunsbrooke ; and time and holy 
feelings, which had gathered around it and 
given it sanctity, left it not destitute of 
beauty. It had its garland of aged trees — 
elm, and ash, and monumental yews ; and 
the tracery of wild creepers on the walls, 
and the streamers of ivy floating from the 
roof, assorted better with the humble struc- 
ture, than elaborate architectural ornaments 
would have done. The parsonage and its 
adjoining offices stood about a bow-shot off on 
same willowed rivulet, which, between 
the church and it widened into a translucent 
pool,socloseiyclipped in with alders andoaiers, 
that as their tremulous shadows diffused 
themselves over its smooth surface, it glistened 
ith a cool emerald tinge which sent freshneM 
Mo. 68. 
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into my rery soul. A niMll foot-p&th — » 
via >aara — led from tha curate's dwelling 

through his strip of glabe-Iand to tha chnreh. 
Therti veM msny other pathways of lazy 
curve, lying like brown net-work on the green 
mesdowa, and leadii^ from tha anrronnding 
home-steads to this common centre. A rastio 
foot-bridge, which, howerer, I saw a prirl- 
leged donkey or two oocadonally crossing, 
spanned the streaiD, and united tie rides of 
the vale. 

Along each of thme natural paths, as well 
as by the regnlar road, there wen now 
adraocing gafi^ and gammers, comely 
matrons, and stont yeomen, whose limbs 
showed "the mettle of their pasture," "lasses 
and their shepherd grooms," with children 
of all siies, and a few yoonglings indulged 
in chowh-going in rererence of Mothering 
Sundt^. "Tia concourse of people was greater 
than ordinary; for this was a day conse- 
crated to the domestic affections, in erery 
household of the parish. The son of my 
hostess had come from Birmingham, she 
told me ; and every young girl of the parish 
made it a condition of her servltnde, that she 
should be allowed to ririt home on this day. 
It was the "Feast of Tabernacles" in Hnnv 
brooke. 

I was distressed to find that the serrice 
bad commenced ere I reached the chnrch ; 
for Richard Ashton in the house of God 
tarried no man's presence. I expected to 
see no commonplace priest : nor was I dis- 
appointed. The curate, thongh not tall, 
inclined to that stature. He looked not 
more than uzty, though I knew he was ten 
years older, with dark and high features, 
rather manly than mild. The expansire 
and wrinkled brow and bald polished head, 
were remarkably fine ; the lower part of the 
face was rather massire than delicately cut. 
Yet what was the mere assemblage of featnres 
to that solemn and placid steadfastness ; that 
unimpassioned fixity of look, which indicates 
the high-concentrated mental firmness and 
nnity of purpose, which b the rarest and 
most excelling faculty of the human soul ! 
All this power was at this moment bent to 
devotion. Mr. Ashton went through the 
chnrch service with more energy than tutored 
elt^ncB. There was even a reUshing quaint- 
ness in his manner, but there were also the 
same fervent solemnity and earnestness as 
if he now performed this sacred ofiice for 
the first time. To his devout energy what 
were the cold artificial graces of elocution ! 
The voice of their pastor was neither soft 



nor melodious, but ita accustomed tones 
thrilltd to the hearts and consoienoes of hii 
fiock, and that was enongh. 

By certain understood signs I had already 
guesaed that ths sacrament of the Supper of 
our Lord was on this day to be administered, 
under cirenmstances which, to my feelings, 
rendered this, the most solemn rite of 
the Christian worship, doubly afieoting. It 
was Tery long sinee I had witneased the 
celebration of any ordinance of Christianity, 
Mve the frigid routine of mumbling the 
Liturgy, which might occaaonally be wit- 
nessed at my remote and almost Pagan 
Indian station. The priest took his plaoa 
by the altar ; there was a little stir among 
the people, but not more than the softest patt^ 
of the April shower on the first forest leaves ; 
and the family of ray friend, separating 
from the other worshipper^ and forming 
Into one group, advanced by themselves to 
the altar, where their c<anmon father stood 
ready to administer the sacred ordinance. 
Kneeling there was the mother, with her 
two married and two unmarried daughters, 
a very fair young girl, the daughter of the 
eldest son, three sons, and two sons-in-law. 
With a fine instinctive feeling of delicacy, 
no other communicant approached the altar 
at this time. The truly apoatolio and vene- 
rable man stood there * in the midst of the 
children whom God had ^ven him ;" "he 
and his house vowed to serve the Lord," 
The sublime communion service of thecburch, 
its solemn wamingBi and "comfortable words," 
had never to me appeared half so beautifol 
and emphatie, as now when recited by a 
good old man, invested with the most aacred 
of human characters — the ftther and the 
priest. During the passing of this holy 
mystery, I think there were more eyes 



At the conclusion of the service I was 
joined by my friend, and introduced in the 
church-porch to bis mother, his favourite 
rister, Uarianne, and a competent number of 
the scattered brood who had this day flown 
back to the shelter of the parent wing. I 
could not, I would not refuse their hearty 
invitation to join the family festival, though 
at first I felt like an intermeddler with their 
joys. Nothing conld exceed the comfort of 
the feast, save the happiness of the guests ; 
nor had the regular routine of the household, 
in its plain diet and plainer service, been 
much departed from. Some of the members 
of the family, I afterwards understood, with 
income* twenty tlmsa la^er than that of the 
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onnte ot Nniubrooke, had natiir&Iljr giren in 
to modM of life Ttiy diSerant from the fragal 
•iinplioitT^ of Uuir nrif horns ; but on this 
da; no fashionable airs wan diiplayed ; no 
InxiiTy of aecommodAtion yne roisBed ; and 
if their wajrs of life were somewhat ehuiged, 
I tMnk their spirits were still temperate, 
thair hauls soimd ; and, so far from feeling 
shame of their father's respeoted poverty, 
glowing with a healtttfnl pride in hiiTirtuet. 
When our Tenerable hoet left tu, which he 
did early, I joined the ladies, heard the 
married mtUts eomparing notes abont the 
growth, likenesses, and abilities of theii 
ehildren, and more ooTertly showing or sx- 
ehanging small artieles of dress, receiring 
oounsel from thalr mother on proper modes 
of treatment for the children, of which the 
theory was BitnpUoity, the practice herbs. 
In short, there was a quiet bnt constant and 
eoplons interchange of mingled thought and 
chat, kindly, serioDS, or frivoloas, as it might 
be ; if the genuine, confiding overflow of 
afFeotionate hearts can ever be called frivolons. 
I fblt that my aheenoe wonld not be marlted, 
and retired. 

I afterwards, in a twilight saunter by the 
brook, met my ftiend with his favonrite 
rister, and her hnshand, who good-humoDr- 
edly proposed Joining me. "I must give 
Marianne an opportonlty to tell Richard all 
her secrets," said tie, " and afterwards I shall 
learn all his from Marianne." 

I set out from Nonsbiooke early next 
momiBg In eompany with this gentleman. 



who left his wife to spend a few more days 
with her sisters and mother. We travelled 
to tdverpool together ; and I was mneh 
pleased with the pride he seemed to have in 
his wife's family, and bis affection for every 
member of it, especially for his friend 
Richard. They had when youths been for 
some years in the same counting-house. Nor 
did I think • whit the less of his under- 
standing, for the close resemblance which 
he sapposed between the fair yonng girl and 
her aunt, hie own plain, bnt afiecttonate and 
sprightly Marianne. 

I have not visited Nnnibrooke since, and 
probably I shall nerer see it agun ; but I 
know that it exists : nor have I met with any 
of the family, though in the medley of life I 
have often heard of their names. Some of 
them are now highly prosperous mercantile 
people ; othen have had adverse fortune ; 
but their father's dear strong judgment, and 
pure principles, have de»xnded to them all, 
their inalienable and best inheritance. When, 
in the gay world, I occanonaJly find my 
comfortable ineome too Umited for my 
imaginary wants, or am enfiering at the same 
time under an east wind, and a grand assault 
of blue dflvili, trying to carry my mind by 
a eoup-<h-«ain, 1 think of the valley i^ 
Numbrooke, and of all of good and gracious 

that b around its qnlet stream. How can 

I forget it 1 



AKDEEff HOWIE, THE HAND-IOOM WEAVER. 



BT MRS. JOHireTOire. 



It was a day of public rejoicing in Glas- 
gow ; and Mr. Mathewson, one of the most 
respectable, if not the largest of the manu- 
facturers ot the town, had taken chargs of 
hb ovm warehouse, that hb son and two 
young clerks, with sundry inferior atmatiata, 
who usually officiated there, might have an 
opportaoity of witnessing and sharing in the 
gaieties of the holiday. Already had Mr. 
Mathewson himself, by what was thought an 
extraordinary degree of condescension, viewed, 
examined, and paid for several pieces of oloth, 
brought in by hand-loom woikeiB. He was 
going through the same process with an 
exhausted, broken-down workman, yet one 



who in years seemed scarce in the prime of 
life, when an elderly, small, thin man, of 
poor but decent appearance, entered on the 
same errand, was saluted with more than 
ordinary attention, and desired to rit down 
on the bench. The old nan nodded, and 
obeyed ; wiped the perspiration from hie thin 
temples and bald forehead, and den fised a 
keen, hollow, gray eye on the speakers before 
him. He who stood in the place of workman 
was making a low, bnt earnest expostulation, 
to which the mastCT answered at first calmly ; 
and then, with a show of impatience, bs 
whlm)ed np a bundle of cotton yam, saying 
aloB^ "IX) ye think we would wrong ye, 
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It«b«rt? If ye are not pleaMd with what we 
can gire, ye are welcome to t»ke yooi change. 
This b a land of liberty; — we can find 
weavers, and ye are just as free to look out 
for anotlier warehonsa." The poor man laid 
hie emaciated, eagerfingers upon the bundle: 
" Say no more about it, air. Weel do yt 
ken I mtuC lake it." 

This poor man had brought in the fniita 
of his own and his neighbour's fortn^ht's 
labour from his cottage, fire miles ofF in the 
country, that he might hare a stolen eight 
of the grand procesnon. With thanka he 
had accepted wages reduced a full half below 
the prices of former years. These dimina- 
tions he had met by gradually retrenching 
and, in many iiutances, entirely sunendeiing 
the little comforts of his home, and at the 
same time eking out hb hours of Uboor : 
but to hear of farther reduction, which 
lowend the prico of hu laboui to three- 
eighths of what had been giren for the same 
kind and quantity of work twenty years 
before, and to be told that in thb sort of 
barter between eapital and labour, the mann- 
iactnnr and the workman meet on equal 
terms, wrung forth a hasty expression of Im- 
patience which he afterwards regretted. 

" Ay ay, Mr. William," said the old man, 
as the poor weaver song dumb, <■ so he is, quite 
free to seek another warehouse ; only where 
will the poor fellow find it, when every master 
has a third mair hands hanging on, tiian he 
can fully employ. So he b free to jump 
o'er the brig as he gangs hame ; and may- 
be, in a sense, that would be the best thing 
he could do, only he would rin a chance e" 
diownin', and o' leavin' an orphan family to 
whole starve, instead o' half starving; and 
also o' committin' a deadly un. Had a war 
been going on, and the king needed soldien^ 
he might have left hb family and ta'en the 
bounty. Tliis b all the real choice he has 
between working for what ye think best ; 
or starring, and seeing them sufier who can 
worse bear hardship. Ye ken, or, better 
than I can tell ye, it's little a weaver 
turn hb hand to. But I am fai from 
blaming you, sir. When I see your full 
shelves, I ken weel ye are mair to be pitied 

than blamed, But oh, there's something 

sair wrang among us." 

After thb lecture the weaver, having now 
carefolly knotted np the yam in hb ragged 
Monleith handierehUf, left the warehonse. 

" An' how b a' wi' you, Andrew ? " said 

Mr. MathewBon to the old man, when they 

I were left alone. " A man o' sense, like you, 



is no donbt mirprised to hear half their on- 
reaaonable nonsense. Ye may all know that 
in tiie present state of the market, our house, 
and too many others in thb same town, are 
stuffing onr warehouses with goods, for 
which there b neither demand nor likelihood 
of demand ; and dipping rashly int« our 
capitals, ratiier than throw oni hands alt at 
once idle. Prices, such as we once got, need 
never be looked for again ; and how, then, 
can men be so unjust as to expect the ei 

" It may bo see, eb," said the old v 
"And it might be better for us all if there 
wei« less labour, and less ttuffing up of the 
whil« goods : but oh, Hr. Williun, dinna go 
to aggravate and exasperate a poor worn-out, 
half-starved workman, by telling htm he is 
as free to refuse work as ye ars to refuse 
him employment I eanna thole to hear 
that even from yon, mt. — So were ye, when 
a bairn boarded wi' the gndewife — and a 
dour loonie ye were — to tarry* at your por- 
ridge ; but ye ken weel that in an hour or 
twa uFterwards ye were fain to draw to your 

Hr. Hathewson smiled : " And how, 
Andrew, is my kind old dutm? You should 
remember (for the sake of poor weavers) 
that if I pemMrtd in not eating, she would 
at last give the porridge a tempting dash of 
cream, and coax me to eat." 

"It will be lang ere you masters pour 
cream on onr cogs, or cox huz to eat, Hr. 
William," said the old man, smiling grimly. 
"Where saw ye over, for twenty years 
bygone, in town or country, in thb land, 
maaUrs in any calling that could not find 
hands, — ay, and double, and triple hands. 
In the Back Woods of America there may 
Bometimes be lack of labourers, but seldom 
at our door-<heek, — and in onr trade never ; 
and never again will be, I jalouee. It will 
be fine times for the workman when he is 
able, for any leng^ of time, to refuse an 
ill-pud job, Hr. William." 

Andrew's business was now deepatched, 
and the conversation became more general. 
Mr. Hathewson inquired about lod^g^ 
which he wished to procure in hb native air, 
and in Andrew's neighbouihood. Something 
had disgusted him wiUi his handsome villa 
on the Ayrshire coast, which he was trying 
to sell ; and hb health required change of 

" Yo are looking, like myself, thin, auld- 
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like, and yetlow enoii^, ur," said Andnw. 
with compusioiutte intereBt 

"It's bat a thin, yellow, hongry trade 
grown, tliis of oun, Andrew, compared with 
what we hare both aetn it>" replied the 
numtfacturer, nniling at Andrew's homely 
compliment to bis complexion. "There is 
a change of times nnee I wont to come out 
on the top of the yam in my uncle's caravan 
on a Satarday afternoon, to get an afternoon's 
fishing with your laddies, and a capital/our- 
Aoiin of tea and bacon, or burn treats, from 
my old nnise ; while the overseer went about 
pressing webs on yon. Those wen happy 
days." 

" Ye let OS come to yon now, sir. Ay, a 
weaver's wife could gie a bairn a piece, or a 
friend a four-heurt then. Weel weel!"— 
The old man's ugh filled np the sentence. 
"But I am wae to hear ye need eountry 
quarters for health, m ; and there is ane at 
hame will be much ctmcemed. What is like 
the matted" 

" No great matter, Andrew ; something 
and nothing. The doctor says ur, the pony, 
and ease of mind, will soon make all light ; 
but the last is a commodity become right 
scarce among us." 

"With a' those shelfs, and bales, and 
muckle connt-books, sir, and so many poor 
folk about ye, I can weel undeistand that," 
replied Andrew, glancing over the array of 
d»ks, and on through the long perspective 
of tlie deep and well-stored warehonse, room 
after room retiring from view. Mr. Mathew- 
son's complaint was that of hundreds of 
commercial men in these t^mes. He was 
nervoni^ he was dyspeptic, hie sleep was 
broken, bis appetite nncertain. Then he 
became almost qnite well again, or much 
better, or nothing particular ; and again 
there was a sense of languor, oppression, 
and exhaustion, or irritation ; and the phy- 
sician saw something was going wrong, but 
could neither tell exactly what, nor yet con- 
fess ignorance. His most distinct fear was for 
water on the chest ; and " the pony, and ease 
of mind," were his universal prescription for 
all men in buuness. " If it's to he got ony 

where, it will be found about side, by me, 

Andrew ; so make the gudewife look for some 
bit room— no fine place — and I'll try to get 
out on Saturday ; and now for your news." 

" YooTB it maun be, At ; The Biu. ia to 
do ns a' a power of good, nae doubt I But 
wha^e came ovrer the Factory Bill !— the 
wivea will a' be at me for new* about that. 
Whatever coma of us anld, doited, veaver 



bodies, it would be heartsome to see the bits 
o* b^ras, poor, dowie, spiritless, dwining, 
decrepit things, eased of their long hours. 
I wonder what the manufacturing tribe will 
ciine and dwindle into, sir, in a generation 
or twa." 

"If the wives would take care of thur 
bairns themselves, Andrew, that would be 
better than ten bills. There bos been a deal 
of senseless clamour about this same story. 
The Government bare more vrit than inter- 
fere with the entire freedom of all contracts 
between capitalists and labourers. The 
Factory Bill will get the go-bye, ye'U see." 

"Entire freedom! — how eaaj/e ca' it eoe, 
url Ifs a' delurion and mockery to tell 
even huE, that's grown men, that we have 
entire freedom of working at ony price. 
But freedom of contract for children ! Na, 
na. Con they manage for themaelves ? Are 
they free? Alack, alack!" 

"They have tbeir parents, and friends, 
Andrew, to take charge of their engagements. 
May they not be safely left to them 1" 

" No, sb, they cannot — ye see they cannot. 
In a cot-houae on a moor, with a kail-yard 
and potatoes enow, I wonld leave, cbeerfolly, 
a bum to its ^ mother ; but in this weary 
town of yours, vn' a man thrown clean out 
of work, or brought down to the starving 
point in wages, hunger and canld pinching, 
and a mill open for bairns, be the houra short, 
or those of black niggera, be the place healthy 
or murderous, we are come to that state, 
that fathers and mothers ntotM sell their 
burns' labour. Necessity has no law ; tbe 
poor thing of eight maun slave for the nster 
of two or three. Ye have read in our auld 
Jasepbus o' mothers so bested as to eat tbe 
very fruit of their bodies." 

"And now we may hear of them driniinp 
it, Andrew," said the manufacturer, sharply. 

" I'm no denying our faults, sir ; would 
we wen in a way to mend them, or had 
encouragement thereto. But it's plain to be 
seen that we are far, for deported frae tbe 
healthy state, in wbilk things might be left 
to thenuelyes, and ourw&u* to ouneltet. 
But think ye it is right to meddle or make 
only to scathe ns ? If you protect your com, 
and your whisky, and your what not, by 
laws and statutes, and fines and felonies, why 
no protect Dure and our bums' wearied limbs 
and exhausted bodies, as well as at our cost 
tbe bread which should nourish ua 1 " 

"I have nothing to say for tbe Com lawB, 
Andnw ; yet I cannot see that one bad law 
should be an apology for another useless one. 
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Thess tn diffieolt «omp1ic«t«4 qnectioiu, 
1 WF hava icarce lelanre for them; bnl 
jnin will surely own, the world u much more 
prasperouB thin whan yon fint saw It, lixty 
jreus back V 

" Indeed, and Til no be raah there," cried 
Andrew, briskly ; " bnt I freely own it's a 
iratptr warld ; and plenty changM in it, too, 
whilk young folk say are lightaome. Change! 
especially in onr litie; and,aB far as machinery 
goes, changes for the better, I'll not diopnte, — 
sair a» maehinea have bonu on m« in my ain 

pecniiar. ^Bnt oh, we hare nrely made 

an ill uM o' these murrellona inrentloni 
Providence hai enabled uB to make. They 
have no been bleind to ni, ur, in the nie. 
We an making man's master o' the domb 
oreations of iron and timber that should be 



"A little of the old Uaren stUl, Andrew," 
said Mr. Mathewson, smiling, "Bnt hark, 
' e musio of our lads, and the praceerion." 

" Then I must be off to get a sight of their 
daft doings. It's aye tome good Teb Bill 
has done, when it gives them a play-day or 
two, and causes a bmshing up among lads 
and lasses for a walk in the free air. But I 
would like to a^e out the point with you, 
too, rir ; for I'm almost sore I oonld convince 
ye." 

The honest weaver iltowed inch divided 
inolination between witnesriog the Reform 
i^Deeseioii and expounding his opinions, that 
his old foster-child, or boarder, compasrion- 
Btely suf^ested the adjournment of the ques- 
tion, to he resumed on banks, or in 

Andrew's garden seat, nnder the bourtrees. 
The old man's eye brightened. As he took 
a glass of medicated port, kept in the ware- 
house, because prescribed for the manufac- 
turer at liis noon-day hour, he pledged to his 
better health, and shook his head with earnest 
gesticulation, saying, " 'Od, but Mr, WUliam, 
this 0* ours should be a better warld if we 
keuned but right how to manage't. I'm not 
jnst sure if the birkies np-bye yonder," — ■ 
and he pointed over his shoulder towards 
London, — "ken a' fte rights and wrangso't, 
or the real outs and ins ; but howsomever, I 
hope they're honest men this new Whig set ; 
and, wi' the aid of Divine wisdom " — Q" And 
onr good adridng," interrupted the smiling 
manufacturer,] — "they may make some 
small beginning to set us in the right way. 
I could leave the warld in peace, if I but 
aw it aince in the right way," 

" In which for forty years ye have been 
■howisg it how to waUc"— ^ 



" Fll no deny— it would be fsnse ■hams,— 
that since Mr. Huir's* day, I may have 
been ettUng at that," replied the philosopher 
of Spindlaton ; " It's a man's duty, sir, — and 
though but a poet man and a weaver, I 
would be loath to forget 'A man's a man for 
a' that.' " Bat here the musical instruments 
attending an Irish detachment of the proces- 
don, now just at hand, poured forth "&. 
Patrielfi Dag," so loudly, that it was only 
by signs the friends took leave; and thos 
ended the fiiet idl», leisniely talk that had 
taken place in that busy warehouse for 
months or probably yean, at leaat when the 
master was present. 

By Saturday evening Ur. Mathewson and 
his youngest daughter wen settled in the 
small rural lodging near Spindlelon, which 
Mrs. Howie had engaged for them in a gar- 
dener's house. His lady and elder daughters 
ware reported to be prodigiously fine people, 
but in manners and rimplicity of character, 
though his liabits had become more luxuri- 
ous Mathewson himself woe the same man 
as when an under clerk in the establishment 
to which he had sucoeeded, and wbicli he 
had so much extended. Yet he bad in 
many things gone with the stream which he 
now fancied it his duty to oppoee, at least, in 
the instance of his own tiioughtless family. 
He deferred his visit to his foster-mother till 
Monday ; but saw, with satisfaction, the 
decent, quiet eouple In their old bsek pew in 
the parish church, from which Andrew's 
gray eye ever and anon diot a challenge to 
renewal of ilieir argument. 

Andrew Howie, for a hand-loom weaver 
of 1832, might be eonridered a comfortable 
man. His good fortune, like that of most 
other men and weavers, was the fruit of his 
own good conduct. Hb cottage, the looms 
in one end, the dwelling in the other, with 
chambers above, was, together with the gar- 
den, his own property, on paying twenty-five 
shillings a-yearof fiiu. His substantial long- 
used furniture was still In sufficient quantity, 
and well-kept. Fuel was cheap here. He 
had long since put " a httle to the fore." It 
was, indeed, very little, but still something ; 
and for the sake of a kind and dutiful 
daughter, Andrew would have sufftred any 
hardship, save the humiliation of receiving 
parish aid, before he hod touched it. This 
fund, of ,£26, 1?s. was deposited in a Glas- 
gow bank, for Andrew's prudent wife would 
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not tnin this tieamH even to lu> foctar- 
child. " Then wen w» numy npg and 
domks," she sud wisely, " anMng the ^at 
muten." Two benefit aocietiee to which he 
sometimes grudged having paid tot forty 
yea>n, without being above three timet wek, 
placed Andrew above the dread of daititution 
in illness, or of wanting decent and Christian 
bari&l, which always sappoaes expense ; and 
the membenhip of a book-club which ha had 
mainly established, and of a newspapetwilub 
which originally took in " The GaEetteer 1 " 
supported his social importance in the n«gh- 
bonrhood. He kept hu seat in the ohnich, 
though that too was felt a heavy oess in bad 
times, and having surmoimted the evil poli- 
tical fame of his youth, he wa* now on tlie 
new Minister's leet for an elder. It was 
indeed sospected that Ur. Draunt the clergy- 
man, had done tikis as a stroke of policy, at 
a time when a rumonr of building a Seceder 
Meeting-honsa arose in the viUage. Andrew 
had at one time kept a couple of apprentica* { 
but this sooice of profit was stopt ; he however 
let his loom stances, and was often not paid 
the rent. His own gains ware little indeed ; 
not above 4s. Od. a-week on the avar^e ; but 
somehow he contrived to maintain his plaot 
as pAtriareh of the village. The only aid ha 
received was from his daughter, who kept 
him clear of arrsars with his societies ; and 
who onoe, when in a desperate fit of neoet- 
saiy economy be gave up botii Ms clubs, 
which cost a shilling a quarter each, entered 
him anew. Deprived of the distinetion of 
having the newspaper directed, as for forty 
years, to " Mr. Andrew Howie, Mannfaotu- 
rer, Spiodleton," the old man had heooma 
epiritiees and insignificant in his own esteem 
What is life deprived of life's enjoyments 1 
Bestored to his olnb, Andrew read, ex- 
ponnded, and rehearsed with greater Best 
than before ; and was again the village oracle. 

Andrew Howie, though not an Idler, was 
on principle sot keenly induatrlous. " Con- 
stant tlattry at the loom," as he called the 
modem long hours, was against his creed 
and also his habits ; and though the old man 
toiled only tea hours a~day, where his poor 
ndghbours worked fourteen, and aizteen, he 
never ceased to maintun, that his own turari 
were much too long, and the neoesdty for 
neh continued labour owing to a bad con- 
stitntioa of aodety. BCan was intended, 
Andrew loftily affirmed, for something better 
than peipetnal, monotouoos dmdgeiy. 

Long before Mr. Owen, or Bpence, or any 
rf those apostln, or their new systems, were 



hevd of, Andrew's benevolent epecnlationa 
had wandered into forms, to which some of 
his nagfalMars looked vrith interest, and 
others with amusement. His vinonary Co- 
operative Societies, and manufacturing vil- 
l^es, were to be centres of domestic comfort, 
leUare, InstraotioD, health, happiness for all, 

For the jmag who Isbonr, aod the >ld who rest. 
He, however, diflered antirely from Mr. 
Owen in one essential particular. Every 
hoosdiold in Andrew's town, was to h»ve its 
own sacred fireside. If more extravagant 
in politics, Andrew Howie was more strictiy 
religions than many of his yoonger neigh- 
boars, Tha spirit of Christianity entered 
fully into hb weaving Utopia, and mingled 
with all his visians of the social Millennium 
of Spindleton. 

When the old couple returned &om afteiv 
noon eervioe, on ilie Sonday after Mr, 
Af athewson's arrival, the conversation natu- 
rally turned on their former boarder, and as 
naturally nvart«d to their own changed 
condition. Sunday wae now the only day 
of the week, in which they indulged in the 
extravagance <rf that thin bltie dilution, 
irtilch they, periiaps from habit, named tea ; 
and which a weekly alioe of wheaten bread, 
and a crinkling of treacle, whicli Andrew 
thoi^^ht good for his elocution, accompamed. 
Yet it 111 becomes me to speak thns slight- 
ingly of the beverage which the philosophic 
weaver sucked up like a leviaUian, even to 
the sixth or seventh maceration of the bitter 
many-coloured leaves. 

Though curtailed at his board, Andrew 
enjoyed many little comforts and great 
bleerings unknown to his brethren in "yon 
weaiy Glasgow." He retained, after all his 
loeeet^ the blessings— how great! — of fresh 
air, a roomy lodging, hia ga^cn, his goOd bed 
and useful Aimitare, the leutav wlitch he 
took, preferring it, in a balance of comfort, to 
what others might have reckoned necessaries } 
though he thns forFeit«d the trifle of more 
wages, at which men with families greedily 
grasped, at the expense of weary limbs, ex- 
hausted spirits, and finally of mined health. 
He also enjoyed, to the fnU, his own impoi*' 
tance in his ancient neighbourhood, and the 
snperiority he em mwntuned in argument 
and conversation. Though his vrages were 
scarcely a Uiird of what he had once eamed, 
his kitchen in a cold night was almost aa 
enug aa ever, his bed aa warm, his churcli 
seat as sacred. How few old hand-loom 
weaTsn ooold boast of as much I 
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"That's a diah of prima tea, gudewife," 
said Andnw, breathing hard, from gulpbg 
down the fifth filling, the lost three without 
sugar ; " Whate'er Mr. Cobbett may say, 
and he is a vonderfal man, I wadna' care, 
in my auld days now, to take aa much 
every night ; he's a strong stamacket man 
o' hia natdie, I reckon, Mr. Cobbett, and 
doema ken the wants o" sedentary callings." 

" And sair do I wish, Andrew, joe, I conld 
gie ye a dish ilka evening, after toiling at 
that weary loom for lax lang hours frae din- 
ner to supper, upon may-be potatoes and 
salt." 

" And under a good dispensation o' civil 
govarnment, I ken not, Tibby, what should 
forbid. I told you how kindly Mr. William 
bore in mind the hearty SatuiJay/our-AwiM 
ye wont to give him and the laddies lang- 
syne." 

" We durst na hid him to a dish o' tea 
now; and it's the less matter, as we hare it 
not to offer. Then I had bsith a bit sweet 
butter and loaf sugar for a stranger. But 
oh ! he looks wan, and defaite, poor man ; 
mnckla worse than ye let on to me. Tiiat 
extravagant family is breaking his heart 
They say, Andrew, his wife and tawpie 
daughters ne'er entered the kirk door ux 
times in the same goivn. They say Dr. 
Chalmers gledged off the book, and glowered 
braid at them ae day they rustled in, in their 
sUks and satins." 

" Hout loss, ye ken little about it ; it's no 
a woman's gown or fifty o' them — gude kens 
they're ower cheap — could have played 
phew! ou a trade like hia. It's the trade 
itsel, Tibby, that 'a ruined. The losses in 
South America, and the crosses in North 
America, and Botany, and Van Diemen's. 
Shops fu' o* finished goods rotting in the 
faulds of the hydraulic press, or roupit 
abroad for far below the first cost." 

" Poor man ! I wot uae, Andrew, but 
auld Geordie Mathewson's trade, though 
sou', was, when a' comea to a', a surer cell- 
ing Uian this high-flying o* Mr. William's : 
wi' a' their new-fangled tackle, throwing 
greedy grips to the ends of the earth, and 
spreading out gauze duds to bring hame 
midges." 

" Partly right, but far mair wrang, Tibby, 
as the women-folk generally are," said 
Tibby's apostle. "Mr. William and his 
neighbours have done good and ill baith to 
tiientselves and to huz weavers. But this 
jabbering about tempoialities, ia scarce Sab- 
bath-e'ening discourse ; so ye'U rinse up your 



te«-tackle, aa Mr. Cobbett ca's it, and lef a 
get in the Books, my woman." 

Mr. Uathewson on Uiis Sabbath-nig^t, 
was also at Aw Booi*, brought out on the 
previouB day in his pg-hox ; and as a first 
draught of the prescribed ease of mind, in 
his rural abode, he dwelt upon them, com- 
paring the fair and glittering array of 
figures in the ledger, ahowi]^ what ought to 
be the profita of the year, with what he 
feared they might erentu^y turn out, tilt 
Andrew Howie was awakened after his tea- 
snpper, out of his long refreshing first sleep, 
by the twittering of the swallows in the 
eaves of his cottage. 

All next day Andrew hung over hie loom, 
Ml-primed, and at half-cock, prepared for a 
vigorous discha^ of aigument and elo- 
quence upon the manufacturer. It was 
evening before Mr. Mathewaon paid hia 
visit ; and then he appeared fonder of a 
fireside chat with Tibby, than political dis- 
cussion. But ben came Andrew, hia Kil- 
marnock nightcap in one hand, a bunch of 
well-thnmbed pamphlets in the other, con- 
sisting of a few E^ect numbers of Cobbetft 
Jteffitter, a stray Carpenter't Political Maga- 
eint, some old Emmimrt, and the last 
Tradef Advoeafe. Without loss of tune or 
ceremony ha opened his broadside. 

" Think ye still, «r," said Andrew, fol- 
lowing the eye of his visiter round the 
apartment, which, aa contrasted with the 
memory of former years, showed few tokens 
of incieaang national prosperity ; " Think 
ye still this a better world than that of the 
last generation t Have we mair meat, mair 
leisure to make ourselves wiser and better 
men, fitter for another warld ; mair peace rd 
mind, mair comfort at Iha fireside, and in 
our f amiliets than ths auld folk ye remember 

" There's more, and merrier of yon, any 
way," said the manufacturer smiling, as a 
squad of ragged children scoured yelling past 
the door. 

"Granted, mr, and mair work too, — far 
mdr production ; and if we could warm 
ourselves with brass and metal trinkums, 
and eat crockery ware and our ain saft 
goods, it would be a brave world this eotor 
ing up among us : the lady has her two 
silken gowns, and the lass her three printed 
ones, o' PeePt rotUn cotton*, aa Mr. Cobbett 
ca's them, for one langsyne ; but does that, 
ur, make up to yon and me for our loi^, 
weary work hours, our anxious minds, and 
outlay of uller.— If four gowns, and a dos« 
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needles, or candleaticka, bring hnz labODiera 
no TDora bread ihsa the half o' them did 
long ago, it will be ill to make me beliere 
our world is the gainer by onr reduced wage 
and lengthened bonrs. A' thing has thiiTen 
among as but the meat and the menae,* Mr, 
William." 

" The motiths hare thriven pretty well, too, 
Andrew. Do ye leckon for nothing the 
immenie Increase of the manufaetoring popa- 
lation? enongh of itself t« account for the 
lednctJon of wages." 

" Scarce enough, air, when we have fifty 
times mote prodaction. Bat something I 
own : — the wives had a saying in my young 
day, ' God never sends the mouth, but He 
•ends the meat with it.* But we must ^ve 
np that, and adopt the new and nnhappily 
owei tme doctrine, that with the numerous 
mouths come the famine and the pestilence." 
•Well, well, Andrew, when the M« gel» 
US down the me^ and the bread, this will 
be half-mended — for I fear it will be but 
half even then. If we could only get these 
Chinese and Hindoo CKatnrea, to make or 
grow some nsefhl product, to send ns in 
return for the goods we can funush them, we 
conld then pay ye, and content ye better." 

" I own that, sir, — and Tibby there for 
one, would be ghtd to get a reasonable bold 
of a little more of their tea and sngar, 

among other good things. But ye are 

not ^together right about the number of 
months producing so great a glut of lalmur ; 
for, compared with onr yonng days, every 
single hand-loom hand b now equal to a 
man and a-fiftb." 

" A man and a-fifth, what do ye mean 
by thatr 

"Onr Andrew has sic droll similitudes," 
sud the admiring Tibby ; and Andrew, with 
a tappressed exulting chuckle, of which va- 
nity he was ashamed in an affair bo serious, 
replied, " The long hours — the long, exhaust- 
ing, weary hours of toil, make every man's 
labour now-a-days equal to that of a man 
and a-fifth of former times. And if frail 
nature would sustain eighteen hoars' work 
out of the twenty-four, we would soon see 
■och hours ; and if the cold form of religion 
Bubsisting among ns, permitted Sabbath- work, 
we would have that too, and the poor folks in 
three montha no a bawbee the better for it." 
" Operatives are quite as free to restrict their 
hours of work, as to make ^ir own wages." 
" Now, sir, that's no liks yon," cri«d 



■n, tai •onathbg nwta : i 
tai FtDpri*tT gf cmdnct. 



Andrew hastily. "Dinna provoke a starv- 
ing man, by telling him he may eat if he 
likes, and showing him bread and meat 
locked-np in an iron cage far beyond his 
grip. But you masters, I grant, are not 
without your ain share in the miseries of 
these times. And for what is't a't That 
the lady may hare two shawls, and the lurd 
two coats, where their father and mother 
had but one — that the mistresa may have 
three sets of china tea-tackle, where one 
served her good mother : this three to be 
bought with a prodigiouHly increased quan- 
tity of our labour." 

"Of my capital, or profits, Andrew!" 

" We shall not dispute about words, mt ; 
yours and ours together, and what ought to 
be your profits. You great folks, the Cot- 
ton Lords as Mr. Cobbett ca's ye, are far 
from free of troubles and anxieties. And 
what for incurred? Twa or three gold seals 
with coats o' arms dangling at the gold 
watch, give unco little comfort, aboon the 
anld clumeey clicking turnip, if the chief 
harness is to remind the owner that the fatal 
hour, is drawing nigh, and little to meet 
Johnnie Carrick'sf peremptor demand." Mr. 
Mathewson gave a half-smile, which Andrew 
construed into assent, or perhaps approbation. 

" I may be speaking ower long, sir ; but 
looking on this nation as one great family 
and fellowship, and B, the cotton spinner or 
weaver, as equally the child of the common- 
wealth with C, ye observe, the landed man, 
or great farmer,— the question with our 
mien, or stewards rather — for the people 
maun rule themselves,— stewards I say, who 
fear the Lord, and understand their duty, is 
this — if what C snfiers or sacrifices shall 
not be met by more than on equivalent, in 
what B gains " \ 

But here, when Andrew had almost foun- 
dered at any rate, Tibby, with woman's tact 
perceiving symptoms'of weariness in herviai- 
ter broke in with, " Sic a man 1 —bothering 
Mr. William wi' his B's and Ce — when 
Andrew gets to the B's and C's, he is as wud 
w was Johnnie Waldie, reading the 10th 
of Nehemiah. Ye mind auld John Waldie, 
sir 1 He died only last Michaelmas." 

Andrew turned eyes of stem reproof npon 
his helpmate, who, however, bora his rebuke 
with great tang froid. "It ii not for the 
men conveniences of life I speak," he said, 
"but something far mair lasting and pre- 
cious, lost sight of, mode shipwreck of ^to- 
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getker. By-uid'bjr we miut altar our 
Sbgle Book, and make th« aniwer to the 
qaestion ' What'i the chief and of manr — 
at leaat of Tnannfactnring man, t« b« — To 
work foarteen or fifteen hours out of tlie 
twentjr.foar, fabiicatiug, half the time, traih 
worth no ratioDftl body** bu;r!iV i uui half- 
starving whUe he ii about it." 

"There ia much truth and much error 
in what yon aay, Andrew," replied Mr. 
Hatbewaon. " But how do you syatam- 
mongm, and atate-tinken propose mending 
jour condition — would ye advise a Strika." 

" Na, sir ; I'm for naa Strike, unleu it 
were better managed than ever I uw a 
strike yet. If the yearthen naahel smite 
itself against the Teadiel of Iron, where wilt 
lie the potaherdat But if you would five 
up nnderaeUing each other, dr — " 

" And I may retort^ if ye would give up 
your under-working, Andrew— and over- 
wodcing, and long hours, and diminish your 
nnmben." 

"I showed you how it could not be, 
ur, — rituato as tM are; entangled every 
limb and power o* us, in that weary loom." 

"And how do you know that we are not 
equaliy entangled — Reckon ye lor nought 
all onr mills, maohinery, goods, debts ; bind- 
ing us hand and foot as flrmly as the neces- 
sity of daily supplying the daily meal does 
you U> your loom — character, capital, and 
credit, are with us all at stake ; — ye ehonld 
be considerate in your Judgments of ut, 
Andrew." 

" Ay that they should ; and Uut's what I 
aye tell them," put in Tibby. "It wonld 
be wiser like, Andrew Howie, if yon, that's 
a man of knowledge and experience, gave 
Hr. William a gude advice," Tibby had 
unlimited faith in the wisdom of her head. 

** Then I would caution you masters, air, 
how y« build roair mills, and machinery ; 
though we had a spurt of better trade lately." 

" And try -ye, Andrew, and advise your 
neighbours to make at least three out of 
every fire of their boys, some other trade 
than weaven^ though brisk times should 

" We most have down the peck too, sir— 
and that shortly ; but how are we to keep 
it down if ye go on at this same rate. Ye 
may cover all the prdries in America with 
Paisley shawls, and the plains of India with 
ginghams and mull muslins, and hang yams 
on Uka bnea o' the wilderness ; bnt what the 
better wtmtd we be ^ Cheap bread itself, the 
blesmog we are all craving, will last but for 



a abort time, if we manage no a' the batter. 
If by andenelling, and oTei^produeiug, wa 
learn the agricolturiat, by small degrees, to 
get six eUs for his bushel instead o' three, 
what the richer, better fed I mean, will ua 
poor operatives be, in the long run ! Till 
we can make the field yield ita increase aa 
rapidly as the machine does its products, or 
limit thoae products, it makes little odds 
whether the loaf is nominally a sixpence or a 
shilling. It will still be aboon our hand." 

" Na, Andrew Hdwie, ye are surely gaen 
dean daft now I" cried Tibby. " My certes ! 
a sixpenoe or • shilling for a loaf I There's 
an unco odds." 

Andrew looked from his half-closed eys- 
lids with a sort of pitying contempt of the 
weaker vesesl, which was irreustible to Hr. 
Hathewson, low as Ms spirits wen. Laugh- 
ing heartily, he dealaz«d that Tibby had tha 
best of it. 

Her delight was complete, and Andrew 
himself was much gratified whsn, rising, the 
mannfacturer requested his old fosterer to 
cook for him the well remembered supper of 
his simple childhood, the only dish he could 
now fancy for his early mral supper. 

" Sowens ! sowens 1" cried Hbby, with 
glowing eyes, " eh, sir ! and do ye think ye 
oould anp sowens yet I atwael ys'ss no want 
them." Hr. Hathawsoit believed he was 
thus undegenerate, — Master Hanufacturer, 
and great Cotton Lord, aa he had so long 

Andrew, putting on his night-cap to ward 
oSr the night air, and still canying his prin- 
ted documents, convoyed the visiter to the 
end of the village, adding " line upon line." 
"That's Hathewson the great manufactu- 
rer," was whiqwred among the lounging 
gronpa In the village street. "He's had 
great tosses lately they say, and is oome out 
hen to seek his health. — I'll wager Andrew 
Howie has been gi'en him a hsckliu. I see 
it In Andrew's eyne." 

Nor could Andrew, beset by friends on his 
return, deny the honourable Impeachment. 

" It will be twa days, lads, we Hr. William 
say again, man and nmtttr meet on equal 
teims, at this time, in this country." But 
we leave Andiew to the glory of fighting his 
battle over again, till Hbby hod three times 
summoned him to his water-gruel supper. 

If any oonrteous reader shall imagine 
that in Ansrkw Howib, he recognises an 
old acquaintance, we trust that he will like 
our hero none the worse for such recollection 
of another honest man. 
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OB, FEMALE POLITIOANB. 

BY MBS. JOHNSTOHE, 



" Tbb BtMt tuifortuiiBte Muon to bring 
out a gitl, without any exuapUDn, since the 
year of that wntohed busiiuM of Queen 
Carolini { — itdmittiug that we btn a moat 
amiable Qqmd, and may expect dnwing- 
roona." — This m* Mid by Lady Holroyd, 
with her mo*t impoiing face of feminine 
diplomacy, acroH a braakfast-table, at whiob 
■he gat tA»-i-tH* with her husband. 

" Then suppoae, my dear, yon ktajti^rm," 
replied Sir Jennyn Holroyd, with quiet 
humour, — >"siiit your taetiee to the time. 
Bnt what makes yon imagine, Aone, that, in 
coming up to town for a week or two, where 
her pieaence was required by me on her 
ooming of age, my fntty ward thinks uiy 
thing aboDt «wt or m ? " 

" Nonsense 1 Sir Jeimyn ; Hin CUflbid 
has some naaon to oomphin of my neglect 
already; but were it not that our Mends 
are prepared to see her wiUk ua— that expee- 
tatlon la a tip-toe, and Uargant ci age, I 
would atlll have connselled Beeloilon for Uiia 
■pring. The men — that Is, all the men 
worth thinking about — leill think of nothing 
but their vile politics. There will be no 
dinnen — thin partieB-— the House and the 
Clabs everlasting." 

" Pho ! jvA take it far too seflouly, Anne. 
The world will wag this eession pretty moob 
in the old way, at least so fer as relates to 
marrying, and being given in marriage. So 
nice a little girl as Margaret, with the Priory 
acres to her petticoat, ii only in danger of 
being too qnicldy snapped at ; you mnit take 
care, in the first place, to make her over to 
some honest Whig ; and, if possible, to one 
of our own aranty." Lady Holroyd bowed 
with dignity ; her look saying, " Yoa may 
safely confide all that to me." 

While this eouTenation passed, lbs nbjecrt 
of it, a lovely and pleaaing girl, widt no- 
thing in the least iMHng at a fiiet glance, 
entered the apartment, pnpared to go out, 
her shawl over her arm. She had arrived 
is Londm only on the preceding evening, 
and, in right of mppoeed fatigoe, though 
Margaret's blowDing face acknowledged none, 
breakfast had been sent up to her chamber. 

<• Going out. Hiss Cliffi)rd i so early and 
alone ! — the carriage, I believe, is not ordered 
Jfi," said Lady Holieyd, in stately mirpiiae. 



" Only to run asross the way to Geof 
giana," returned the young lady. " Slie baa 
got into one of those fine new houses, I be- 
lieve ; but I know 'her whereabout,' and old 
Kalph will marshal me." 

The young lady kisKd lisr hand, like ona 
quietly resolved not to be stayed, and was 
off, leaving her patroness to direct to Sir 
Jermyn tlw auphatic,.— " Hiss Clifibrd can- 
not be aware that Lady Bobert Anson and 
I don't visit ;>-that circumatauces render it 
impossible we should be on any terms save 
thoee of the coldest civility — if to that mueh 
her ladyship is longer entitled from me." 

Five minutes afterwards. Miss Clifford was 
In the arms of her proeoribed friend, who 
started from under the hands of her mud to 
receive her thrioe-welcome visiter. 

"Ify dear ohatming Margaret, how kind 
to faree your way to me ; I have nota-laid 
yon for tiiree days, thinking I might smuggle 
yoa In here— -contraband, for a few hour* 
before yen passed into l^al custody ; — and 
why not come to me at first, and tor alto- 
getherT — But a week emandpatea you, and 
then feu art mim t " 

"But, Georgiana, now that I have breath, 
what has come between yon and my worthy 
guardian's excellent lady, an old fimufy 
frimul, who used to appear so partieolarty 
gradoos to youT" 

" Bo she has not told you, then I" said Lady 
Robert, colouring slightly. "Oh! 'tisnothing, 
or leee — politics, I believe ; ratly we don't 
visit — ta>U pit, and tanf mUux, unless she 
were able to keep jioa from me ; on all other 
points I defy her." 

Lady Bobert Anson was the favourite 
sehoolfellow and early friend of Hiss Clifford; 
Her ladyship had now been married for nearly 
five yean, and was the mother of three 
diildreo, thongh only four years the wnior 
of the secluded Haigarst ; and this period 
had made her as much a woman of the world 
as was permitted by a heart naturally kind, 
tiiough habitually selfish ; and a head wliich, 
affbeting deep knowledge of public affairs, 
and of thoee seent causes in high place* on 
which they hinge, was as volatile and incon- 
seqnent as it had been at eighteen. It was 
vain forlddy Robert to pretend to diplomacy; 
bnt witji her party ehe had her own ueee. 
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In gnee, and cluurn of manner, Lady 
Robert had improTed during her sojonni in 
the higlier regions and deeper Kceeees of the 
foshionable and the political world ; and the 
early beauty of nhich young Mai^^aret had 
been so generously proud, had gained as mnch 
hi lefinement and delicacy of expreeuon as it 
had lost in ingenuous freshness and jnvenile 
bloom. To none of Lady Robert's high-bred 
fsscinations was Misa Clifford insensible, but 
the chann of kindness iras far above them 
all : Georgiana loved her, — she at least loved 
Georgiana; not — and she ehided herself for 
the feeling — as she once had done, but still 
far too truly and de&rly not to liave lately 
passed many an anxious hour on her 
account 

Miss Clifford had come to give a long 
morning solely to her friend ; and Lady 
Robert had ordered herself to be denied to 
all the world. Several times Margaret at- 
tempted to lead the conversation to affairs of 
serious Import to both the ladies ; but Lady 
Robert eidjer gave it a dexterous turn, or 
looked so vexed that Margaret could not press 
her. 

" You know I must — mutt, Georgiana, tell 
Sir Jermyn all, one of these days. I never 
lie down or rise without self-accusation." 

" You tliink far too seriously, too mper- 
stitiously, dearest Margaret, of these triflii^ 
matters. In a week you will be yonr own 
mistress — accountable to no one. You can- 
not doubt the honour of Lord Robert, — you 
cannot, Margaret, break my heart by ex- 
posures wliich would be so painful, so ruinous 
at present : say nothing more about it, love. 
Oh ! there conies youi maid with your clotliee 
to dress. I took tlie liberty to send your 
apologies to Lady Uolroyd. How could tlie 
exacting old woman expect you from me to- 
day r 

" I wish you had not, Georgiana," said 
Miss Clifford, gravely ; " I would not for 
any thing offend a person'so respectable, and 
BO very kind to me as Lady Holroyd has 
always been." But the thing was already 
fixed ; and Margaret soon forgot every cause 
of uneasiness in the charm of her friend's 
conversation, and the revival of old themes 
and girlisli scenes. And in tliis way, and 
with the customary helps of tumbling over 
dresses, books, music, or jewellery, and nar- 
rating past, and planning future amusements, 
Lady Robert contrived to speed the morning 

Tliough the order. Not at iome, had been 
most explicitly given, tlie servants inter- 



preted it in some understood way ; for in the 
course of the morning several gentlemen 
wen admitted, who appeared to be of Lady 
Robert's moat intimate and confidential 
eUerie, and also two ladies, handsome, fashion- 
able, dasliing women, who were permitted to 
remain nameless, though some of the gentle- 
men wers particularly introduced to Miss 
Clifford. Men and women appeared alike 
ardent politicians, plunged over head and 
ears in the affairs of the day, and tlie debate 
of the nighL Lady Robert's work-table had 
been constituted into a eonndl-board, where 
pamphlets and newspapers were tumbled 
over, notes received and despatched, and gold 
pencils kept busy in incessant calculation,-^ 
gay badinage mingUng with serious discus- 
sion, and flippant remark with earnest deli- 
beration, or what three of the ladies appeared 
to believe such. 

" Ten to one against Talbot's motion ! " 
cried one of the ladies, whom Lady Robert, 
somewhat axtutyithly, as Margaret though^ 
named " Mrs. A." 

Lady Robert skimmed rapidly over the 
calculations which liad led to this challenge, 
and raised her graceful head in triumph to 
the keen-eyed, subtle-looking, diplomatic 
person, announced as Mr. Snapdragon, who 
leaned upon her chair, while his regards were 
fixed on Margaret, who had ntired as far as 
possible from the council-table, apparentiy 
occupied witli a book. This gentleman had 
just entered along with a military man, 
whom Margaret heard sportively named in 
the circle, " Lady Robert's Cori^" a term 
supposed peculiarly applicable to an old 
Peninsular campugner playing the gallant. 
" Who b this fine girl you have got to-day. 
Lady Roberti " inquired the diplomatist in 
a queer kind of voice, the tones of wlilch 
grated on Margaret's ear. 

"One to whom your labours of to-niglit 
may earn you an introduction," she whis- 
pered ; " a ward of old Holroyd's, the 

shire heiress, a real God-send to me at pre- 
sent, among Uie best of my ways and means 
for tlie season, and a charming girl to boot — 
Miss Clifford, my old school-fellow and dear- 
est friend." Mr. Snapdragon muttered some 
words of intended compliment "to the early 
friendship," which his tone and manner con- 
verted into a sneer. " Snappy being of the 
amiable nature," another gentleman whis- 
pered, " that the sweetest tilings sent up from 
his heart become acrid in their progress 
to Ills tongue." 

Lord Robert Anson now first made his 
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if jtut out of bed, 
!b complained of 
headach, knd of the marderous hours of " the 
House." While he pud his compliments to 
SOsa Clifford, the political deliberations - 
resumed in divan. Tliey were now 
joined by a pompous-like person, of great 
account with his party, for causes not exactly 
intrinsic, who was very formally introduced 

lo MisB Clifford of the Priory, shire, as 

Mr. Bellwether, member for shire. 

The plan of action for the night was sub- 
mitted to Mr. Bellwether, who toot credit 
for what Snapdragion called his acute sug- 
gestions of a former morning, as gravely as 
if they had ever glanced within a thousand 
dtgrew at his slow and obtuse mind. 

Of what was passing, Margaret, though a 
silent, could not be an inattentive observer. 
She noticed that, as ths heavy tread of Mr. 
Bellwether was heard, and long before he 
was announced. Snapdragon had whisked 
Mrs. A. off, through a side door, as a piece 
of smuggled goods not proper to be seen by 
every body in their society ; and also marked 
the almost angry impatience with wluch the 
appearance of another important confederate 
was expected, who never came. Snapdragon 
looked to his watch a dozen times, though 
the French time-piece glittered before him, 
and at last cursed himself for having at- 
tempted "to move such a dish of skim-milk 
to any honourable enterprise." 

One by one the party now dropped off, 
Lady Rutwrt or Snapdragon sending after 
them those light jests and petty sarcasms 
which break neither bones nor squares, and 
which often give the bystanders a truer 
tight into the character of the inventor of 
the wit than of the person at whom it is 
levelled. The party was reduced to seven, 
when the butler aimounced luncheon, to 
which Hiss Clifford was conducted by the 
CorPio, who, the now found, possessed the 
irresistible chum on a lady's sympathy of 
wanting an arm. 

The nominal luncheon turned out a 
somptuous, thoo^ small dinner, such as 
Lady Robert, too good a diplomatist to 
" neglect her table," was accustomed to give 
her party-frienda, on field-days like this, 
that concoction and digestion might proceed 
togetheT,without the loss of tune. At lunch, 
or dinner, the conversation became more 
genera), gay, animated, and witty, or ap- 
proached that happier something verging on 
wit. Enemies were not forgotten, but 
Menda wete the favourite subjects of ^scns- 



idon, where nobody was ^ared, from the 
most sacred interior of the Court to the mob 
leaders, aa they were called. The minutes 
fled so pleasantly, that Lady Robert was 
compelled to remind the gentlemen of their 
public duties ; and as she rose from table, 
touching her glass with her lip, she called 
gaily to Margaret to pledge her " country 
fashion " to the discomfiture of Hr. Talbot's 
motion. 

Miss Clifford unconsciously pushed back 
her glass ; first looked disconcerted hy tha 
request^ but afterwards still more so at the 
grave way in which she had taken it. One 
of the gentlemen whispered something about 
"angels' prayers," and I^y Robert, with 
some a^ctation of manner, but in her most 
caressing tones, murmured, *' Nay, love, that 
potent Whiggeaa, Lady Holroyd, cannot have 
converted you already? — luckily, I caueht 
you too quickly for that." 

" Lady Holroyd never mads an attempt 
that would 80 ill reward her trouble," said 
Margaret, coldly. 

" Miss Cli^rd will let her husband be 
politician for both sides of the House," said 
Lord Robert. 

" As Lady Robert has done," cried Snap- 
dragon ; and the lady so complimented red- 
dened over brow and bosom, but affected to 
laugh. Mai^amt had learned — as in Eng- 
land who does not know more or less of every 
pnblic affair, and the alleged causes of every 
public action — that La^ Robert Anson was 
greatly blamed for her hnshand having 
litMify deserted his party— "his early 
ftiends," the Whigs. 

" I mean, Miss Clifford will permit her 
husband to give the law in politics," >tam- 
mered Lord Robert, amending his blunder, 
in the usual fashion, by making it worse. 

"And he will be an honest Tory," cried 
Snapdragon, with that sharp, brassy, Irish 
voice, and presumptuous manner, which 
made him already Margaret's antipathy. 

** At least he shall be an honest man I " 
sud Maigaret, with spirit and dignity that 
rather surprised her friend. 

"Bravo ! spirit i' faith — all that English 
girls want to he angels," said Snapdragon ; 
and turning to Lady Robert, " Are we to 
know that to-night our guardian angel keeps 
watch for us ; that bright eyes are upon us; 
that from yonder station they still — 
'B^ ioliMao*, ud jodg* tha ftiu?*" 

"My heart, you may be sure, is with 
you, " replied Lady Robert ; " but I can 
neither leave my fair guest, not yet " 
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" Taka ber with yaaJ " Interrnpted Snap- 
dragon, in a nDothered Toice. " Whj not 1 
Capital decoy-tliick; — ons can eatily mnd 
abroad a rumour whieh will carry a l^on 
of young WhiggUngi op to yon. Talbot's 
majority is at moat flve. By Jo"tt ! yon 
might turn it I TeU-dt-ftr would abwlntcly 
wonhlp yoa for • rtroke of female tfnO^, 
■0 akin to his own gmluB In war." 

"Too absurd!" returned Lady Rolwrl, 
aridentl J gratified. ** Thongh I do nnseni- 
puloQsly enjoy an election ntw, ttLeTlocltn^ 
Mrf would be going too far." 

" Not a bit of it, if snoeessfnlly managed ; 
which I cannot doubt, if committed to your 
fair hands. I would send you clever Mn. 
A. and a few more of Tenus'e fly-traps," 
cried he •trneatly, as the consequences of 
this stroke unfolded to his quick apprehen- 
sion ; and drawing np hie shoulders, he pro- 
truded the iine-tumed, but snake-like head, 
in which glittered the cold, dear, bright eyes ; 
and spread abroad those eager, mobile, clntohy 
fingers, till they grew into the semhlanoe ot 
talons or &ngs, Iwfore the fascinated gate of 
Margeiet. 

There now passed many eager whispers, 
in which were mingled such words u the 
Prince, the Duke, the Ambassadress.— 
" Yon eouid, yon miffht, if yon vmild, (rat- 
general them all. By Stys, yon might ! — 
or I bet my head for a tennis-ball to the 
Radicals ^ 

" Rated at its fair Tslue, Snappy," mnr- 
mured Sir R. Rawllnson, hardly aidde. 

"For what lessei purpose did Heaven 
iUmninate such eyes with snch a soul, sneh 
wit 1 " continned the perserering poUtidsn — 
In the present instance too pereeTering, or too 
indiscreetly urgent ; for the aristocratic 
lady, with some hauteur, ntii aloud, " This 
would be going far to eerre one's friends ; 
besides, I hare Infinite contempt fbr snob 
riralship." 

Thus ended the conrersatlon. Some of 
the gentlemen swallowed fresh exhilarating 
bumpers, others coffee of triple strength, and 
all disappeared. 

" A strange scene (his to you, loTe," eeid 
Lady Robert, in her most caressing traiee, 
and wreathing her beanUfal arms round 
Margaret, who sat bolt upright bedde lier on 
the conch. In an attitude of grave determined 
thought. 

Her sincere reply was, "At least an 
nnusnat one, Qeoi^ona." 

" You must often hare heard of Mr. Snap- 
dragon, though, till lately, he was twAotoae 



ttt. He is tl» moat talented, Tersatila creSr 
hue in the world ; full of tsate and wit, in- 
dependantly of his great capacity aa » states- 
man, a man of bnsinesi, and a debater. The 
Wolpolas, father and aon in one; — and 
wields a plume, I promise yon, like a scor- 
pion's fang." 

"An odd oomhination, indeed. Lady Robert. 
You remamher our old little books at school 
lold us, the wasp was armed with a stingy 
and the toad fomLshed with venom. The 
nobler ammals on endowed with no such 
means of ofience." 

" When oitr party get in," oontinned Lady 
Robert, porauing the train of her own thoughte, 
" there la no saying to what that man may 
rise. Save the Dnke— and, like Bellwether, 
he is now rather in the past tense — there are 
no two men tea eonld not better spare than 
Snappy. — Bnt why not pledge me to the 
discomfitora of Talbot, Margaret? If you 
knew how that man has tortured us^ or the 
oauM I have ptrtonaify to abhor him " 

"You ostoiush roe. Lady Robert," cried 
Margont, colouring ; " I understood Mr, 
Talliot to have l>een a great favourite with 
yon. When I was lost in London, you did 
■11 yon could to make every body in love 
wUh him." The yonng lady laughed, and 
again coloured slightly. 

" So I did,— and so he then was a prodi- 
gious favouilfe ; one on whom Lord Robert 
and I qnite relied, which makes his conduct 
the mora horrid In deserting ns now." 

"You shock OS irell as astonish me, 
Oeotgiona ; a moo ao hl^-prineipled, of anch 
honourable feelings as Mr. Talbot, distin- 
guished in every way. It woe quite a tri- 
umph when he lately carried our eounty; 
even lAdy Holroyd, much as ahe dislikes 
Cathelice, was delighted with Mr. Talbot 
getting Into Parliament— ^^ 

" Where his fiiet burineea was to attack 
and expose his friends. But for Talbot — ay, 
7'oIh<>~Lord Robert need not have loet that 
northern embassy, which, trifling as the emo- 
luments are, w<nild have been something to 
ns till brighter daya come round; — aoma- 
thing better than living in London in this 
mall way," — Lady Robert glanced with 
impatience and vexation nmnd her splendid 
drawing-room, — " tmall, I mean, to what we 
were accustomed to while our friends were 
in office, or to what is expected from our 
rank." Lady Robert now looked extremely 
senribia and matronly. " I apeak to you as 
a nnoere friend, Margaret, — you who have 
done so much for iu,^and as to one sensible 
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fsi bajond jonr jeua or opportnnltlM. 
Out noble nUtirca have, they fanoj', m 
mneh to do with thtnuelrei. I km lura, I 
wish then wa* a law anthoridng British 
midwiTS* to divwn two-thlids, at leaet, of 
the female offtprii^ of the nobilitjr in ohina 
basins. They have, I aaii, all to much to do 
with themeelvn, that it became quite a di^ 
topTOTide for tie in eome pnbliewajr. Now, 
exoept that Lord Bobert draws his fnll pay 
as colonel, of which they oonld not deprive 
hira, and that we have a men trifle from the 
colonial goTenmient, of which some Irish 

perwn, whom saddled on as, gets £300, 

a fnll fifth, for doing the dntiss, whaterei 
tlisy are, — and that the rereraion of mamma's 
pension has been secured to me — and a terri- 
ble bnsinees it was — we have not one farthing 
of income. Youknow to yonr cost, Margaret, 
that we were not, at the first ontsat, the meet 
prudent of people. Bat what could we do 1 
Had our friends st^d In, all would have been 
well in a little time ; and I would have had 
such pleasure, love, in seeing yon eetabliahed 
among ni. But the Dnke is so terribly self- 
willed, — now this b in the strictest confi- 
dence, — his cast-iron temper has been our 

deadliest trial ; and , the oreh-traitor, 

knows so well how to irritate, tickle, and 
keep him is play. But we might still have 
had the ambasay, even from the present set-~ 
they, blessings on them, hare a aort of fellow- 
feeling, having little wants of their ovm — 
save for Talbot and the Radical crew, who, 
raising tlie cry of a job against us, Mghtened 
the poor dear Whigs into retrenchment, at 
least in our case." 

"Perhaps Mr. Talbot was not aware who 
was to hold the appointment," said Margaret; 
"perhaps thought it a needless one, a burden 
on tile conntry," she ad4ed very gravely ; — 
but Lady Robert caught only at the first 
part of tiis sentence. 

" 1 that wonld have signified nothing to 
Mr. Patriot Talbot," she cried, langhlng In 
angry diadain; "his virtae would hare 
rejoiced the more in the sacrifice to his 
friends the rtformen, bad it been that of his 
own brother, if he bad had one. You can 
form no notion, love, of the unprincipled, 
daring length to which Mr. Talbot and his 
revolutionary Mends are poshing matters 
this session, — of the nature of the Ineendlaiy 
war they almost openly wage with rank, 
property, and the most sacred iostitations in 
Church and SUte." 

" Good Heavens ! Oeor^ana, it cannot he 
of the Mr. Talbot I know, you speak : for 



his mother's sake, I trust bs Is i 



"A leader, a chief; I assnre you it is a 
fact, love. Don't yon read the papers at 
till— those of them worth reading I mean i 
there you may leam Talbot. Let me give 
you a spedmen : — among his motions, his 
tIIs claptrqw, of this year, was one about 
the revenues of the Irish bishops, a direct 
attack on church property. You have heard 
of my uncle, the Bishop, Margaret, and 
what a favourite I am with him, — hs was 
a sort of forlorn hops to ns when all else 
fuled us. He has a very handsome revenue 
to be sore ; but is it not hia ownt — and 
think of him of lat« years being condemned 
to live In exile away from the Conrt where 
he had been so much, and from all his 
friends, in that horrid country for months 
at a time, solely from a high sense of doty. 
He is a delightful penon my uncle tlie 
Bishop, one who truly adorns the mitre. 
He lived In the handaomeat style between 
Bath, London, and Windsor, and was con- 
stanUy making ns presents, and seizing such 
opportnnities as fell In his way of doing na 
all manner of public khidnesses. He was a 
prodlglons favonrite with ont King, [by this 
style Lady Robert and her female friend^ 
at all times distinguished Cieorge IV. from 
bis royal brother William IV.] and was 
often at Windsor Castle for weeks togsthei 
In the latter years of the late Teign. 

"Helgho ! how times have changed 1 My 
uncle had as much to say with a cntun 
Marchionsss as proved very useful to his 
friends ; and I assure yon, Margaret, what- 
ever ill-natured people may innnuate, no 
one was more capable of true friendship 
than that lady, — where she took a fancy. 
My uncle possemed all those agreeable small 
talents for society, which at Court tell so 
well. He understood all the little amusing 
games and turns of address which the Dowa- 
ger-court people enjoy so much, though to 
us they do seem tiresome. Forty years ago 
he was a first-rate Grecian, I am told ; end 
yon know the Bench of Bishops is not very 
rich Is the best blood, which has its own 
value in certain places. He vat all that I 
say ; and you may guess the extent of my 
obligations to Mr. Talbot, when I tell yon, 
that bis Infamous motion gave this admi- 
rable prelate, my poor unde, a fit of gout, 
which fiew to his bnUn, or something of that 
sort. Sir Henry Halford never understood 
the case properly, though no ona doubted the 
cause ; and now, thongA alisolutely rolling 
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in gold, immenwljr rich, ha has got a wild 
craze, that the Radicals will plaader him, 
tbe funds bnalc, and that he will die a beg- 
gar in Trim work-house, — some horrid Iri^ 
place ; nor would he now part with one 
guinea to save all our lives." 

" Poor Ireland, how I enjoy thy levenge !" 
thought Margaret, who found some difficulty 
in preservii^ her gravity at this pitiful his- 
tory. At last, she said, " The people of 
Irelaiid an so miserably poor. Lady Robert, 
— that must be Talbot's apology ; and the 
bulk of them are Catholics too. One could 
say, in thinking of them, nearly with 
Chateaubriand, a royalist even up to yoiu' 
bent, — ' A time will come when it will not 
be believed, that, in a Christian land, one 
prieat enjoyed a revenue of ^20,000, while 
thoosands of people wanted a meal.' " 

" Merciful, Margaret, sorely yon cannot 
be an enemy of the Church !" 

" Heaven forbid ! Lady Robert ; I hope 
there is nothing in what I say, that showa I 
am not a sincere friend of the Church, its 
humbleat, most submisdve daughter. I 
only think, in common with tens of thou- 
sands of Church of England Christians, that 
its revenues are sometimes cruelly gathered, 
always ill divided, and too often ill be- 

" I must set Bellwether upon yon, Mar- 
garet ; he lately represented University," 

said Lady Robert, with forced gaiety ; " or 
Goulbum or Herries. They will demon- 
strate by figaret, love, what a miserable 
pittance, if divided among the people, all 
that our r^padoiM Order enjoys wonld in 
reality be. — And the necesuty of preserving 
the Second Estate, Margaret,— of maintaining 
the tow in religion and morale, — how could 
that ever be ao cheaply supported as at pre- 
sent f* 

" When I saw you last you vrere quite a 
Idberal, Lady Robert, at least in Church 
matters." 

" We were horridly betrayed, love ; thrown, 
I fear, irretrievably into a false position. 
Lord Robert had been so entangled with the 
Canning clique, who were a doomed race — 
the sooner we cut and ran there the better. 
But then came our capital blunder — the 
Duke never should have conceded these 
Catholic claima. And now mark the base 
ingratitude of these Irish papists to tu, their 
best friends. Why to a man they support 
the Grey set." 

A short pause of thought twk place. — 
" And Robert might have been with them," 



sighed LadyKobart "There we see Pal- 
merston, Melbourne, — all the old men in 
again; — but who can tfill what is best I 
The path of public men is beset with quick- 
sands. Sir Robert Peel has ruined his repu- 
tation by his honesty ; and, thanks to Hr. 
Talbot, so, meanwhile, the base press says 
has Lord Robert Anson, by his vaollaUon." 

Hiss Clifford had already heard, with pain 
and mortification, that Lord Robert Anson 
had, at his outset in life, act«d a mean, 
shuffling, undecided part with the Whigs, 
afterwards a treacherous one with the Can- 
ning administration, and, latterly, a truck- 
ling one with the succeeding government. 
He was, however, in virtue of his family 
connexions and influence, floated on, till iJl 
had lately foundered together. 

" But why thanks to Talbot, GeorgianaT' 
asked Miss Clifford, in a tone of earnestness 
and vexation. " I know so little of your 
afRiirs. While you were a fine lady and a 
minister's wife, entertaining foreign princes 
and ambassadors, I could not expect you to 
answer my poor letters ; and since you have 
grown a politician it has been much worse. 
I fear, Georgiana, you have never even read 
my country epistles. To which of your 
parties does Mr. Talbot really belong?" 

"To none, love, — none. But, fie, Mar- 
garet, how could you imagine that I would 
not read jrour letters % — Mr. Patriot Talbot 
is a man of the people — an independent 
member- — the modem Andrew Marvell, my 
dear — eats his mutton and turnip with his 
mother in some smalt house about Parlia- 
ment Street, fagging in the Chancery Court 
all the morning like a tiger, and labouring 
in the House of Commons all night to build 
up a reputation witli the Reformers, and 
destroy us. It is altogether too ridiculous !" 
continued the lady, with a choking laugh. — 
" When elected for your county, on the 
strength of his public virtues and wonderful 
talents, forsooth I by the sovereign chaw- 
bacons, to represent and guard their precious 
intercata " 

" Kay, Lady Robert " 

" Pardon the offence against good taste, 
Margaret. Party-people, I own, are always 
vulgar ; but you do not yet know what a 
ktmbiig it all ia, — to use another vulgar but 
expressive word of my friend Snapdragon's 
proscribed, I believe, at our dd school ; — ' 
what an ^regi<nu humbug I but you will 
too soon learn." 

" Never, I trust," cried Margaret, empha- 
tically, " that independence and public 
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honesty, though me, an noa-existent in 
England." 

" With tlu Fhcenix and the Unicorn, 
they exiat." 
Btit the Unicom does exist," said Mar- 
garet, laughing, " somewhere in the interior 
of Africa." 

" And 80 tOAy the Patriot, love, — in that 
same latitude ; and every body who goes to 
aeek him will die. But this interrupta my 
story. When Talbot got in on the people's 
shoulders, as they describe it in theirelegant 
phraseology, I thought he might be of very 
great nse to ««. We all thought Aim worth 
gaining ; even the highest of tJie very high- 
est powen ; and who so apt a negotiator as 
bis old friend. Lady Robert Anson, who was 
accordingly introated ivith this delicate 
affair. I showed my credentials — opened 
my case ; but no — Heaven knows what the 
man plays for ; but his game, meanwhile, 
benefits only the base Whigs. I failed of 
course ; tried the mother, who kept her door 
shut in the face of what the newspapers 
call my allnnmentB, temptations, charms, 
and &scinations. She is a very gentle- 
womanly person, I believe ; but she has 
sorroonded herself, and her proud papist 
notions, with a triple Cliinese wall of pre- 
judices against u/, the friends of the 
Papists, which neither 's battering- 

rams, nor my small sapping and mining 
could dare on." 

" Don't, I beseech you, tell me more of 
this. Lady Robert," cried Margaret^ abruptly, 
and in a tone of vexation. " Mrs. Talbot 
is a person whom I must lespect, nay, 
venerate." 

"Just one small specimen, Maigarct love, 
^nite in yonr own way, (o do you good, to 
sweeten your imagination. Talbot's election 
— though to be done at and behui prime cost, 
so great a favourite is he — cost, nevertheless, 
some £3000. This sum the Whiga would 
have defrayed ; and they owed him much 
more before he got into parliament at all, 
were it only for his various scribblements in 
their canse, we roust not say in their Krviee. 
Conceive the ridiculous pride of the old 
woman I all her jewels, — heir-looms that 
had glittered in the masques of the Flan- 
tagenets aai Tudots, ornaments of the fair 
Talbots of other days,— she, to my know- 
l«^e, sold undeiiiand, to save her son this 
mighty obligation, that no stain, forsooth ] 
might rest on 'the one entbe and perfect 
ch^rsolite,' which now forms Mrs. Talbot's 
whole wealth of jewellery." 

Vol. hi. 



" Dearest Lady Robert, is it possible you 
do not sympathize in so fine an action 1 " 
cried Margaret, her eyes glowing and glisten- 
iog ; " if you do not, you are not the 
Geoi^iana you once were." 

"Perhaps, love, I do sympathize — a little. 
I am at least heartily indignant at the way 
the pretty toys went. To think of the gems 
my chaste grandames had admired, the Talbot, 
diamonds of our county, sparlilicg in the 
tiara of my new ally! — Well, no matter, 
— politics, Uke misery, bring folks ac- 
quainted with strange companions, — the 
calumnious Whigs would say 'bed-fellows.' 
'TIS a sorry trade, and a thankless. If we 
had got this paltry embassy," continued tlie 
lady, deeply ughing, " it would have been 
so delightful to run away from London 
altogether ; but don't speak of Talbot again 
to me, Margaret ; with all the reasons I have 
to hate him, I am an angel to be able to 
think of that man with temper." 

Lady Robert, notwithstanding all lier 
gaiety, brilliance, and high spirits, and the 
marvellous secret influence in public affairs, 
on which she prided hei-self, now that the 
flimsy veil was removed, seemed so ill at 
ease, that, though many, if not of all her 
misfortunes, were clearly attributable to a 
line of conduct, deliberately chosen and 
obstinately followed, her friend could not do 
leas than pity, while she gently blamed. 
Margaret would again have returned to 
confidential aflairs ; but I^dy Robert declared 
herself so lisppy to-night, and be^ed so 
earnestly to waive all odious business fur 
tliis one evening, that her friend could only 
sigh and yield. 

It was now time to drees for that half 
hour of the Opera which Margaret reluctantly 
consented to share with her friend. And 
for this half hour of exhibition, the fair 
diplomatist made as elaborate a toilet as if 
she had been going into the presence of 
Majesty. 

" Is it not miserable to find tiie habit, the 
necessity of dress, already beginniug to outlive 
tlie enjoyment of the toilet 1 " she said, 
while anxiously directing, and patiently eub- 
raitting to the finishing touches of a French 
waiting-maid, obtained as a treasure from 
the ambassadress, — one, it was whispered, 
better skilled in the English language and 
the dexterous use of master-keys than her 
lady would have approved. 

Her own toilet complete. Lady Robert 
as anxiously superintended the proper equip- 
ment of her friend. " In beauty and elegance, 
No. 59. 
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we far Mlipga the 'Wh\g women," abe said, 
gailj, while aDireTing and contpUmenting 
Hai^aret. " That Is conf«SMd eren bj theii 
own sw6ina ; and the criaia reqaireB ail our 
forces — artillety of all kinds." 

It was a dnll opera, and a thin, chilling 
circle ; no woman worUi beitowing a second 
look upon, nor man a second thought : bo Lady 
fiobertprononnced. And of the few gentlemen 
ivho lounged into the box and chatted with 
her, not one was considered worthy of being 
named to the heiress, whom she said she was 
determined not tocheapen by toogeneral intnv 
dnctions. She B0onseeme3 restless, uneasy,and 
ont of place, and frankly confessed that her 
heart was not here. " Dare I tempt yon, Hsr- 
garet, within theTergeofmyspellsH am under 
a sort of engagement to anp with my Mends 

at House, where bright eyes make tfaeir 

own welcome. Shall I tempt yon thither 1 
Bat first, with what will yon bribe me to 
place yon within eye &nd earshot ot Mr. 
Talbot'a eloquence, and of the merdlesa 
thrashing that learned gentleman may make 
Dp hia mind for to-night." 

" One part of your offer would, I own, 
be a delightful gratification, if modestly 
practicable," replied the young lady; "but 
when, how, or where ? " 

" Never mind the when and where ; follow 
youmy white plume," Andinafewminutes, 
cloaked and muffled, the ladies alighted near 
the House of Commons, and found Sir R. 
Rawlinson as If In waiting for them. Him 
Lady Robert gaily accosted with, " How 
weara the night," and heard that Tallmt 
had not opened yet, that Bellwether bad 
contrived to throw in the drag of a few 
petitions, and also, that nnless the debate 
was protracted to a very late hour, the 
division might be defeated by delay for at 
least that night. With this, after some 
scrambling and winding through stairs and 
paaaages, not of the most inviting description, 
they found themselves at the Vtmilalor of 
the old ffotue (^Commoiu ! That den called 
in the dabs, " The Petticoat Parliament 
House," where night after night, through 
the last two agitating sessions, high-bom, 
stooping, kneeling, nay tUent Beauty might 
be seen worshipping Hoqnence. Never had 
brighter eyes, or fairer and more warmly 
throbbing bmoms, viewed or watehed the 
fortunes of the lists at ancient tournament, 
than those that now viewed the tnimoil and 
wordy war which nightly raged below, among 
gallant Knights of the Shire, and gentle 
Squlre% representatives of rotten boroughs ; 



noi ever had the damee of chivalry raised to 
Heaven more fervent aspirations for the 
success of their favourite heroes. 

" Fountain of stolen waters ! dear, dirty, 
dingy, evHtinff, enchanting den l " eried Lady 
Robert, on entering the place which had 
been her late haunt, during the protracted 
"Reform Bill" discusrions, and in which 
several persons, chiefly ladies, — young, beau- 
tiful, and elegant women, — were already 
assembled, and at thrir post of observation ; 
" Dear, dirty hole-in-the-wall, what theatre, 
opera-house, royal drawing-room, or more 
delightful royal cabinet, is to be compared 
in torturing, maddening interest, to the rack 
I have lately found in thee." 

Lady Robert met several persons of both 
sexes belonging to her party, and some of 
the members irf her coterie ; but the chiefs 
were all engaged below, and a few subalterns, 
loungers, and attaeiis, did gallant duty for 
the evening. Lady Robert's firrt care was 
to find an advanfageons peeping-post for her 
young friend ; and, that done, she joined one 
of the groups, and afterwards disappeared, 
though Margaret, in the full gratification of 
a lady's longing to penetrate those mysteries 
so provokingly and carefully veiled from 
female eyes, was too deeply engaged to mark 
the desertion. 

Separated from the overpowering multitude 
of august and impressive associations which 
must crowd on every educated mind, in 
seeing, for the first time, the representetives 
of the British empire "in Parliament as- 
sembled," there Is lltde intrinsically either 
dignified or splendid In the aspecte of that 
^ow. To a New Zealander, a congregation 
of Methodists, or a Jewish synagogue, would 
infallibly prove more imposing, — a raiment 
of foot arranged in a chapel, a much more 
magnificent sight than that huge Frte-and' 
ecuy motley club, of lounging, lolling, sittmg, 
standing, leaning, stretching, yawning, slum- 
bering, sleeping, vrinking, gaping, goggling, 
chewing, jotting, nodding, note-making mul- 
titude of "Faithful Commons." Yet with 
what feelings is it first beheld! — by Miss 
Clifivrd, at any rate it was, whose maiden 
glance was as awful an undertaking as ever 
was modest young member's maiden speech. 

" Til the pretticrt liUiin. 
Bh* fetcbca hn bntth likg ■ naw-ta'tn ipunnr," 

reported the Honourable Horace Wimbledon, 
a prating poet of Lady Robert's party, whom 
she had despatched to attend to the commands 
of Miss Clifford, mainly to get his perked 
ears out of the reach of the confidential 
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whJspeiB of her eol»rU. Thb ma now 
incrraeed by the " Hn. A.— " of th« morn- 
ing, u)d the GofUgo, who came up tttirs, 
IcBving, M he mid, " Snopdragoa, Iniking In 
the jungle, ready to epring on Tfilbot." 

The deroeanonr of Min Clifford wu not 
ill depleted in Wimbladon'i oonceited qnot*- 
tion. In BDrrejing that formidable attvf, 
compoaed of so nuuif diecordant altmenta^ 
yet forming eo msjeado or impaling a whole, 
her cheek fluehed, and her heart throbbed a« 
if too laige for her boaom. When the fint 
swell of feeling enbrided, cnriosty came into 
play, and she looked lonnd for aoae on* to 
tell her who woe who. 

Mr. Honee Wimbledon, with whom ehe 
bad no deaire to cnltiTite a doier intamaoy, al- 
though he etyled himaelf, " Perpetual Speaker 
of the Ladiee' Home," had diaappeand on 
hie erobaa^ ; and fortnne faronred Margaret 
in throwing her upon the politeneia of her 
next neighbour, a stately, and rather aristo- 
cratic-looking matron, who appeared aa mnoh 
inleieated in the affain of the night aa her- 
self, bnt yet took a baoerolent pleasure in 
informing the eager norice. 

And who were thoae " Futhfol Commons," 
likely first to strike, and afterwards to rivet 
a lady's — a woman's eyest "Is it Sir 
James Qraham or Colonel Eranayon mean?" 
whispered Hargaref s informer, in reply to 
a qnestion. Margaret meant both, and 
several others beside ; bat her eye was still 
K«tle» ; it had not found the object it 
•ought : like some other patnots, it ia to be 
feared Maif«ret tried to ooneeal certain per- 
sonal feetinga \mdar the veil of public 
interest. 

" But the heroes of this night, ma'am f " 
dte whispend. 

" 0, the ffill M«n 1 " retnmed the lady, 
smiling, " there Is a host of beroee here." 

" 'Tia the member for ■■ ■ ■■ shire, I mean, 
aa the hero of this night." 

" Oh, the nal hero t " «»id the lady, 
smiling more freely; "Mr. Edward Talbot. 
There he ia, ^diispering to Lord Palmertton, 
to that gentleman with the luxuriant 
whiskers. No, no, your eye is quite in the 
wrong direction ; the something at which 
yon look, reaembling a human countananoe, 
gleaming bentath ^t thicket of hair, does 
not belong to his lorddiip ; that is Colonel 
S-' " , W, as the Witi of the Clubs name 
bin, Mephiboaheth." 

llie aetnal appearanee of Mr. Ttdbot, a 
nsh of membera into the house, and the 
dead mementaiy sUenoa, nsolred Hugaret's 



donbla. She had seen him but onoe, 
some years, bnt had not foigotten h 
His fint words were to her inaudible, 'i 
Hubje«t of his motion was the education of 
the people ; " Not a Ministerial measni 
Miss Clifford's neighbour whispered, " hut 
one which, to a certain extent, it was 
expected the ministry would support, and 
also some members of the Opposition." This 
whispered explanation had soarosly been 
giren, whan the orator, home on in the 
full tide of his dlsconne, first rerealed to 
the distant &ir spectator that something till 
then uiufflagined by her, the magic power, 
the commanding force of the highest elo- 
qnenoe. 

At the doee of his speeoh, and whUe the 
walls still shook with the exdting cheen 
whioh wonnd up and dissolved the diarm, 
and brought a gash of sympathetic t«an 
into Mia* Cliflbrd's eyes, ih» involuntarily 
turned to her companion, who appeared 
almost aa much moved as herself, drew a 
long relierlng breath, a deep sigh, and pas- 
sionately whispered, " And ttus is eloquence t 
I never before divined aright what that mighti- 
est power might mean ; bnt 'tis truA also- 
noble, generous, patriot feeling. Oh, how ad- 
mirable, how enviable the man who, blessed 
with such glorious gifts, thus usee them In 
swaying these hundreds of minds for the happi- 
ness of milliotist" And then abruptly checking 
herself, as If ashamed of unmudenly enthn- 
siasm, she mattered in a low hurried tone, 
" Hf. Talbot is member for my native 

county ; and we in shire are naturally 

a Uttle proud of him. I hare heard of hie 
wonderful parliamentary talents long; bnt 
never heard him ipeai before, — and he it 
very eloquent 1 " 

Mat^are^s ratyiug emotion, her thrilling 
sympathy, and rapturous surrender of eveiy 
thought and feeling to (he passing scene, 
had not escaped the notice of her companion, 
nor yet this "lame and impotent conclu- 
doa." 

" Mr. Talbot onght to be deeply sendble 
of the obliging partiality of his fair, yonng 
constituent," she replied, " and here, I 
believe, he comes to thank you." And the 
man sprung forward, on whose lips and 
eyea Margaret's toul had trembled for the 
lost hour. She tamed half away, tugging 
at her veil, and dirinking into hersdf, shiver- 
ing with nncoutroUafale emotion. Fortunately 






not seen. 

You have paid for your fancy, mother," 
•aid in the voice whidi bad lately 
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Tibrated to Maigaret's heart, in tones how 
like and how oulike, — hght, cordial, cheerhl. 
" I am glad, that, till this moment, Hr. 

did not tell me he had brought yoa 

hi the House. You would have put me 
out to a certunty. Yon murt be quite 
exhausted!" 

" Not exhausted, Edward ; not in the 
least, only too much gratified, too delighted." 

" Home now, then," said the son, " I mnat 
be off like a bolt ; but your squire, — ^-^— 
is getting you some tea, I bdieve." 

" Not off, Edward, till you have made 
your acknowledgments to one of your con- 
stituents, my fair unknown neighbour, for 
the patient, nay, I believe, unwearied atten- 
tion with which she has listened to your 
long discourse." 

" Indeed !" cried the member for shire, 

dling, and bowing profoundly to the yonng 
lady, half screened behind his mother ; then, 
half-Htarting, with a speaking look, he 
exclaimed, " Mother, and do you not guess 
who this ia V Margaret, now furly turned 
upon, blushed, and smiled, and bowed, and 
smiled and blushed agun, under the gaze 
of the son and mother. 

" Ha, I see now ! by her brow and smile, 
a Clifford I How could I have been so 
stupid ? I ought to know the CUfford coun- 
tenance. May 1 now claim the privilege of 

I old woman, and an old shire 

woman, to inquire which of our fair Qiffords I 
have the honour to address 1" 

" Margaret Clifibrd of the Priory," 
breathed Mai^aret. 

" Then meet where we may, we ought to 
meet as friends," said the old lady, extending 
her hand ; and Hiss Clifford curtsied her 
deep delighted thanks, as one who sought 
and felt in this gracious reception something 
beyond the commencement of an ordinary 
acquaintanceship. 

The gentieman, who came attended by a 
servant with tea, cried to Mr. Talbot "to be 

~; Snapdragon was on his legs." And 
Talbot hurried away, crying, " Mother, Hiss 
Clifford, are you really not tired ? May I 
hope to find yon still both here in a half 

" You will find us, Edward," cried Mis. 
Talbot. '* 1 can promise you neither of us 
will desert you till we enjoy your triumph." 

" Or console me under my defeat, a mora 
truly womanly office," cried the disappearing 
young member, 

" And how, my dear, do we meet in this 
strange place ? " eaii Mrs. Talbot, as hoth 



ladies ripped the * refreshing lymph ; ' "and, 
pardon me, you are alone 1 " 

" I am with Lady Robert Anson," replied 
Maigaret. " I am properly vrith Lady 
Holroyd ; but I owe to Lady Robert the 
gratification of witnesdug a debate. And 
whither can she havs betaken herself ! " con- 
tinued the young lady, now first recollecting 
the desertion of her friend, and the awkward- 
ness of her own situation. 

" Since Lady Robert became a member of 
the ex-official corps diplomatique, she is 
oppressed with duties," sud Mrs. Talbot. 
" Miss Clifford must snfler me to take place 
of her truant lady^ip as matron protector ; 
but her set will all crowd hither imme- 
diately, or as soon as they hear the tones of 
their party-idol, Mr. Snapdragon." 

As Mrs. Talbot spoke, Lady Robert re- 
appeared with her fair friend, and two or 
three gentlemen, "Alone, Margaret? where 
is Lord Robert ; where Wimbledon, to whose 
innocent guardianship I consigned you ! 
But Snapdragon is on his I^ ; yon will be 
enchanted, Margaret. Defy his power if 
you can ! to your post then." 

Miss Clifford (who still stood near Mrs. 
Talbot, of whom Lady Robert appeared to 
have no knowledge) conld not be called aiUt- 
gether an unprejudiced listener of the regular, 
trdned campugner, whose tactics were to 
tnm into ridicule what he could not contio- 

The young Ufe of Margaret had been more 
one of reflection than of action and bnstle. 
Her temper was warm and cwdid ; and the 
quick pere^tion, and tiie Ibve of truth, the 
spontaneous impulse of her naturally clear, 
and still unwarped mind. Miss Clifford 
owed many blessings to what her fashionable 
friends called "a neglected education." On 
this night, as one sarcasm followed another, 
and as the envenomed shafts of wit, which 
recoiled from the mark at which they were 
apparently aimed, yet ticlded into cheers the 
thoughtless anil malicious, her indignation 
became irrepresidble. Her curling lip, her 
changing colour, and muttered reprobation, 
betrayed her feelings to her venerable neigh- 
bour. And when this fierce attack became 
mora dose, and distorted statements of facie, 
gross exaggerations, and insinuations at once 
barefacedly false and provokingly impudent, 
roused her indignation to the glowing pitch, 
rendered more intense by the knowledge that 
the mother of Talbot heard every word of 
this tirade, her feelings were unconecioualy 
revealed in the impetuous whitj)er of, "Base, 
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base 1 false and ban ! bat this cannot wound 
the feelings nor tonch the foii fame of Mr. 
Talbot" 

" No, my dear ; no, no," replied the mother, 
returning the aympatbetic pressure of the 
hand, which somehow hen had sought and 
met. "It cannot; and I am sehuned of 
feeling myself so TulneTablc to the serpent- 
sting of those persona." 

From other quarters of this whispering 
gallery, Margaret was aasuled with the ad- 
mirmg exclamations, and low H*ar ! hear ! 
of Lady Robert and her friends. 

" Exquiute ereatare ! can Talbot BnTTive 
thiBpouR^ii^?" she cried, tuniing triumph- 
antly to Margaret. "I perceive you an 
spell-bound, Margaret, and no wonder ; Snap- 
dragon, I am certain, is aware of our pre- 
sence. If eyes could penetrate plaster, he is 
the l«"l"lf possesses tiie orbs to do the feat 
Does he not nightly dart their seonhing fires 
through the ponderous and fleshly volume 

of . Ha ! now yon mark him 

looking up to the Ventilator. Did yon note 
that about ' airs from heaven,' meaning w, 
dear ; or, * blasts from hell,' that is the Trea- 
sury Bench. How fortunate, lore, to have 
heard Snapdragon to-night, when he posi- 
tively outdoes himself! He will, he must, 
turn the fortune of the question. What doe« 
that man not deserve of us I How keen, how 
luting his sarcasm 1 and that unique, saucy, 
felicitous piquancy of style, which compels 
those to admire who are fit to tear his bril- 
liant eyes out, those to doat who are ready 

" If to provoke and irritate be an orator's 
highest trinmph, jmurt excels, Georgians. 
He may lend you aid in ill offices, or in 
exposing foes ; but, alas for the party who 
have no better instrument for gaining friends 
tlian one whcee best weapons are petulance, 
arrogance, and the underbred flippancy which 
passes for wit." 

" You are severe on Snapdragon, Margaret. 
You will learn to know him better. It was 
in that j-hilHiah way I thought at first, in 
my sugar-plum nonage, when I made faces at 
olives, and thought mawkish downy peaches 
the only dessert. Such childish fancies dis- 
appear with time. What comparison between 
our brilliant, poignant, pungent champion, 
and that lump of sweetened curd, for ex- 
ample, Lord Althorp, there?" 

" Can you indeed compare them, Geor- 
giana 1" cried Margaret " A man of excel- 
lent sense, admirable temper, unimpeach- 
able integrity, a true lover of his country. 



one on whom one may pledge salvation and 
rest in peace, with a political adventurer, 
whom presumption has enabled to scramble 
high indeed, once he can number among the 
tools of his spite or his ambition the wife of 
Lord Robert Anson ! Pardon my warmth, 
Georgiana ; you know how I love you ; but 
not what it is to be wroth with what o 
loves. , I am never angered with those for 
whom I don't care." 

Lady Robert was not prepared for any 
thing so bnufut in her stud, mild Margaret, 
nor yet for a young connfty lady making 
such rapid progress in knowledge of public 
characters. She reddened and affected to be 
absorbed in listening. 

Something so offensive and grossly per- 
sonal was now s^d below, that the House 
resounded with indignant cries of " Order, 
order! Chturl ctuur !" Even Lady Robert, 
drawing back, and up, said, "This is 
bad. In the vehemence of a^iiment Snap- 
dragon forgets that Mr. Talbot is a mat 
honour, and at family." 

This burst of natur^ and of aristocratic 
feeling, in which Margaret rejoiced, ^ 
scarce uttered, when Mr. Talbot appeared, and 
Lady Robert's " better part of teomaa" ^ 
suddenly overcome by other interests. I 
had no leisure to analyze her thoughts^ a 
process with which she was at no time fami- 
Uar, when Talbot was seen addresung both 
the ladies who stood near her, her fair self 
unnoticed. 

" Mother : " he cried, looking chidingly in 
the face of the old lady, whom, till then, 
Lady Robert had not deigned to regard. — 
"Mother! I see how it is; you hare 
tempted me away in the Ijeat of the debate, 
for I did fear you might be but too impressible 
by some points of Hr. Snapdragon's oratory." 

"I have, at any rale, the grace to be 
ashamed of weakness so mean," replied the 
mother. — " If tut durst reply. Miss Clifford," 
she continued, turning round and smiling ii 
the &ce of Margaret, " how ae would demo- 
lish him." 

" I am unfortunate in Miss Clifford's I 
night of the Ventilator being one in which 
Mr. Snapdragon has chosen to give me such 
a tremendous thrashing," said Talbot laugh- 
ing. 

" Ha! Mr. Talbot," exclaimed Lady 

rally, and afiecting only 

'driven to this 

Her speech was marred by the cross lire 
of Mrs. Talbot, who exclaimed, " Miss Clif- 
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ford rates such ribald staff at its tnie ralne — 
utter coDtempt. Go, Edward, do your duty ; 
yon need tu advooate with the pun uid the 
true." There was an awkward, etnbar' 
laseed tdlence, of which Hr. Talhot took 
advantage t« bow himself off. 

" How is all this, Uargaretl" whispend 
Lady Robert. — "How oama Talbot hither, 
and hid mother— «b4tM affinities— eh ? Does 
the gentleman smell duaolution. Bat re- 
member, love, you an pledged to tu." 

Margaret smiled, and shook her head, 
with grave incrsdolity, and felt nlievad 
when her friend was drawn away to the 
brilliant party which now entered, two fonign 
ladies of the highest distinction, attended by 
three gentlemen. 

" Asd joa. T«fuae to be inbvdoead, Mar- 
garet," said Lady Robert, in an expostula- 
toiy tone, rexed and angry; "yon prefer a 
hum-drum chat with an old woman, ta the 
conversation of the Ivilliant strangers to 
whom yon might have the advantage of 
being presented." 

" I do indeed, Georgiana ; I am not ambi- 
tions."— Lady Robert turned from her friend 
with mariied vexation. 

Mr. Bellwether was now "on Us lege." 
He had adroitly, and with vAat oor lady 
speotators thought abundant assnranoe and 
aelf-snffioienoy, taken preoedenoe of Mr. 
Talbot's friend, who had risen to say for 
Talbot, in reply to Snapdragon, tilings which, 
thongh less than truth, a modest man «an 
hardly say for himself. Every one ssemed 
to fancy this a privileged time for chat 
The Honse emptied below like a ohnr«li dis- 
miaaing, and tiie ladies laughed above — all 
but Margaret Clifford and Mrs. Talbot. 

" My sou informed me how much of grase 
he owed at his late dection to the ladies of 
the Prioiy, and I have always intended 
making my grateful soknowledgmenta to my 
old friend, your good Aunt Mrs. Elisabeth ; 
bnt old people get so lasy. — I hope our 
fingers an not tme emblems of onr feelings ; 
with me the latter are quick enongh for 
sixty-five, at least where my son Is con- 
cerned." — Margaret bowed, and said her 
grand-annt would have been §o happy to 
hear of Mrs. Talbot ; they reJMced, Indeed, 
when Mr. Talbot carried his election, but 
that was a general feeling in the county. 

" Edward informed me that he bad, after 
his election, the felicity of seeing the ladies 
of the Prioiy at an Archery Meeting, in the 
Prioiy Park :— when diall I foiget its oaks 
and beaches 1" 



" Did he, indeed I did Mr. Talbot talk of 
onr Aicheiy Meetingt" crisd UargaKt, in a 
glow of gratified feeling. 

" Ay, and of the Bow Meeting ball, and its 
fair partner," said Mis. Talbot. 

" Aunt Eliiabeth said that wa* the most 
truly Engiiih day lA out-door and in-door 
gaiety she had witnessed for fifty yeaia, — onr 
Bow Meeting," said Margaret, rather blink- 
ing ths question. " She will be so proud to 
hrai that Mr. Talbot nmanbers the rural 
holiday of our nelghbonrhood, in bononr of 
his snccess, which ma good neighbonn 
bellsTed portended bettw days to Merry Old 
England." 

"Yon mean the Prioiy taunts. Miss 
Clifford, who voted foi my son." 

" Not at our instance," returned Maqwet, 
smiling ; " my grand-aunt did not even tall 
onr neighbours they were free to vote as 
their oonaoiences dictated. She said, that 
was what English Yeomen should never 
onee donbt about." 

" But Mrs. E^iubelh has such a horror of 
female politicians, that she would think I 
had oonunittad hei by the little I hare sud 
to-night.~I only wish Lady Robert ^owed 
a littie of her fesninine dislike of such 
subjects." Hai^aret looked with anxiety to 
her friend, now engag«d in vivacious wikii^ieis 
with the " illustrious stranger*." 

"She, poor thing," replied lbs. Talbot, 
"knows as mueh about politiee i f by politics 
you understand knowledge of pabtio inteieets, 
and the struggles and balance of parties — as 
the sole of the tiny satin slipper she is now 
danong. %e has been inveigled by art, 
and involved by vani^ and circumstance, 
in intrigues which she cannot fathom, and 
would, I tnst, loathe if she could." 

" You don't, then, approve of women in- 
terAring in pabllo atfUrst" said Margaret 
vexed for her friend. * Even at an exciting 
period like this." 

" I, at least, regret to see the grace, beauty, 
and station of so channing a young woman, 
degraded into the instTumenta of political 
intrigue. Nor can I hold Lady Robert 
innooent ; her share of the stakes played for, 
is that embassy on which she has set her 
heart I oannot esteem such motives. I am 
a frank speaker." 

"Will you give me leave to present 
Georgiana to you?" cried Margaiet, in a 
sudden flash of that enthuriasm which was 
latent in her disposition, and which, alter- 
nating with her exterior c<Jdnees, and quiet, 
gave >o rare a 
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chaim to her chuacUr wheie ihe was known. 
" She had the most yielding and iupieesibk 
nature— tha gentlest heart." 

" J know not how to resist Him Clifibid'e 
wish," replied Mn. Talbot, Bmiling gra- 
cioualy; "though I have nobopeof converdng 
her fashionable friend. — I, however, distin- 
guish between Lady Robert and some of her 
fair allies, though I fear all the world ia not 
»o charitable. Nor do I blame her or any 
woman for knowing too mnch of public 
affairs, but only for having th«ir knowledge 
nnifonulj' on the tel/iih side. When the 
influence of women in sodety is conmdered, 
bow important often becomea the counsel, 
the interference, the Indirect oontrol, which 
it is only gracefnl and proper for them to 
employ ! Into how many diahoueet acl« and 
mean compliances have I known public men 
betrayed, tbat uives and daughters might 
retain their baubles, and hold degraded state, 
though at the expense of the poor man's 
integrity! Had Lady Robert Anson— pard<Ht 
my freedom, I speak to one whom J consider 
worthy of frank dealing— had Lady Eobert, 
in her married life, lealiy posseseed any 
proper knowledge of political afialr^ of pub- 
lic duty, and of the true honour of her 
husband, as a public man, how different had 
been the part that she would bare counselled, 
and that he might liare wrtMiWHl 1 '* 

" Then yon do approve of women inter- 
fering in atairs?" adced Uwga»t, doubt- 
fully. 

" As we know v«ry well they will iuteiv 
fere, I would rather tliey did so in an honest 
way," replied Mrs. Talbot. " Women are 
but too often the domestic traitors, whoM 
prudent and gtatle counsel, ' Stick by place 
in all erents,' and tender fears of loss of 
fortune, and min of th^ ehiUien's pros- 
pects, betray men into the basest eompr»- 
misea, if not into the profligate desertion of 
duty. Instead of admiring tlie amiably 
graeefnl pasdvsness and feminine delicacy 
we see so be-praised, I am often tempted ta 
despise it as unprincipled cunning, in the 
geatie, timid, yislding, innocent creatures ; 
wlio will know nothing of the wages of cor- 
mptian, or the fruits of public jdunder, save 
how to lavish them witb taste and elegance 
on their own petaons and selfish ranities. 
They know nothing of politics, indeed : they 
mind their family afikirs and amusements, 
and do not concern themselves with how tbs 
wives and daughters of siuecnrists, and idle 
placemen, are enabled to outdazxle those el 
nes-placemeB and patriots, of vhidi Lut 



kind of men tbey hare generally a < shock- 
ing opinion,' as persons unpardonably negli- 
gent of the interests of their families, and 

rather tunted with infidelity. Yes, Miss 

CliSbrd, while I scorn the petty arts of 
female intrigue, I would, from the wife of 
the Constable, to her who shares the -digni- 
ties of the Lord Chancellor, have every 
woman know as much of politics as to dis- 
criminate right from wrong,.— her hus- 
band's public duty, from hei own worldly 
interest ; and to be able to say to him, on eil 
proper oecsaions, ' Don't be the base thing 
who would draw emolument and distinction 
from the ruin of your country, and the 
degradation of your own character ; put me 
and my children out of view t yonr integrity 
and honour are our dearest possesrion. With 
these untainted, we never can be poor, nor 
with these need we higher distinction.' I would 
have women support the faltering resolution, 
which they too often undermine ; strengtJien 
the iujGrm purpose which their prudent offices 
are directed still farther to shake ; employ 
their tears, caresses, sod solicitations, oeca- 
mhmZ^, on the eide of public duty, though 
personal interest, should pull the other way. 
In periods of trial, public men are too fre- 
quently found dishonest, but the women 
connected with them are almost always so, 
though often leas from want of priudple 
than from want of instrucUon, and of the 
c^adty of looting in an enlajged way to 
the scope and consequences of actions." 

While Mrs. Talbot thus whispered above. 
Hi. Bellwether held on pro^g below ; and 
Mr. Horace Wimbledon, again in waiting, 
informed the ladies that there would be no 
divioon for a good hour, as Bellwether, like 
an extemporary Methodist parson, when 
apparently winding up for a dose, was often 

farther off than ever. And and 

— ■ ■ — mad qieak, — tbey would not 
sleep otherwise; and the Blacking-man 
had still to wake his " brazen-tramp dimtn- 
perous." 

This was a favourable pause for another 
examinatioa ot " the House," of which Mr. 
Wimbledon had tiie bead-roll at his finger^ 
ends ; but Miss Clifford seemed so insensible 
to his talents as a sketcher, that in a few 
minutee he flew off to anotlwr duty of the 
nig^t — to report to the Club up<Hi ths 
heiress. In ajl the Clubs of all the parties, 
Mr. Horace, if not welcomed, was tolerated, 
for the sake of his gossip, his connexions, 
and qualities as a fttitae. He encountered 
Sir Jermyn Holroyd, who bad just paiied 
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I off, under the soroniferoua influence of Mr. 
' £«llwether, and now dropt into Brookes' to 
gather tbe latest babble before he went 
I home. The opening speech of Talbot and 
tbe bitter replj^ of Snapdragon, the fate of 

night and the new face, were the topics 
of the idlers, same of whom had seen Hiss 
Clifford at tbe Opera-house : the nambera 
n the dirisloQ, and the months the heiress 
might remain unwed, and who might at- 
tempt, and who win her, were the Bubjectn 
of the bets. Mr. Wimbledon was briskly 
interrogated — " Tall, Horace ?' " No," — 
" Short V " No." — " Dark V " No." — 
" Fair 1 " " No." — " A truly negative 
young lady," said the questioner. " Then 
what the devil is ulie like V 

"The Church of St. Peter's at Rome," 
returned Mr. Wimbledon, throwing himself 
into an attitude. 

" As how, pray !" cried the laughing 
bystanders. 

"Why, because at first glance you 
nothing remarkable about her, and, st the 
second and every succeeding one, wonder 
where your stupid eyes have been that did 
not at once diacern the pure style, the per- 
fect syiumetiy, the surpassing beauty of the 
whole edifice." 

"Ilavo done with your blarney, Horace 
— the girl is pretty, I suppose, epite of the 
small heiress-ship." 

" No," again pronounced ths arbiter ; 

le is not in tlie least what men call 
pretty, nor bcaatifitl — something, perhaps, 
between what is named h'Befy, and felt 
delightful. She has, for one thing, a face of 

own ; no girl now in London has 
original a countenance — perhaps she has 
two faces." 

" Many young ladies have," said one of 
the amused bystanders. 

" More correctly, two characters are 
pressed id one physiognomy," continued the 
critical demonstrator. " The brow is 
expansive, smooth, and serious, for so young 
a brow and a female one, as that of Napo- 
leon ; while the turn of the lower part of the 
face, thongh the completion inclines to fair, 
has much of tlic sprightly piqusnce peculiar 
to dark beauties. A pretty mouth, dimpling 
when it smiles ; eyes well set, of delightful 
expression and no particular colour; ni 
r— a Uetle, but most delicately, turned up, 
if to mark that quick sense of the ludicrous 
which the lofty brow disclaims ; the whole 
head set on the fair bust, with a grace and 

e of outline which only Lady can 



rival, — and which she might envy ; & 
'clipsoroe wust,' 

'Small bf dsgrsH, uid bcantifollf lenj' — 

that just height and seemly carriage which 
make a woman as tall or as short as on« 
desires, finishes this piece of fur perfection ; 
and forma, taken altogether, as desirable an 

appendage to a very fine old place in 

ahire, worth two thousand a-year, as any 
self-denying patriot need look for." 

"Two thousand — only two thousand !" 

"Such a trifle is nothing, gentlemen," 

said Mr. Wimbledon, bowing round the 

" A devilish good thing too ; but not to 
puff an heiress oflj" s^d an Irish gentle- 

" And who puffed?" put in ^r Jeimyn 
Holroyd, a quiet but not uninterested spec- 

" The Ansons, to be sure ; their heiress ; 
the great catch of Anno Domini 1831. 
Whom they have dipped pretty connde- 
rably," said Mr, Horace Wimbledon. Sir 
Jermyn knitted his bnshy eyebrows. 

"And the self-denying patriot?" inquired 
the Iiishman. 

"Ohl Talbot, who secured her with the 
county ; for that matter his Cfrgi — for she 
is not a blue — Mamma is at the Ventilator 
at this precious moment, clinching the con 

" But the little giri will look for title, i 
doubt," said on Jrish peer, whose honours 
were not yet rusty with antiquity. 

" Can't tell," returned Mr. Horace. 

" The ancient gentry of shire, whoea 

verdant and sea-girt precincta are still 
wonderfully sacred from either monnfactu- 
riog or moneyed pollution, are in their Eliza- 
bethan monuons as proud of their untitled 
rank as so many peacocks. Miss Clifibrd 
may have caught the trick of her n^gh- 
bours, and fancy William tlie Conqueror's 
Esquires more noble, more rich in blood 
and in traditionary honour, than William 
the Minister's — yea, than Pitt's Peers." 

" Shouldn't care to try her on that score, 
faith, unless my mind were made up to oU 
other risks," lisped a Baron-expectant. 
" Lady Robert will have a good deal to say 
in the matrimonial ditpontion of Miss Clif- 
ford, — ten to oue she belongs to the Tories 
at last. They are the felbws at a eoi^ <2« 
main." This conversation proved very 
amuwDg to Sir Jermyn Holroyd, who 
smoked his cigar, warmed and rubbed hia 
shins, sipped his brand; and water, and 
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BsJd not a word, though the " conwderably 
dipped," tiad attracted his attention, in 
conjunctioii with certain remembered mystc- 
rions clauses of his ward's late epiatJes. 

The Club-room emptied for the division, 
or the news of it ; for, before this time, the 
hour of fat« had drawn on, and Margaret 
CliSbrd, in an agony of nerrauB apprehen- 
sion, had three times whispered to her new 
friend, "He will surely gain, ma'amf 

" My Bon, — BO I pray, and tmaf, — that 
r^lit may, for once, overpower night ; bnt 
parties are delicately balanced : — The Honse 
is about to clear for a division. Courage, 
Miss Clifford 1 If we don 't obtain success, 
v/B know that we deserve it." Those who 
have esperienoed the exqniaitely delightful 
torture of hanging on the final throw of the 
dice, which is to determine a fortnne, or the 
last five minutes of the poll, which fixes a 
keenly-contested election, tua; f Am an idea of 
the intense anxiety of Margaret, when, on acci- 
dentally turning round, ^e group of gentle- 
men encircling Lady Bobert and the " clever 
and handsome Mrs. A." hronght to her re- 
collection, like a lightning flash, the scheme 
of the morning. Lady Robert held the arm 
of one gentleman, her fur associate another. 
Other parliamentary beaux formed dumt>- 
waiters for tea-cops ; and three respectable 
perBon^:es, representing atwnt half a million 
of population, formed pins and pegs for Ca- 
chemeres, smelling-bottles, and pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs. The mantEnvre succeeded to 
admiration. The banded Toty ladies enjoy- 
ing the stratagem, and already exulting in 
its consequences, lavished their sweet smiles, 
voUeyed forth the brightest sallies of their wit, 
and breathed their yet more seducing con- 
fidential whispers into favoured Whig ears, 
Margaret felt that this was the instant of fate. 
In another minute the doors would be locked, 
ice the world began, 
id timid women be- 
come, in moments of excitement, and where 
their affections are engaged, the most daring 
and romantic of the sex. Margaret Clifford, 
bred in retirement, quiet, contemplative and 
sensitive, was, at once, driven from the natu- 
ral bias of her character by the force of her 
feelings. She glanced below, where Mr. 
Talbcfs tellers were straining their eyes, 
watching for the tardy return of truants ; 
then to lady Robert, the Circe by her ude, 
and the foscinated circle around them ; and, 
starting forward nith clasped hands, earnest 
imploring eyes, and tones which Miss Fanny 
K^ble mirht emulate, she exclaimed. 



" Gentlemen, if ye be indeed friends of Mr. 
Talbot, remember the doors will be locked." 
A mor^ prosaic sentence from a lady's lips 
could not easily be imagined. The Dnke of 
Wellington's own — "I7p, Guard*, and at 
th«m," was not more homely in its sublimity, 
nor yet more efiective. five of the gentle- 
men, huddling down their trophies and bur- 
dens at the feet of their fair captors, ran off, 
muttering curses against themselves, and 
craving pardons from the ladies. The fair 
bevy, thus abruptly deserted, first looked 
blank, and next surveyed the intruder with 
disdainful glances. She turned away, fol- 
lowed by Lady Robert. 

" You have done a strange, bold thing, 
Miss Clifford !" said Lady Robert, angered 
out of her policy, and half ashamed of the 
part in which she had been detected. 

" I have done a ripki, tru« thing, Georgiana, 
though I wish it had not been mine to do it." 
Tiiere was a dead pause of anxious breathlesa 
suspense ; and then the vote was announced, 
but not yet distinctly understood by the 
ladies above. Margaret, in the strong revul- 
sion of her feelings, felt as if ^e would die. 
She leaned heavily in the arm of Mrs. Talbot, 
sunk more and more helplessly on another 
and stronger arm, which now clasped and 
' her, and sobbed in passionate. 






Clifford, Margaret, dearest Mar- 
ras breathed in her dying ear by 
tne voice to whose remembered tones Mar- 
garet's heart had secretiy vibrated for long 
months back. — "Margaret! my own Mar- 
garet !'' cried Lady Robert Anson, and her 
fair, jewelled arms were intertwined with 
those of her political enemy, and fondly 
wound round her early friend, foi^tful of 
all but their youthful affection. 

" On* bmch of Nature makd (be iriiols voild kin." 

It was given when Margaret, feeling now 
that she was assuredly dying, languid, and 
happy, and in the arms of her friends, 
pressed their united arms to her bosom, and 
became totally insensible. " The air of this 
horrid place has killed her," cried Lady 
Robert ; and a hubbub arose below and 
around, that a lady had fainted in tlie Ven- 
tilator, Sir Jermyn Holroyd's ward — there 
she was — Mr. Talbot carrying her to a 
private room, and Lady Robert Anson and a 
crowd of women about her. 

When Margaret again opened her eyes, 
the same persons were around her, and lidy 
Robert' and Mrs. Talbot supporting her. 
Deep shame was her first distinct feeling; 
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she almoBt wiahed tint Bhe had iudasd died ; 
— then came snother thought. 

" Yea, love, iM hava triumphed," said Mrs. 
Talbot; "I knowwhatyoureyeaareaBking 
ukd only by a majority of three — Talbot 
owes yoQ this great rictoiy ; sad to-morrow 
he shall know how." 

" I have been veij, very foolish, I fear," 
aaid the yoang lady. " The Btifling air of 
that place, he^ aud altogether ; — and as I 
aerer fainted ia my life befoie, I fancied I 
wae dying." 

Mr. Talbot now went in search of any 
body's carriage, and every body's was offered ; 
bnt before this was arranged. Sir Jermyn 
Holroyd burst in npon them. The scene at 
tils House of Commons, the manwune to 
defeat Talbot's m^ority, the fainting and 
carrying ont. Sec. Sec were already the news 
of Uie Clubs, though twenty minutes bad 
not elsfued. He had also picked up Bam« 

intelligence of the supper at House, of 

" the illnstrioni stmngers," <rf " clever, hutd- 
some Mrs. A.," and of the life Lord and 
Lady Robert were leading ; and, on the 
whole, he resolred, though at the expense of 
a little incivility, to carry his ward home 
with him without more delay. The flustered 
looks of Lord Robert, who waited to attend 
his wife and the heiress on their farther 
midnight progress, confirmed his resolution. 
Lady Robert mads sooie feeble opposition to 
this arrangement, and offered to give up her 
party and attend her friend ; bat to this 
Margaret wonld not consent. Mis. Talbot 
seemed pleased widi the determination ; and, 
seeing her into Sir Jeimyn's carriage, Aii 
took the kindest leave, promising to visit her 
eariy on the morrow. Lady Robert, uneasy 
and vexed, got into the carriage beside Mar- 
garet, whom Ae embraced a&ectionately, 
weeping real tears, however mingled and 
disturbed their source might be. " How 
little of your confidence yon have given me, 
Margaret 1 Is it like true friendship tiiat 
I should be the last to know of Hr. Talbof s 
feelings for you?" 

" For me, Geoigiana 1" and Margaret was 
thankful that the veil of night hid her 
mantling blushes. "No, no, that ia impos- 
sible ;" and in the deep humility of true 
passion, Mai^ret felt how vain the thought 
that Talbot, the eloquent, the powerful, the 
admired, could, or ouffht to tiiink of her ; 
i«ason giving dedsion against the in- 
terests of her heart. "I will not upbraid 
yon, Geoigiana; — I could not t«ll what I 
have no r^t — what I dare not believe j 



but of the election, and our happy Archery 
Meeting, 1 did write yon more than once — 
very foolishly perhaps, — bnt certainly con- 
fidingly." Lady Robert could not answer — 
she mutt«red something of their own election, 
of Brighton, and of Margaret Greorgiana 
having had die measles. Siie then dried her 
eyes, took a hurried leave, was handed into 
her own carriage, where her female associates 
were impatiently waiting, and drove off for 

House ; while Sir Jermyn taking his 

place beside his ward, gave the ordra', Homey 
in a voice intended io nlence Ute whi^ers of 
impertinent bystanders. 

The first minute spent alone with her son, 
was employed hy Mrs. Talbot in infonning 
him of what be already knew, tliat he pro- 
bably owed his small majority to the qiirit 
and presence of mind of Miss Clifford. 
"When yon told me of your Bow Meeting 
a( the Priory, you forgot to mention how 
really charming a' girl, sweet, serious, and 
spirited, tJie young h^re« wss. It could 
not be &om insenribility to the fact V 

"No, mother, from any thing save that." 

"You are proud, Talbot, and periiaps 
retain yo«r boyish hatred of heireases; — 
yon think Miss Clifford too rich I" 

"Not guilty, mother i — Before I ever saw 
Miss Clifford, I was aware that her fortune 
was embarrassed, that she is any thii^ but 
rich. The good-nature a( her guardian, her 
own giriiah generonty, and the prodigality 
of the Ansons, have stripped her poor enough. 
This is no secret^ I believe, save to (hose 
most owoemed. I hope she may still be 
rich enoogfa for her own happi n es s ." 

" Unprindpied plonderere I " exclaimed 
Mrs. Talbot ; " aud the disgrace of such 
prooeediogs is, t« a young womu, even 
woiee than the pecaniaiy loss. Ccmceive 
the degradaiiMi of taking advonti^ of the 
unsuspecting HniiBssn of a girl, to involve 
her youth and inexperience in ttnis wfaiidi 
are painful and riiamefnl even to manhood. 
But yon cannot be sordid, Talbot 1" 

" Nay, modler, it is for you, my oldsst 
and most intimate friend, to judge of my 
character in tliis reqtect," replied the gentle- 
man with grave hunumr. 

"Then why— why, Edward f* cried the 

mother. " &iiely, yet there mm be no 

other cause — you cannot imagine me so 
wretched a bigot — strongly as I feel that «M 
objection," 

" You have divined aright, mother ; thoa^ 
I did hope to overcome that one obatade ; if 
once bnt half assured that there mig^t not 
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exist BDotber, far more inmrmoimteble, with 
the Udy heraelf. I fwred Lady Eobert'a 
inflnenee ; am), save im this one case, don't 
much ftdmini Itiy Robert's friends." 

"I oeitainly wish Miss Cliffotd of the 
religioii of her ancestors," lesumed the 
mother; "but if excellent Mrs. Elizabeth 
could see with pleosnre an independent 

Catholic gentleman representing shire, 

shall I not open my arms to tiiis cbarming 
girl, who has already, unconfciotuly, un- 
designedly, found her way to my heart, 
through its most accessible, and yet most 
gnarded avenue." 

This conversation brought the humble 
haokney-coaoh, which conTsyed home the 
mother and son, t« tlu door of the snug, 
emnfortablo house in Parliament Street, so 
cmtemptnoosly described by Lady Robert 
Anson. It was now past three in the 
morning. Mrs. Talbot declued truly, that 
she had not bean mch a rake for ten good 
years, but was yet leaolved to learn early 
how Margaret Atied after her a^tating night. 

While this passed in one homeward carriage. 
Sir Jermyn Holroyd in anothsr was listaniug 
to the first haJf-eztorted, and then impetuous 
eimfession of his ward. 

"Don't 1st people call me on beiiesa, Sir 
Jarmyn I I aeem to mjrsslf, where that is 
imagined, to be the meanest of dtceiTen. 
In a few days I shall leave London, and be 
forgotten ; till then, and tiU the Priory is 
■old, don't let Mr. Talbot, nor any body, 
fancy me other than I am,— a very cieda- 
htsa, facile girl, whom a few tears and fair 
piofesstons will betray into the most im- 
prudent afttdons." 

"Pack of swindlers! FlI expose them — 
I will, Margaret — £15,000 in three yean 
lavished on their vile extravagance ; and 
plundered off a child. How iufamoos! 
Why, the clear Priory rents, for seven years, 
do not amount to more. And how much of 
that has gone to Jews and money-lenders ? — 
how much to foreign milliners and fiddlers 1 
—besides the £2000 the Clubs hod the story 
about, laid outin jewels, — poor Mrs. Talbot's, 
I believe, faith, — which Lord Robert pre- 
sented to one of the female harpies, who pre- 
tended she was to obtain him that precious 
embassy '. They shall refund, by Jove !" 

« Do not ! do not, dear Sit Jermyn, say 
more of this. I can suffer any thii^, — 
to can Hrs. Elixabeth, rather than expose 
Lord Robert, or grieve Georgiano, whose 
wont faults are of drcmnstonce. How 
happy and relieved I CmI that the worst is 



now told, and that I shall not longer be 
thought on heiress." 

"Don't talk nonsense, Margaret. Yon 
have played the fool, and my friend, Mrs. 
Elizabeth, the old fool, which, in money 
matters, is more surpriung. I may have 
beeii a little remiss myself, too, in looking 
after you, — all girls need to be looked after ; 
but Talbot's Chancery practice is, they tell 
me, this year worth something handsome, 
and on the increase every day. We may 
keep the Priory among ns yet." 

Margaret felt it her duty, as a young lady, 
to affect to believe that this referred to Mr. 
Talbot, who admired the Priory, intending 
to purchase the place ; but she was too much 
a truth-leaker to be able to perpetrate the 
harmless fiction which female genius had 
instinctively invented. 

Nsxtmwning, before Sir Jermyn Holroyd 
went out to attend a committee of the House, 
on a turnpike bill, — a bit of harmless legis- 
lation which frequentiy fell to his share, — 
he looked in at Brookes', as usual, but with 
a face of more thou usual weight of meaning. 

" Oh I there comes Sir Jermyn — we shall 
now know the truth. — When does Talbot, 
if it be a fair question, marry your beanti- 
tal ward, the heroine of the Vanlilator, 
Wimbledon is to make something out of 
it — either a comedy in five acti^ or a three- 
Tolnmed hsUonable novel, as Mr. Colbom 
and he can agree on. But when does it 
happenl Talbot woe aeen at your door by 
eleven this morning, throwing politics and 
law .to the dogs; then came Lady Robert, 
with her v^ close drawn dovm — eyea beau- 
tiful in tears! n^t Mr*. Talbot, who re- 
mains with the bride and Lady Holroyd 
now — a oommittee on nlk^ probably. 

When does Talbot clench his shire 

interest vrith *the white wonder* of Miss 
Clifford's hand t" 

" The very first holiday Saturday Lord 
Althorp can spare for so laudable a purpose, 
I guew," replied Wimbledon, " Miss Clifftu^ 
being too good a reformer to take her learned 
lover a day from the Bill." And, in a few 
Saturdays afterwards. Sir Jermyn gave away 
the bride — saw the new-married pair set off 
from the church door, for the Priory, sad 
Lord and Lady Robert Anson, at the same 
moment, for a continent^ retreat. Seated, 
in returning home, between his wife and Mrs, 
Elizabeth Clifford, who had come up to town 
to witness the marriage of her grand-nieoe. 
Sir Jermyn demanded of Lady Holroyd, irtiat 
was become of the dull season, the shocking 
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seasoD, the bore of a seuon. " No defraud- 
ing Dan Cupid of bis lights, Anne, any 
more now thttn forty yeua ago. Drive him 
from Heaven, Earth, Air, and Water, and 
every private dwelling in Westminster, — 
why, you shall find him lurking in that 



inost unlikely of alt places, the roof of 
St. Stephen's Chapel; whence, should my 
friend, Mr. Hume, exorcise him as an idle, 
anti-utilitarian vagabond, he wilt contrive to 
nestle in some other quartet equally odd and 



rBESENTlMENT; OB, THE INFANTA AT PRE8BUR0. 

BY MBS. GORE. 



opened the gay procession ; each eeveral 
carriage was preceded by running footmen, 
with plumed capa and brocaded sashes, and 
followed by a dittaehment 'pt Heiducka or 
Hussars, in rich uniforms ; while, at inter- 
vals, a goi^oua company of trurapeten, 
mounted on milk-white horsea, rent the air 
with their brazen mudc, pausing only to give 
way to the bursting acclamations of the popu- 
lace, aided by loyal cheers from the snrrDuiid- 
ing windows, which were crowded with all 
the beauty, youth, and rank of the empire. 

The popularity of the rrigning family, the 
liberal distributions that had been made in 
honour of so anspicioua an alliance, the 
numerous fountains of Vienna glittering 
with BitanAtrger wine, and more than all, 
the propitious brilliancy of the weather, 
conspired to gladden the scene, and to dispose 
every spectator to mirth and festivitj. It 
seemed as if sorrow could hold no influence 
upon any heart in the city at a moment of 
such general exultation. 

Yet there was one among that brilliant 
assemblage, whose very soul shuddered at 
the tumultnous joy displayed around ; whose 
ear was deaf to the inspiring mu^e which 
filled the air ; whose eye recoiled from the 
glittering confusion of gems and' chivalrous 
orders by which it was dazzled on every aide : 
tbia was the shrinking bride, — the young aud 
lovely Isabella. 

The altar before which she slood woa 
almost conoealed by the draperies of snowy 
mualin and garlands of orange blossoms with 
which it was decorated ; and blooming trees 
from the Schiiabrunu orangery, fiUsd the 
intervening niches. The mightiest of the 
empire were ranged around ; — the houses of 
Esterhazy, Lichtenstein, Palfiy, Lobkowitz, 
Aoeraperg, Schwarzenbei^, had put forth 
their pride to grace the solemnity ; bnt dis- 
tinguished above them all, by his graceful 
address and ancient Spanish costume, radiant 



Tb8 narrow streets of Vienna were 
thronged with a joyous multitude, and a 
dear, sharp, antnmnal sunshine inanuated 
its way between the lofty houses by which 
they are overshadowed, falling alternately 
upon the tapestries or crimson banners sus- 
pended from the windows, the verdant gar- 
lands and mimic crowns of roses with which 
they were intermingled, and finally upon the 
radiant sea of heads occupying the area 
below. The peasants from the Wienerwald 
displayed, in countless multitudes, their 
towering caps of gold brocade, and the Lin- 
ceriimen their glittering winged comettea; 
but even these could not match with the 
Tariona splendour of the military uniforms 
scattered among the people.- Towards the 
Surg Plat!, or palace-square, indeed, the 
streets were lined with the gorgeous llun- 
gaiian and Imperial guards ; and several 
companies of artillery, as well as a regiment, 
of Bohemian hussars, were on duty in the 
square of St. Michael. From an early hour, 
pieces of ordnance had been discharged, at 
measured intervals, upon the bastions ; the 
bells of the numerous churches uow increased 
the animation caused by the murmuring 
voice of thousands ; and at length the single 
solemn toll of St. Stephen's silver bell, which 
strikes like an organ-peal upon the ear, 
announced that the solemnities of the day 
were about to commence. Joseph, the future 
Emperor, the first-bom of the mighty Maria 
Theresa, was about to receive, at the altar, 
the hand of the Infanta of Parma : 

Already the civil ceremonies bad been 
concluded ; already the magnificent array of 
gilded chariots, and horses sinking under the 
weight of their embroidered trappings, had 
passed the arched gate of the paUce, on its 
flower-strewn road, towards the AngusUner, 
or Aulic church. Two heralds of the empire 
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with the diamonds of the crown, appeared 
the youthful bridegroora himself. The 
Archdake, who had scarcely completed his 
twenty-first year, waa even then remarkable 
for that animated intelligence of countenance, 
and graceful dignity of geetare, which in 
after years exerted a raccessful influence 
upon those most hostile to hia arbitrary poli- 
tical views.. But neither the beauty of his 
person, nor the flattering smiles which ekl«d 
his clear blue eyes, could dispel the painful 
retrospections of the Infanta, as she koelt by 
hia mde at the high altar. 

Conscious of the ubservation fixed upon 
her veiy slightest movement, and stilt more 
deeply sensible <^ the importance of the duties 
to wl^ch she waa about to lend her rows, the 
Princess, through a strong effort of fortitude, 
attempted to dismiss the terrors by which 
ahe waa oTercome, and to occupy her mind 
exclusively by the holy rites ; and, notwith- 
standing the perturbation which had op- 
pressed her mind as she tnversed tlie 
crimson-velvet footcioth that lined her pas- 
sage to the altar, ahe waa soon enabled to 
listen, with eager and devout attention, to 
the exhortations of the officiating Cardinal. 
Her responses were as articulately pro- 
nounced, as her vows of conjugal faitii were 
pioosly and sincerely undertaken. At length 
the marriage anthem resounded from the 
choir, re-echoed by the fretted arches of the 
lofty roof, as Joseph, taming towards his 
tearful and trembliog bride, bound round her 
graceful head the nuptial garland, and im- 
printed upon her forehead the kiss of usage : 
and, even to his keen observation, the dejec- 
tion of her countenance appeared bnt the 
natural and becoming expression of her 
regrets on leaving her family and native 
countiy, and on finding herself a stranger in 
a land of strangers. Her air of constraint 
seemed indeed to enhance the charm of her 
highly expresmve countenance. Her eyes, 
full-orbed and dark as tiiose of an antelope, 
her raven hair and crimson lips accorded 
well with the clear Spanish complexion 
which, but for the redeeming beauty of her 
features, would have borne an unfavourable 
comparison with the snowy brows of the 
Archduchesses, her new sisters, who at that 
period presented a group of youthful loveli- 
ness, rarely equalled even in the inferior 
claMes of life. 



observant spectator. To the mind of 
Haria Thereaa, indeed, accustomed as she 
was from childhood to the sway of empire, 
and estimating perhaps too highly the pre- 
rogative to which her very existence seemed 
united, the diunclination evinced by the 
Princess of Parma to share the prospect of 
au Imperial diadem, afforded grounds for 
suspicion and distrust. It was well known 
to every member of the court of Vienna, 
excepting the Archduke himself, that on the 
first application of the Austrian ambassadors 
to Don Philip of Parma, for the hand of his 
daughter, the Infanta hod openly declared 
her abhorrence of the match ; and that on 
their presentation to the young Princess her- 
self, towards the conclusion of their negoti- 
ations, she had received them with tears and 
remonstrances. But Don Philip was too 
conscious of the political value of so splendid 
an alliance, to permit the repugnance of his 
daughterto thwart his projects; and although 
the unfortunate Isabella earnestly implored 
permission to cake the veil, in preference to 
an eternal separation from her native coun- 
try, her objections had been disregarded or 
overruled. 

Upon the arrival of the Infanta on the 
Austrian frontier, where she was warmly 
and dutifully welcomed by au illustrious 
deputation of the nobles of Vienna, and by 
the German ladies who were hereafter to 
form hei establishment, she parted from her 
Italian atteudanta witli a struggle of mind, 
which her ingenuous temper sought not to 
conceal from her new associates ; and in 
reply to some tedious courtly speech of com- 
pliment, by which they purposed to disupate 
her grief, and to unfold to her comprehenuon 
the glories of the mighty empire she was 
destined to rule, and over which her posterity 
might reign, even unto remote ages, the 
Princess was moved to exclaim, "Why talk 
to me of a throne } — it is a grave only I shall 
find in Germany 1 Trust to my prediction, 
that 1 shall never live to become Uie mother 
of a race of kings ] " 

These fecta had been carefully reported to 
the Empress, who, while she acknowledged, 
in the tale, sufficient grounds for nnea^ness 
and a future scrutiny, was at the same time 
reassured by the indiscreet and childish can- 
dour with which the Infanta had exposed 
her feelings to observation. As the marriage 
had been solemnized immediately upon her 
Serene Highness's arrival at Vienna, Maria 
Theresa was still undetermined whether this 
excess of candour^ — a quality so rare in the 
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pnrlieni of the courts t^ kings, and, for joaxij 
yenra put, to unfanUU«r t« ber om booom, 
— bad not ila origin in mental weaknen; 
and it was only aftar a pToIong»tioit of 
familiar intercoune, that the Enpresa per- 
mitted heTself to recognlw the atacngth of 
mind and ebglenen of beart, of which the 
rare union io embellished and endeand the 
chaiacter of th» young ArchductieBa. 

Many drcomitances tended, bowerer, to 
retard this change of sentiment. The Anh- 
dnke bim«elf, ber yontlifnl bridegrooni, pos- 
eessed, at the period of bis marriag*, a nry 
secondary Interest in tbe beart* of bb 
p&renla ; whose partial fondness was en- 
grossed, as that of their reigning snooessor 
was afterwards sud to be, by their yoonger 
BOO. The Archduke Charles waa Indeed a 
jontfa of the higbest promise and endow- 
menta ; but it is probable that Ills daring 
Impetnoeity of character would have proved 
a sonrce of family discord, if not of national 
calamity, had nota premature destb remored 
him from the pemidons tenderness of tbe 
Empress, shortly after tbe marriage of his 
brother. " lament not so bitterly my ap- 
proaching end," said he to the weepli^ 
Haria Theresa, in his latter moments. 
" Had I lived, madam, my irascible temper 
would have surely a&bnled yon greater 
caose for sorrow." * 

Until this melancholy period, the talents 
and disposition of the Archduke Joseph had 
been illiberally appreciated by the Imperial 
family. His reserved and gentle demeanour 
was mistaken hj tbe Empress, who piqued 
heraelf upon a bold and masculine cast of 
understanding, for want of energy or ability ; 
and vainly did bis more discerning governor. 
Marshal Batthiany — who detected in his 
character the germ of that acute and inde- 
pendent spirit, which, In after life, qualified 
him as a companion for philosophers, as 
well OS a iegenerat«r for a degraded nation — 
repeat hla favourable prognostications con- 
cerning the heir-apparent. 

It was principally to the marriage, of 
which the inauspicious commencement has 
been det^ed, that Joseph was indebted for 
the change that soon occurred In tbe feelings 
entert^ed towards bim by bis family, as 
well as by tbe nation at large, — which al- 
ready regarded him in tbe annons light of 
its future sovereign. The ceremonies and 
festivities consequent upon bis august nup- 
tials necessarily forced him from the retire- 
roent In which he had been hitherto secluded ; 



and the ardent afi«etion with which he was 
soon inspired by his young and lovely wife, 
imparted an air of joyousness and Interest to 
his countenance, which wholly orercsme tbe 
raonity of bis former phlegmatic reserve. 
For the first time, be mixed freely, not only 
in the sDcie^ of the court, but in the public 
diversions (^ tbe capitaL At the theatres, 
in the gallery of the splendid etait^, and 
the noble JtaAmtm-Saal, Joseph was fre- 
qantly obserred In attendanoe upon the 
Archduchess, whow mantle he carried en 
bomyatu upon his arm, omitting no oppor- 
tunity of testifying towards her his respect 
and love. Sometimes tbe Piincesa, anxious 
to familiariBB tbe eyus of the people with the 
frank and captivating address of their futuie 
monarch, would draw him Inta the public 
walks of Vienna, or ehare his sledge upon 
the Prater ; and upon all occasions sought to 
remove, by her own ingratiating manners 
and beneficent actions, the unjust prejudice 
that had been excited against her husband. 

Some among the courtiers already began 
to prophesy that tbe extreme popularity of 
tbe Archduchess Joseph would, in time, 
become offensive to Maria Theresa, whose 
sway over the aflectious of the people had 
been so long undivided, that she had learned 
to consider it indivisible, and that a mere 
want of tact on the part of the Italian Prin- 
cesB, led her to court these cpett demonstra- 
tions of regard. Others accused her of paying 
a mean court to the Empress, by her acknow- 
ledged preference' of the Archduchess Chris- 
Una, her eldest and favourite daughter. 
Whether the superior mind of Maria Theresa 
elevated her above that common weakness 
of princes, — a mean jealousy of her succes- 
sor, — or whether in truth she saw and 
appreciated the purity and artlcs^ness of the 
Infanta's mind, it b certain that dte soon 
conceived towards ber sentiments of warm 
maternal affection, and fondly courted ber 
nnrestroined intercourse witb the Imperial 
family. 

" II ti'y a rim dt H adroit gu'uae amdtaU 
irrfproAabh," says a modem sage ; and in 
this instance, a total ignorance or disdain of 
courtly arts became the means of condliating 
that general good will, which the wariness of 
a finished tactidan might have vainly sought 
to secure. 

Among the warmest of Isabella's adherents, 
were the young Archduchesses, her idsters-in- 
law. The readiness with which she forwarded 
their amusements, or lent them aid In those 
pursuits of literature and art, in which an 
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Italian eJncfttioa had perfected her own 
superior talent^ uid still more the total 
absence of rivalry in her feelings lowarde 
them, confirmed their first predilection in 
herfavooi. Yetthusbeloved, thnsdeserredly 
cheridied, — the idol of her hnsttsnd, the 
darling of the nation,— Mudonsly sharing 
the unnsemeDts of her family, and executing 
the private and pnblio duties of her station, 
endowed with " golden opinions from all 
sorts of men," Isabella, in her honrs of 
letirement, was nnifoTmly dejected and 
BOiTowfnI. 

Various were the sormises that arose among 
the nnmerons members of the coart, con- 
cerning the secret caoees of this nntimely 
and unaccountable melancholy. The Arch- 
duchesses perceived, that althoi^h she listened 
cheerfully, and conversed freely on general 
topics, she avoided all recnrrence to her early 
life ; and was never tempted into details of 
the habits of her native country. Sometimes, 
indeed, her younger sisters, moved by the 
eager cnrionty of childhood, would question 
her of the observances and customs of Italy. 
" How ! " she would answer with s emile, 
" am I not then a German, like yourselves 7 
I have renounced and forgotten Parma ; and 
I pray yon, do not remind me that I am 
only your adopted countrywoman." 

Even to the Archdu<^ess Christina, her 
favourite friend and companion, she was no 
less measored in her confidence ; and one 
day, when her Italian letters eeemed to have 
aggravated the despondency of her heart, 
Christina, dreading lest her depth of afBictton 
should prove injuriouB to her nnbom child, 
made eager inquiries into the nature of a 
communication that had proved so distress- 
ing. Isabella replied by entreating her 
perusal of the letters she still held In her 
hand ; which, to the surprise of the Arch- 
duchess, contained only the most unin- 
teresting details, and were indeed Uttle 
calculated to excite the feelings she had 
witnessed. From that period, the Infanta 
T^ulariy offered to her inspection, all her 
correspondence with her own family ; and 
entirely dissipated a suspicion that they still 
held an nndue influence over her mind. 

But of all those who witnessed and grieved 
over the mysterious sadness of the Arch- 
dnchess, her husband himself was the most 
lenient in his Judgment concerning her state 
of mind, and the most dncerely anxious to 
brighten her destiny. The extreme youtii 
of Joseph had fortunately secured him from 
forming any of those fatal attachments 



which frequently imbitter the wedded life of 
loyalty. He loved Isabella with the warmth 
of a first auction; passionately, tenderly! 
He would have given kingdoms, — and they 
were almost at his disposal, — to have believed 
thia affection returned. He felt that to be 
beloved by a being so gentle, so gifted, so 
hnmbly devout, so purely lovely, would be 
a destiny indeed worthy of an emperor. But 
he could not deceive MmMlf, however be 
might succeed in blinding Uie rest of the 
world, as to the indifference of her feelings 
towards him. He saw that her gentle com- 
placency was solely motived by submission, 
and a sense of duty ; that die had never 
sought in his Iook« an approving smile of 
tenderness, never sprung into his embrace 
after long absence. Her eyes strayed not 
after him when he mingled vrith the gorgeous 
crowd by which she was snrrounded ; nor 
brightened into joy when it dispersed to leave 
him again by her nde. Over these facts, 
and many other trifles which form eras in a 
life of love, the Archduke brooded in silent 
sorrow ; and every day his own amtiouB 
attentions to the Infanta, attentions which 
he could not but believe importunate, declined 
in their ardour; he assumed in his turn 
that semblance of estrangement which he 
believed to be most grateful to her feelings. 

At other times, after long and solitary 
rumination upon his painfnl and mortifying 
position, ho would suddenly accuse himself 
of want of energy, in failing to establish his 
claims upon her heart. 

" I will tear aride tbe veil ! " he exclaimed 
one moming, as he traversed, under the 
excitation of snch feelings, one of the stately 
corridors of the palace of Schiinbrunn. " I 
will myself penetrate the clouds that darken 
her mysterious mind ; I will demand her 
confidence in right of the vows which make 
her mine. Kay, by heavens 1 she atul, she 
shall love me ; for I can no longer endure 
this cold reserve ! " 

But the formalities of announcement, and 
the ceremonial exacted by her ladies in 
waiting, tended to subdue his irritation on 
his entrance to the Archduchess's tu4te of 
apartments. In reply to his inquiries, he 
learned that Isabella was occupied with 
letters in her boudoir, and bad commanded 
that no intrusion might interrupt her employ- 
ment "Would his imperial Highness deign 
to return In the afternoon f " 

" No ! now, or never more I " replied 
Joseph, in a hnrried agitated voice ; and 
desiring that the ladies of honour wonid 
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suffer him to enter uuannonnced, he took 
his way through Bev«ral resplendent but 
now deserted chamben of state, and reached 
the door of the boudoir, nheie he paiued to 
gather breath and presence of mind for his 
purpose. The golden latch yielded in silence 
to his careful touch. 

It was a fairy cell, that boudoir! Who 
lias not distinguished it among the wilderness 
of gilded galleries, and tapestried saloons at 
Scbonbrunn T Its mmple walls delicately 
covered with embossed straw, its furniture of 
snow-white, glossy maple wood, its draperies 
of the palest sea-green silk. A lute lay upon 
the marble window-seat ; a few rare flowers 
were scattered by the side of a half-finished 
miniature upon the desk ; bat no living 
creature was there 1 Joseph trembled as 
he approached the painting. Might not 
Isabella's secret be unfolded npon that tiny 
ivory ? Stimulated by an agony of appre- 
hension, he cast one hasty but decisive glance 
upon— a portrait of hinwel/t 

Agitated by this diaeoTery, though still 
haunted by a painfol perplexity of mind, 
he gazed round the room for some token 
that might explain her absence. A slight 
current of air seemed to agitate one of its 
silken draperies. True ! he remembered 
now ; the door of an adjoining oratory was 
concealed beneath, and gently unclosing the 
entrance, the object of his searcli was before 
him ; but in how sad, how afflicting a posi- 
tion ! Prostrate upon the marble fioor ; her 
dark hair dishevelled and veiling her fac^ 
breathing q^nick sobs of sorrow or of penitence, 
Isabella lay at his feet t 

Very tenderly, and very silently he raised 
the sufferer in his arms, and imprinted a 
kiss upon tlie pale cheek, batiied with t«ars, 
that now drooped npon his shoulder ; nor 
did she seek to extricate herself from his 
embrace. " Isabella] dearest Isabella !" said 
he, clasping her to his bosom, "why are you 
here at this hour, and wherefore thus? You 
condemn me to long days of absence from 
your side ; you withdraw yourself from a 
society which lives but in your presence ; 
is it only to indulge in waywarf melan- 
choly ! " 

The Archduchess threw a tearful glance 
round the little chamber. It was destitute 
of all ornament, save an unframed picture, 
a glorious lepresentatiou of the Holy Mother 
of God, by the hand of Guido, and a tall 
and unadorned crucifix standing on a flight 
of marble steps ; the cushion before the 
Mutter Gotta was worn with kneeling. 



" There b surely nothing here," said ahe, 
" which can displease yon as the companion 
of my solitude." 

"It is yourself, your precious self whose 
companionship alarms me 1 " replied Joseph. 
" Why cultivate this gloomy devotion, tiiis 
austere penitence, at the cost of your health, 
and of my happiness ! But if these are 
alike indiilerent to your heart, I beseech you 
remember that a mighty empire awaits yoi 
promised heir. Isabella ! forget not your 
nnbom child." 

" Forget it ! " exclaimed the shuddering 
Piincese, " would, would that it were possible ! 
Its claims form the hane of my existence [" 

" How I would you then deny it the 
inheritance of a mother's afiection % the 
inheritance of tlie meanest cradle guarded 
by the blessings of my poorest subject ? 
Does your faith, Isabella, forbid the indul- 
gence of BO sweet an instinct? Then little 
is it influenced by the Creator's will." 

" Hush ! " whispered Isabella, pressing 
her hand tenderly upon his lip«. " I have 
heard your chiding, bear in turn with my 
reproof ; and promise me, dear Joseph, to 
repress that evil impulse which sometimes 
leads you into light mention of religious 
ordinances." 

"Thanks, thanks!" said the Archduke. 
" Reprove me, tench me, direct my faitii ; 
for every instance of your regard is precious 
in my siglit. But you must love me, too 
only love me \ I seek no other concession." 

The Archdncliess started. 

"And surely my unqualified devotion may 
win some favour in your sight ? Our u; 
riage, it b true, was planned in a state 
council ; our young hearts were not c 
suited ; and mine, I confess it, revolted 
against this arbitrary disposal of its affections. 
But you came, and they were yours at once : 
wholly, wholly yours ! From the moment 
my eyes had rested upon Isabella, every other 
earthly object became a blank. Yesl the 
Empress gave me life ; but she has effaced 
that gift by a far more precious endowment, 
by your hand, — I must not say your heart." 

"If it were possible — " the Archduchess 

" No ! no ! " interrupted Joseph, " that 
measured voice bodes me no good. I will 
hear but one word from your lips ; my 
Isabella — only tell me that you love me ! " 

The Princess seemed roused by his vehe- 
mence to some new train of ideas. " LiOte 
you ! " faltered she, withdrawing herself 
from his arms. "Love yoa! oh ! no, i 
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such tenderness would be m^ mm. Indif- 
ference alone can p&lliate my wretchedneaB. 
Love jon I Heaven in its mercy forbid ! " 

" Isabeila ! " exclaimed the Archduke 
pudonsteljr, again attempting to fold her to 
his heart " These words are madness ; I 
cannot give them fdth, I will not. In the 
right of all Europe yon are mine, — in the 
sight of God,— my own, mj wife I If it is 
your will to lend these ties asnnder, speak 1 
if they mnst still exist, they shall not be 
thos evaded ! " 

" Oh ! meicifol Hearen '. " said the Priu- 
oess fervently, as she hastily ascended the 
marble steps, and clasped her arms around 
the crucifix, "spare me this trial. SoKr 
not my bleeding heart to be divided from 
thee ; let me not have implmed thee in rain ! 
Go I " slie continned, turning towards her 
husband, yet still retaining her hold upon 
the cross, " Go, leave me, in peace with God, 
in charity with thee." 

Joaepl^ fearful of increamng her nnieason- 
able agitation, departed in silence from the 
presence of the Infiuta ; and escaping throng 
a private gate into the solitary groves of the 
park, he strove to subdoe by raflection and 
reasoning, the tremor of his own frame. 
How ill had his attempt prospered ! how 
little availed to dispel his anxieties, or to 
resolve his doubts 1 Sometimes he atuibuted 
to delirium, to temporary frenzy, the strange 
expres^ons of bis wife ; but then, her settled 
melancholy ! He had fonnd her, iiowever, 
occnpied in retracing his features in her 
unobserved letiiement : this was the sole 
consolation he had derived from bis iDtmeion ; 
and it was one which renewed his eager hope 
that time and the birth of her child would 
dispose her in his &vonr. Meanwhile they 
met t^ain npon the following day, — oh ! 
marvellous restrunt of etiquette that can 
school both voice and feature ! — as if no 
nnueoal interest had been excited between 
tiiem. 



Tbe afiectionata interest with which the 
Archduchess Joseph was regarded by the 
Empress, induced her to devise a thousand 
•chemee for her diversion, and imag^e a 
thousand flattering attentions to win her 
^m her sadness. 

One morning early in the summer, when 
the copper roofs of the palace were banning 
to glare offen^vely on the eye, Haria Tlieresa 
persuaded her daughter-io-Uwto accompany 

Voi_m. 



her in an airing through the VSritadU, 
These suburbs form the most important part 
of the city of Vienna ; for having been 
burned, as Dntenable.dnringtbe lastTutkiBh 
si^, they are prindpally constructed of 
handsome modern mansions; and contain 
several splendid summer-palaces of the nobi- 
lity, situated in the midst of enchanting 
gardens. 

As the carriages . of the Princesses ap- 
proached the Leopoldstadt, -- the island 
suburb formed by the Danube, or rather by the 
paltry canals which diverge from that noble 
stream in order to aSbrd the odvonti^es of 
its navigation to Vienna, — the Hungarian 
guard which hod preceded the carriage, sud- 
denly halted and drew up in a line oppoute 
to a stone gateway; and Isabella, on entering 
a garden of the most enchanting description, 
a perfect "bower of blise," perceived that 
every flowery parterre was formed into her 
cipher, and that the fonntsins, in throwing 
their jets of silvery wire upon the eariUotu 
whose tinkling sound mingled with the plash 
of their waters, were directed so as to enlace 
her initials with those of the Archduke. 

The Princess, betrayed into her natural 
self for a moment, warmly expressed tiie 
most artless admiration of the fairy delurions 
by which she was surronnded ; and when 
the Empress pressed the whole upon her 
acceptance with a maternal kiss, she received 
this token of affectionate r^ord with the 
gratitude and exultation of a child. Haria 
Theresa drew her arm within her own, ia 
order to conduct her to a temple of Parian 
marble, commanding a view of the Moravian 
mountains, and of the^earer heights of the 
purple Leopcldsberg. Rising majestically 
above the silver waters of the Danube, these 
glorious hills form a noble object from the 
Augarten, the public garden planted by 
Joseph after his accession t« (he throne, and 
resigned to the pleasures of his subjects ; 
while for his solitary wanderings he retained 
only the small adjoining pleasore-gronnd 
consecrated by the memory of his wife. 

A bust of the Archduke omamcDted tlie 
temple. " Tliis, dearest Isabella," said the 
Empress, "is at present but the temple of 
Hope ; I trust yon will one day make it 
that of Happiness, you alone possess that 
power ; you alone influence and contro! tiie 
affections of my son." 

Isabella clasped her hands mournfully In 
reply. Her tears were already falling. 

On another occasion, as her chariot rolled 
beneath the magnificent avenues of the 
No. fiO. 
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Pntttt, du wu invited to visit th« lodges of 
the deer ; and entering a wooded glade, a 
ejlran concert rose on eveiy ude, lite tW 
Toicei d the wood-njrmphs, to welcome her 
to the giore. The iDrocatdon was bieatlied 
in tlie very meammt of Hetaatauo, and 
humonixed by the skill of Homrt ; and the 
poet and the artist personslly Ruperintending 
the execution, it was worthy of the aemi- 
diTinidea by whom it waa performed, the 
yooug Archdncheaees habited aa hamadryadi, 
A nistio bower conrtracted of trunks of 
trees, and roofed with branches of fir, uid 
garlands of exotica, now courted the queen 
of the/H* to partake of a repast, seemingly 
uniting ereiy imaginable delicacy, but formed 
entirely of iced conftetionary. Agun the 
mufflo floated in myaterions echoes around 
her, but it was all in vain I The Princess 
smiled upon their efforts, tasted their viands, 
listened to their delicate flatteries ; but the 
smile reached no further than her lips. Lik« 
the catea of their own deceptive board, all 
was coldness and delnnon beneath. 

It was to gratify a caprice expressed in 
one of her more cheerful moments, that the 
feathered prisoneisof the Imperial aviary were 
let loose into the lofty tropical conservatory 
at Schonbninn, then unique in Europe. To 
gratify her playful fancy, the loxia waa 
admitted to disport amid its native bowers, 
and suspend its elegant plumage from the 
palmaled leaves of the draconia ; parroqnets 
chattered amid the clustering pods of the 
creeping vanilla plant ; the bleeding dore of 
Java mnrmuied once more among the scarlet 
dusters of the ixora ; and gaudy lories 
displayed their radiant wings among the 
bread-fruit trees. 

At another time, Joseph* invited the 
nobles of the court circle to appear at one of 
his private balls, each in the costume of that 
countiy of the Austrian dominions in which 
he held his estates: — Hungary, Bohemia, 
Croatia, Sclavonia, Tran^lvania, Moravia, 
Styria, Carinthla, Camiola, Lombardy, Flan- 
ders, Lorraine, Tuscany, and Austria, sent 
forth representatives to the festival, in the 
persons of their prondest and loveliest. On 
the birthday of the Emperor, the chief dties 
of his realms wen magnificently embodied 
in a nmilar manner ; and on St. Theresa's 
/ftey all the personages of Metastasio's operas 
mre represented by the flower of the youi^ 



nobilify, tmder the connaels of the reveioid 
Abbate in person. 

Smnetimes Arioeto's knights appeared to 
joost in the Imperial wum^t, — foun whose 
colnnmed galleries, as in the lists of ohivaliy, 

Bwn'd inllanue, and adjiulged &e prii«. 

Somatimes the Archdukes and their noble 
company of cavaliers affected an encounter 
with the Saracens ; who were represented, 
as now in the oarrmutl, by wooden posts 
with Turkish heads, whose painted ^wns 
of niimio grinmets form their sole defence. 
But wiiat are all snch empty pageants but 
the twys of full-grown children ? a pau»- 
temp* to the ditomciri, but an importunate 
torment to the unhappy ] Often would 
Joseph in the height of his exertions, or at 
the moment of the ballroom's gayest grouping, 
anxiously seek among the approving eyes 
of the spectators those which fonned the light 
of his solitude ; but still and ever did he find 
them listless, nnimpasrioned, or, worse still, 
wrought by an eSbrt of duty hito the con- 
strained ezpresrion of interest 1 

Of all Uiose who, surrounding the Arch- 
dnchasa Joaepb, necessarily duied in tbeae 
diversions, the Prinows Lichtenstein, het 
favourite lady of the bedchamber, alone 
presumed to oonit her observatious en the 
passing scene, or to comment upon het 
singular indtffiffence to the splendid gaieties 
of the court. The Princess was arrived at 
that period of lifc when, without presuming 
beyond those boundaries of etiquette so rigo- 
rously observed among the attendants of 
Maria Theresa, she could express lomethii^ of 
a maternal solicitude for her Imperial mis- 
tress. Her brilliant position in tiie world 
placed her above the suspidon of seeking to 
exert undue influence with selfish views ; 
for her open, upright, and dignified chamcter 
became the name she wore. To this amiable 
woman, whose attractions condsted less in 
the brilliancy of her conversational talents 
or the ocnteness of her mind, than in warmth 
of heart, frankness of thought and speech, 
and an intuitive sense of all that is womanly 
and virtuous and honourable, confirmed by 
unostentatious piety, the Archduchess more 
folly conceded her confidenoe than to any 
member of the Imperial bmily. 

As the period of her confinement Kp- 
proached, Princess lAchtenstein, herself a 
fond and exemplary mother, wonld frequently 
enlarge upon the happiness and inteiest of 
maternal occupations, and indulge in a 
thousand chimeras rejecting &m heir which 
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Bhe eonfidentlf piedicted woald be bom to 
tbe Gernum empire. But to all sach obsetrft- 

tioiu leabella would reply, " And what 
avails it to increaae out ties unto a world we 
are about to foraake ! WLat is it to me that 
I shall b« permitted for a time to indulge in 
the sacred jojg and datias of a mother, since 
all miut end so soon ! I tell yon, Princess, 
before the time shall airire which yon bo 
often predict, before f on are permitted to 
hail my husband as King of the Romans, 1 
shall be lying cold, and silent, and lonely 
there!"* And she pointed to the church 
of the Capuchins, the bnrial-place of the 
Imperial family, which adjoins the palace. 

" Au rttte, ehera mwaan," continued the 
Princess more cheerfully, and leaning afieo- 
tionately on her arm, "yon need not embarrass 
yourself with these fraitleBi preparations ; 
for belieTe me, you wiU never live to hold a 
son of mine npon your knee. If ipdeed I 
should survive to be blest with a living child, 
you most content yourselves with a tiny 
Archducbess." 

This part of hei Htghness's prediction was 
soon and happily aocomplished by tiie birth 
of a daughter, who was named Tberesa, after 
tbe Empiess ; and the intense auction mani- 
fested by the yonng mother towards this 
blossom of a desert heart, induced all who 
were interested in her welfare to anticipate 
the happiest resnlts. Bnt notwithstanding 
the increasing pleasure which the Arch- 
duchess appeared to derive from her newly- 
awakened maternal tenderness ; notwith- 
standing tbe activity with which her lively 
mind buried itself in the acquirement of 
new accomplishments, and in their adapta- 
tion to the amusement of her husband, whom 
she alone possessed the power of interesting 
in conreisation, or attracting towards new 
pnrsaits, Isabella still retained that settled 
character of gloomy monmfnlness which no 
endearours on the part of those by whom 
she was surrounded could ever entirely orer- 
come. Enlarged experience of tbe world 
taught her to render it as little irksome to 
her husband, and as little oppresdve to her 
domestic circle as poerible ; bnt the feeling 
□f depresrion did not the less exist witbln 
the secret recesses of her heart. She wonld 
frequently dismiss her attendants, and remain 
for hours absorbed in solitary meditation ; 
or, seated within the favourite temple of her 
gu^en, she would seem tfi watch the flowing 
waves of the Danube, as though the minutes 
of her existence were only worthy, like 
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them, to pass onwards, nndistingulshii^ and 
nndistingnished, towtu^ the mighty ocean 
of oblivion. 

Even tbe political measures taken by the 
Austrian court to secure her husband's sac- 
cession as King of the Romans, appeared to 
interast her mind (miy in as far as they were 
important to himself; and it was in Tain 
that the Archduchesses, her risters, at- 
tempted to awaken her sex^s foibles of 
vanity and ambition in her heart, by detail- 
ing the preparations in progress for Joseph's 
approaching coronation at Frankfort. 

"Have I not already assured you," she 
would reply, "that instead of ermine and 
purple, I shall be girded in a shroud? My 
Mstersl assure yourselves that 1 shall not 
live to be Queen of the Romans !" 

Even in the presence of the Empress, 
whom she regarded with the most respectful 
and filial deference, Isabella was far from 
concealing the tenor of her feelinga and pre- 
sentiments; and it is remarkable that hy 
her Imperial Majesty alone, the opinions of 
tbe Arahduchess were nerer combated hy 
ridicule, or treated with levity. In &ct, the 
mind of Haria Theresa herself was alrcady 
broken hy age, and premature exertion ; 
and the eminent intellectual endowments 
which in her early life had commanded tbe 
admiration of Europe, were now enfeebled 
by the tliraldom of narrow prqndices, and a 
bigotry that partook somewhat largely of 
the rational weakness of her people. Du- 
ring her long re^n, the Austrians were more 
attached to superstitious observances than 
any nation in Europe ; and through a weak- 
ness, incredible in a civilized age, the 
doctiine of familiar spirits was not only 
prevalent in Vienna, but many of the moat 
distingnished men of the day hod devoted 
their valuable time and fortunes to the pur- 
suit of the philosopher's stone, and the 
elixir of life. 

The Emperor himself had expended enor- 
mous sums in such speculations. For soma 
time he was engaged in an attempt to dis- 
solve smaU diamonds, in order, hy an alche- 
mical process, to re-crystallise them into one 
large mass; and the Imperial government 
held ont warm encoutsgement to individuals, 
to devote themselves to the transmutation of 
metals, by affording funds to facilitate these 
chimerical reiearches. Nor ia it wonderful 
that tbe adept and the necromancer should 
have been tolerated in a city where the 
memory of Paracebus was still venerated as 
that of the first of phllosopheni. 
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Among the nimt cndulons of the dnpce to 
whom the oatbreakiog light of philoaophy 
aaiumed in tiie obscurit; of a dark age the 
Bcmblance of a miracle^ was the gr«at Maria 
Theresa herself. The ropematnral had aa 
engroisiDg charm in her eyea ; which were 
blinded dike by ignorauce, and bj the arts 
of the monkish cnw that HniTonnded her 
retirement from the caiee of state. It was 
evident that her Imperial Majeety entertuned 
no danbt of the full accomplishment of the 
Archduchess's prediction ; for ehe was ee' 
cretly persuaded that her daughter-in-law 
had received some supernatural revelation 
on the subject of her futnre destinies ; and 
she reverenced her the more, as one dis- 
tinguished by a heavenly interpoution, and 
by intercommunication with the unseen 

There were, however, two members of the 
Imperial &mily not only enlightened beyond 
the contamination of these abaurditiee, but 
grieved to behold the minds ihey loved and 
reverenced, a prey to snch corroding super- 
stitions subjecdon ; — these were the Arch- 
duke Joseph, and his sister Maria Christina, 
already the wife of that Albert of Saxe 
Teschen, who has since invoked the genius 
of Canova to inunortalise their affection.'* 
Christina loved her Italian nster with a 
most enthusiastic fondness. She had been 
the first to suggest the divertdons and courtly 
pleaanres by which she had ardently trusted 
to disupate her mdancholy ; and she was 
not, even now, contented like the rest to 
abandon her to the despondency of a mis- 
goveroed mind. 

A " Why," ehe would say to the Archduke, 
" why do you encourage our dear Isabella 
to pass her life away in the mere format 
observances of our futh ? Why permit her 
to accompany the Empress in her frequent 
and prolonged viata to the vaults of the 
Capuchin convent 1 My brother will scarcely 
deny that our duties towards our living kin- 
dred are paramonnt to any respect we owe to 
the mouldering bones of our ancestois ; and 
how, I beseech you, do my mother and 
sistere advantage themselves or their family, 
or further their eternal welfare, by the days 
they waste away in that chiUy cavern of 
death V 

" Isabella has so few enjoyments, so few 
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caprices," replied Joseph, " that I know not 
how to deny her an innocent indulgence. 
My mother is pleased by her aympathy — a 
sympathy that you or I find it impossible to 
bestow ; and the peculiar frame of the In- 
fiuta's mind derives consolation from this 
strange fomiliarity with the aspect of death. 
Do not let ns be niggard of pleasures which 
we cannot share." 

"Nay — but sniely we might attempt to 
moderate a ttt8t« so little accordant with res- 
son, or indeed with the happtneea of its pos- 

"No!" replied the Archdnke after a mo- 
ment's deliberation, ** I have made it the 
principle of ray wedded life to oppose no 
wish, no thought, no action of ray Isabella's ; 
for all are innocent in themselves, and few, 
— very few, — distasteful to my feelings. 
It would have been the glory of my exis- 
tence to have obtained at her hands a reci- 
procation of that fond, that passionate, that 
exclusive attachment, with which, from the 
first day of our marriage imtil now, I have 
still regarded her ; but thb I have long re- 
cognised aa imposnble ; owing to natural 
coldness, or to some stroi^ pre-occupation of 
feeling on her port. Believe not, Christina, 
that I allude, as many have suspected, to 
some previous attachment, to some Italian 
lover ; if such were the case, she had not 
still retained that empire over my heart and 
mind which she holds with undivided power. 
No ! my respect for her and for myself are 
equally untarnished by my warm, warn) 
tenderness for Isabella." 

He paused for a moment, oppressed by his 
own emotion. 

"My dear brother," interrupted Chris- 
tina, "I little intended to distress you by 
this disousaion." 

" Nay 1" replied Joseph, " you have 
sought my confidence on a delicate subject ; 
and you must receive it perfect and entire. 
You have been surprised — for I am not so 
blind as I appear, to all that is passing 
around me — that loving so diatisctedly as I 
do my lovely but perverse wife, 1 have 
never either penetrated her mysterioua sor- 
row, nor compelled her to adopt habits more 
consonant with my taste ; or, perhaps, an 
hypocrisy of happiness which might deceive 
the court and the world as to our relative 
feelings. Would you know tlie secret of 
this, Christina? Would you know why 
your brotlier, whose arbitrary spirit you 
have so often upbraided, appears in tlie pre- 
sent instance so tame, so enduring] Would 
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yoa know hy what strange enchantment hu 
mind appears thus bereft of its enerpes? 
By toe, my dearest Meter, by a strong, a 
fervent, and dmnteTested attachment i Love 
hath ' tsu^t my restless spirit patience, — 
my despotic mind deference to the will of 
another ; and Isabella of Parma, young, and 
timid, and gontiE^ and nnobtmsiTe as die U, 
Bwaya me irith a far more resoluta hand 
than I shall ever wield withal the rod of 

Christina smiled. 

"You deride my weakness; — yet even 
against the mighty weapon of ridicule I am 
clad in an armour of proof. I have taken 
my resolution, obUz ; I have determined, in 
this instance, to redgn all selfish feelings, 
and to act only as may assure the happiness 
of my wife and children." 

At this frank and generous declaration, 
the smiles of the Archdnchesa ceased. She 
was touched by the manly yet feeling tone of 
her brother. 

" But you| my dear sister," resumed the 
Archduke, " whose interccnrse with Isabella 
is restrained by no such delicacy, by no such 
embarrassments,— ^ou surely might seek her 
confidence, might b^uile her from the auste- 
rity of her devotion, from the cheerless re- 
serve of her heart. Between woman and 
woman confidence is more prompt, more 
natural, more unqualified by selfish views ; 
an existing sympathy of motives and actions, 
of fraUties and inclinations, renders confes- 
uon less alarming and less painful. I do 
not ask you to love Isabella ; I am persuaded 
that she is truly and justly dear to your 
bosom. Still less do I ask you to betray 
her; or to ingratiate yourself Into her secrete 
in order to depout them with het husband. 
But I do ask yon, — I do beseech you as Aer 
friend, to ascertain tlie origin of her depres- 
sion of mind, and to leave no labour undone, 
no exertion spared to restore her to herself 
and to happiness. Nay ! my dear uster, — 
come to me, having so mastered her secret, 
tell me but by what sacrifice I can restore 
her peace of mind, — tell me that I must 
ledgnher, — renounce for ever the hope of 
her affection, — and I will impliciUy follow 
your eouuEels. Tell me, Christina, that 
your friend would be cheerful and happy 
and pleased with life if secure of my absence, 
and by the Heaven that hears me '. I will 
never look opou her face again." 

The Archduchess was too deeply aware of 
the intensity of her brother's attsehment for 
his wife, not to appreciate, to the fullest 



extent, the value of his generouty. " Calm 
yourself," tJie replied, "Restrain thb im- 
petuosity of feeling. Be assured, — as I am,— 
that whatever may cause the gloomy reserve 
of the Infanta, you, and yon alone are master 
of her transient impulses of hi^piness. I 
am persuaded that yon are the sole and 
dearest object of ^ her thoughts; and 
although I possess not tiie shadow of a clue 
to her secret, I would peril my existence that 
it is blameless." 

The countenance of Joseph was flushed 
with pleasure at the sound of declarations so 
cheering, from a sister whose bead and heart 
and sex, equally qualified her to judge with 
discrimination the character and conduct of 
his beloved Isabella. Christina hastened to 
ofler renewed assurances of sympathy and 
aid. " I will do all and more than you have 
required of me," she said. "We are about to 
leave Vienna ; Isabella has half promised to 
viut me at Presburg ; and during our solitary 
summer leisure, I trust I shall find occauon 
to execute your project. Before winter, the 
Arohduchess will be sgain a mother ; before 
winter I trust that our united eSorte will 



Cheered by these prognostication^ the 
Archduke prepared himself with eager hope 
for the summer residence of the court at ^ 
Imperial palace of Laxenburg ; where the 
Emperor and Empress, surrounded by their 
lovely daughters, were accustomed to forget 
for a season the monotonous routine of their 
existence at Vienna. Although etiquette w 
laid aside, they lost nothing of their true 
dignity, — that of nobleness of heart, and 
mind, and action. They seemed indeed t 
forget the crown and arbitrary sceptre of 
Austria ; but it was only to become the 
happiest, and most united, and most virtuous 
of its domestic families. Ths Archduchess 
Joseph and her infant were the leading 
objects of interest to the cheerful group ; and 
Isabella herself appeared for a time rescued 
from her mournful presentiments, by the 
animated round of enjoyments devised for 
her welcome. Christina and her brother 
already exulted in her happier frame of 
mind ; but Princess Lichtenstein, whose ei 
ployment in her household admitted her with 
unchecked familiarity to tiie solitary hours 
of the young Princess, still regarded her with 
the deepest anxiety, and spoke of her condi- 
tion witit the fondest r^ret Already the 
anticipated the most dreadful resulu from 
the despondency of her lovely charge. 
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Tbb Bummer of the year 1763 was one of 
tboae rare holidays accorded in the ooniw of 
a cantory by the caprice of Nature, in order 
to renew the tamiabed credit of pastoral 
poets, and to invite the frondeun of her leign 
into nnconrtnuned familiarity with her lore- 
linen ; a season when the elcy becomei our 
roof, and tbe tnrf our floor, and ve eeek 
nfnge in the woodianda from the oppreasion 
(d a dwelling made with bands. 

The climate of Anstria is one of stroog 
traniiUona. The winter of Vienna is mde 
and inclement, and daring three months of 
tbe year, sledgca mpeisede the nse of wheel 
carriages ; but its sommer is almost Italian. 
There are aeasoDS when, the Hehnatkal of 
Baden might Tie in exuberance of foliage and 
olondleesnesa of eky, with the more celebrated 
Talleys of the ** sweet sonth," — with Tempe 
or Vall'ombnma ; there are seasons when the 
Danube heares W mighty burden of waters 
tiirougli banlcs of woTen oak, and amid plains 
of flowery verdure, more gracious and more 
smiling tJian those of Amo or tbe Dnianee. 

Isabella bad someUmes playfully com' 
pbuned of the dullness of the Austrian biu- 
shine ; but when June scattered her rosea 
orer the gardens of Laxenlmrg, she was 
compelled to acknowledge that thoee of her 
own Tilla at Colomo were outrivalled ; and 
that not the orange blossoms of Italy conld 
hang more richly upon the fragrant air, than 
those of the Imperial hotqHtlt. Tbe Princesses 
evinced their intense enjoyment of the weather 
and of the exquisite scenery to wluch it 
imparted an air of enchantment, by living 
almost entirely under the canopy of tiie akies. 
They were at that period anxiously occupied 
by the progress of the Ritter-Khiots, the 
mimic Castle of Chivalry which decorates the 
park of Laxenbnrg ; formii^ a monument 
of bad taste that seldom fails to excit« the 
sneers of tbe tourist. But although ite 
design may be regarded as scenic and pnerile, 
its rival wonder, the Temple of Night at 
SchSnan, has been admiringly described by 
Madame de Stiel, and is generally regarded 
as B efo/^TtBurr* of the decorative art ; and 
if the much reviled Ritter-tchhst fail in its 
competition with ite castles of feudal pride, 
the cares of its conatmctioa and arrangement 
afforded at least a blameless excitement to 
the happy family of Maria Theresa during 
their snmmer solitude. 

It appears resolved by the general consent 
of modem limes, that monsrohs alone shall 



be denied the indulgence of realizing rimilar 
fancies ; and that even their private revenues 
shall be expended according to the strictest 
interpretation of the arbitrary canons of 
criticism. Yet wherefore withhold such 
alight and harmleae recreationa as may in 
some measure compensate the loss of the 
sweeter rympatMes of existence,— of the 
unrestrained joyousnesa of private life! — 
and who would endure the loneliness of a 
throne, if the toys and baubles which beguile 
its dulness, are to be snatobed away I 
"Hettretix U jm^le," says the adt^e, "dont 
VhitMreettmnvifeuH!" "StureuxhpMjtle," 
might be also said, "dont l» tamtrmn oowpe 
mi kiiin dtparaiU hxhoi I" 

Let those who gase with ths scornful 
coldness of a callous heart upon the Castle of 
Chivalry, imagine the animated interest with 
which the young and lovely Archducheaeea 
— who had designed its groined roofs and 
bannered galleries, its "storied irindows 
richly dight," its gloomy armouiies and 
warden tower, and dwarf with his enchanted 
horn, — inspected its slow completion; the 
ardour with which they explored the hoards 
of the Imperial treasury for the toys of the 
olden time, — for jewelled eholioe and fretted 
ctrcanet,— for the broidered hawking-glove 
which Hungary was accustomed to fill with 
ducats, for her ancient queens^ — for missals 
which Cranaeh and Durer hod illuminated 
for their use, — for the combe sparkling with 
opals that had graced their tiring chamber, — 
and all those tiiousand nameless trinkets of 
coral and filigree, tourmaline and agate, 
which equally form the glory of the ancient 
ch&Maine, and of the modem antiquary. 

Maria Christina, who was an artist of no 
mean excellence, and Isabella, who was 
gifted with the elegance and refinement of 
her native country, were inde&tigable in 
tracing and designing the carved fretwork of 
the Gothic masonry, and the antiqne ftimi- 
tore which was to grace the gloomy chambers 
of the tower ; and when the brilliancy of the 
summer sunshine imprisoned them within 
the shelter of jalovtiet and marble walls, 
they would sit together sketching, and com- 
paring, and correcting their plans for the 
Ch6teaa del Caprvxi, while tie Archduke, 
with a new volume of Marmontel in his 
hand, reproached their volubility; or the 
Princess Lichtenstein intruded the playful 
infancy of the little Theresa upon their busy 
occupation. 

If Isabella derived leaa pleasure from the 
task than die Empress and her court circle. 
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if she proved less Ardently that love of exci- 
tation which prompted them 

to si«at«, uid ia cnatiiig live 

A bung mora iotann, 

she had her own seaaou of enjoyment, and 
her own allotted Eden at Iiaxenbnrg. There 
WW a terraoe overlooking its "pleasanoe," 
which might alone suffice to vindicate the 
fallen favour of the grand and Btatelj in the 
art of landscape gardening. The spectacle 
affiirded hy many of the royal residences of 
Germany, — which a depraved taste for what 
are perveisely called English gardens, and 
" the natnral," has sorronnded with serpen- 
tine walks, mean shrahberies, hermit^ies, 
artificial rocks, rustic brii^B, and meander- 
Ing canals bordered by weeping willows, — 
might indeed convince the most hardened 
sceptic of the absurdity of adapting the 
diminutive graces and etmaiti of a utizen's 
villa, to palaces recalling the splendours of 
Versailles. But the Imperial gardenB afiord 
a happy union of either style ; and the noble 
terrace to which Christina and Isabella were 
wont to repair in the stillness of the summer 
twilight, in order to enjoy the tranquillity of 
the ddea, and a happy and undisturbed con- 
fidence of thought and feeling, was indeed 
wortliy to adorn a palace of the modem 

The profosion of statues and vases lai^ied 
along its marble parapet, tended to deceive 
the eye as to its glorious extent ; yet still 
the perspective was singularly striking. 
Clustering pomegranate blossoms, of dazzling 
brilliancy, overhung the pale marble ; many 
a trim orange tree, white with its bridal 
flowers, seemed to murmur in the basking 
sunshine, from the nnmberless bees that 
were secretly enriching liiemselves with its 
^11 ; and here and there, at condderable 
intervals, some colossal vase, on which the 
scnlptured nymphs twined their voluptnons 
dance witli wreathing arms and uplifted 
cymbals, extended its gigantic bowl, un- 
crowned with flowers like the rest, as if to 
collect the sparkling dew as a propitiatoij 
ofiering to the sylvan deity of the spot The 
lofty marble stsjrs, whose descent terminated 
the terraoe at either end, were secnred from 
intmmon during the nightly promenade of 
the Arehdncberaes. The tur was loaded 
with perfumes from the adjacent gardens; 
the smooth glos^ gravel shone like a tessel- 
lated Mosaic ; and the eye wandered between 
those choicest forms of ancient idolatry that 
graced the balustrade, towards the tangled 
wildamem of blosBomisg shrubs in the dis- 



tance beneath. All waegradous,andcouitIy, 
and noble ; seeking no paltry competition 
with unrivalled nature, but displaying s 
splendid example of the achievements of 
hnman art. 

"This was the favourite haunt of our 
childhood," said Christina, one evening, when 
the Infanta appeared nnusnaUy dejected. 
" My mother and the Emperor were always 
summoned hither by the governess of the 
Imperial children, to witness our first loco- 
motive attempts ; and soon that happy in- 
terest will be renewed by a younger genera- 
tion. Caroline's imps are already exerting 
their little limbs at Caaerta ; and though I 
am myself denied the joy of a surviving 
child, yet next snmmer, dear Isabella, I shall 
delight to see yon guiding the footsteps of 
your littla Theresa over this level ground." 

" And that, believe me, yoo will never 
see. I repeat to you, Chiistina, that these 
happy evenings, these lonely walks, are my 
last. The summer sun seems brilliant to 
you, — to the Empiees,— to the whole court ; 
but jndge how fair its beams must appear in 
my eyes, which are so soon lo close npon its 
brightness. Look npon this enchanted sci 
ChrisUna, — mark how it unites the highest 
trophies of mortal and immortal creation, — 
breathe its sweet air, my dear sister, inhale 
its perfumes into the very depths of your 
heart, — feast your eyes upon the variety and 
softened uiUon of its countless hues, — and 
then contrast them, as I do, with the dark- 
ness and the loathsomeness of the grave 
which awuts me." 

" Hnsh I Isabella, hush ! " sud the Prin- 
cess of Saxe Teschen, shocked by her allu^on. 
"To reject the abundant gifts of Heaven is 
ungrateful, — to conrt such wayward despon- 
dency, is selfish and perverse." 

" Perverse, if you will, — but not selfish," 
replied Isabella. " Oh ! did I study my own 
enjoyment, my own inclinations, think you 
I would not tear this rooted curse from my 
bosom, abandon my troubled heart to the 
sweet affections whch court its adoption, 
and live, and love, and smile as yon do, 
Christina 1 For myself, I tell yon .that the 
gloomy clouds of November will hover over 
my pall ; and as to my child " 

" Nay ! " intCTxapted the Archduchess, af- 
fecting to 'ridicule her predictions, "if yon 
must needs die yourself, do not carry the 
mortality through the family." 

" Voiu touUt yuej« mag laitse monjtune 9 
Ah! Ma/oi,~tioaf vma ne la garderex toM 
on phm gueiuxm lepC am." 
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*' I trust, then, dearest sister, that you will 
accede to my mothet'B desire, and permit my 
pencil to record tha existence of a being 
whom yoa announce as so erainesceut. Wlien 
will you allow Thensa to sit to roe for the 
promised portrait, — when will you commit 
your precious self into my hands ? Novem- 
ber is approaching 1 " added Christina, with 
B significant smile. 

The Archduchess Joseph withdrew her 
hands, and clasped them Tehemently upon 
her boBom, as a deep shudder pervaded her 
whole frame. "You say true; — my time 
is indeed short !" She walked on a few paces 
alone, then suddenly returning, " Sister ! " 
said she, "you are right These portraits, if 
indeed yon wish to record among yon the 
brief existence of beings who have been lent 
you for your sorrow, mnst be speedily com- 
pleted. You are about to depart for Pres- 
butg : you have sought my company, — 
accept it now; I will he the companion of 
your journey. It will prove a diversion to 
the Archduke, who is oppressed by the con- 
stant Mght of my sorrow," 

" I doubt, however, my hrother's inclina- 
tion to visit Hungary. Let ns content our- 
selves with our own society ; we will leave 
him to add his chamber and his whim to the 
CMieau des Oaprieei; or, during your absence, 
he may visit Baden, — the waters and the 
vaiying sodety of the baths will be a surer 
antjdote to etmui than my poor castle of 
Presburg." 

Christina was not mistaken in her conjec- 
tures. The Archduke, while he warmly 
applauded the project of Isabella, was eager 
to escape himself from a sojourn in Hungary, 
He secretly detested the character of the 
people ; and might probably already meditate 
those plans of reform which still render him 
the bete ^avenion of the Magyari. He had 
profited by his election as King of the Ro- 
mans, to resign the government of Hungary 
into the hands of Prince Albert of Saxe 
Teschen, the husband of Maria Christina ; 
and alUiough the nation had testified its 
loyal attachment to the children of its queen, 
by the erection of a noble palace at Bnda, as 
a reudence for the Palatine, yet the Archduke 
was at little pains to conceal his contempt 
for their barbarian ignorance and vun- 
gloriouB pride. He conndered the enslaved 
condition of the peasantry with the deepest 
commiseration ; and regarded with jealousy 
the unyielding supremacy of the Magnats, 
without reflecting how far their rights might 
antedate the rule of his ancestors. He for- 



got, or wished not to remember, that Haria 
Theresa herself had, in her early days of 
adver^ty, not only confirmed their andent 
constitution by accepting the coronation oath 
of Andreas II., hut in gratitude for their 
faithful adherence to her blighted fortunes, 
had extended their dangerous privileges, and 
created a new nobility to strengthen their 
might. He resolved that his first exercise of 
the Imperial power should be to level the 
rank growth of aristocratic enactments, 
which subdued the energy of the land, and 
impoverished its resources. Eunqie had not 
then learned, by a terrible example, the diffi- 
culty of separating from the sound members 
those decayed branches and supemumeraty 
trunks, which a prudent foresight would 
devot« to the axe of the woodman, 

Joseph was indeed the arbitrary apostle of 
liberty, the despot of reform, the tyrant of 
the liberals. He decreed that a nation should 
be set free, which fondly hugged its chains. 
Without pausing to inquire, like our own 
Elizabeth touching the petitioning Evange- 
lists, — "whether those prisoners miked to 
be released," he determined to impose free- 
dom on his subjects at the point of the 
bayonet. He sent a mighty army to perish 
in the marshes of Croatja ; and reatrsined, 
with a fearless hand, tiie privileges of the 
discontented nobility. The condition of 
Hungary, at that eventful period, has been 
compared with that of England during the 
struggles between John and bis barons ; but 
the British king was not the champion of 
an oppressed peasantry ; and the besotted 
people of Hungary, ungratefnl for the ex- 
ertions of the Emperor in their behalf re- 
sembled nothing but ^anarelle's wife, who 
inusts upon being beaten, and resents the 
protecting interpoution of a stranger. 

Had Joseph the Second survived to direct 
and support the measures he had planned, 
all might have gone well. But when death 
terminated his active operations, Hungary 
was npon the eve of insurrection ; and Leo- 
pold was compelled, by an exhausted treasury 
and a rebellious people, to revoke aU the 
unpopular edicts of his predecessor. Ere 
his brother was cold in the grave, at one fell 
swoop the labours of his life were demolished. 

The political derigns of the Archduke arc 
sud to have dated from his earliest yeai's of 
manhood ; and from the period of his mar- 
riage he avoided all communication with the 
Hungarians, save those who were neutialiced 
by residence at the Austrian court. In vain 
the Infanta besought him to accompany her 
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in this her ilist visit to Preaburg. " Do 
not," he replied, — " do not, I implore you, 
require mo to viat Hnngary. The sight of 
her lovely face, deformed and degraded as 
ita featnres are by the mastery of eTil pas- 
uons, IB KTolUng to my feelings. No ! I 
cannot Timt the castle of Preshurg !" 

Was the repugnance of the Archduke 
urged hy the remembrance that his own 
helpless inbncy had been harboured from 
his mother's faithless snbjects in that very 
castle, by those very Magnate who now 
moved his disgust ? Did he apprehend that 
the stones of tiiat celebrated hall,* in which 
the yonng and lovely Theresa had < 
mitted her destitute babe to the ** ancient 
fidelity of the famons Hungarian States," 
would prate of his ingratitude? Did he 
fear that the echoing clash of those loyal 
sabres, which hod leaped from their scabbards 
to attest the nnanimous cry, "Our lives and 
our blood for your Majesty !" would enervate 
his firm resolve to nnsheath agunst them the 
weapon of an enemy, and to suborn the land 
by an inundation of "peHegrine tpadt 9 " 

The purposed visit oi the Archdnchess was 
deferred by several unforeseen occurrences : 
by the indisposition of the young Theresa, 
and by a series of fSus given by the Emperor 
for the diveruan of his favourite, the Princess 
Auersperg. Early, however, in the month 
of October, Isabella, travelling as the Grdfinn 
Lentsnan, and attended only by the Princess 
Ijchtenstein and the household of the young 
Archduchess, arrived at Piesburg, where she 
was welcomed with friendly affection by 
Haria Christina and Prince Albert, the 
Governess and Palatine of Hungary. 



Tbb banks and fringed uplands which sur- 
lonnd Presbnrg were already bright with a 
thousand golden hnes, and the vineyards, 
whence, the fmit had been recently stript for 
the winepress, were tinged with the earliest 
hectic of autumnal decay. The rivers began 
to roll with a more impetuous current, the 
dear sparkling air sharpened the outlines of 
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the distant hills, and the mighty plain of the 
Danube, between Vienna and Presburg, was 
alternately scorched by a sultry noontide, and 
chilled by tiie early frosts of a darker season. 
The castle, which now presents a mass of 
ruins whose stately outline alone recalls its 
pristine glory, was then a splendid palace, 
well ordered, and gracefully decorated. Ita 
local advantages are perhaps unrivalled ; our 
own Richmond offers but a feeble miniature 
of the union of woods and waters among 
which the citadel of Presburg uplifts its 
crest. The Danube with its island groves, 
the vast plains interspersed with princely 
thiteaux, " bosomed high 'mid tufted trees," 
the vineyards that clothe with their rich pro- 
mise the adjoining slopes, the aty with its 
towers seeming to rise gradually from the 
waters below, and to o^r homage at every 
step, the inlenningled gardens and rocks of 
the foreground, and the m^ze fields, and 
misty hiUs melting in the vast horizon, form 
a noble and varying landscape. The re- 
flexion of the illuminated atmosphere of 
Vienna, which, at a distance of forty miles, 
is discernible at night from the summit of 
the hill, bears witness to its proud elevation ; 
but it was during the sunny noon that Isa- 
bella leaned against an upper window of the 
tower, to contemplate the rich beauties of 
the surrounding scenery ; and it was with 
difficulty that Maria Christina tempted her 
ftom her post, and persuaded her to sacrifice 
a passing hour to the completion of that por- 
trait which still survives to perpetuate their 
friendship. 

The Archduchess found her sister listless 
and lai^uld ; and, anxious for her own cre- 
dit as an artist, die attempted to animate 
her pensive countenance by many interesting 
details touching the coatie and its former 
inmates. At length she spoke of the Arch- 
duke's unhappy infancy, of his refuge within 
its waUs, and of the loyalty of the hearts by 
which they were guarded ; and, more than 
all, she described with powerful interest the 
celebrated appeal of the young queen, to 
which I have recently alluded. The lapse of 
three-and-twenty years had not sufficed to 
tarnish the romantic brilliancy of the event. 
History, that gravest and most authoritative 
of liars, had not laid a benumbing touch 
upon its vitd voce animation ; nor had party 
perverted its character or aspersed its motives. 
" She came hither," said the Archduchess, 
" harassed by faction, driven from her here- 
ditary dominions, deserted by her allies; a 
I young mother, abont to give birth to a second 
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bui to her mufortimei, yet mtbont ft hope 
of retuDiDg one eity of lier oDpiid to shelter 
its helplaasncMk She w&b luuapported uid 
timid ; but it wu the timidity of yooth and 
not of mind ; for althoag^ the Emprew nas 
then but of your ovm age, dear Isabells, and 
lovely and gentle as yon are, yet was she 
■trong in mental energy, and in dauntless 
reliance upon Heaven : eveti in her extremity 
of advenity she retained hei aelf-commaDd, 
and throngh that her oonunand orer tha 
minds of others. Nay 1 so preruling was 
the interest created by her youth, and beauty, 
and moral courage, that a land of heretics, 
even distant Kngland, was mored to laviA 
its treasons in support of her cause."* 

"But what avajls our compassion i" ex- 
claimed IsabeUa, hastily diapemng the t«STS 
that wsre gstberin^ in her eyes. "Look 
upon the after-position of her destinies ; look 
upon tiie fame Maria Theresa has acquired 
among the nations of Europe ; look upon 
the name she will leave to after ^es!" 

"On that it were premature to dedde, 
since we are taught to judge of man'a for- 
tunes by hia md. And 'tis an appalling 
thing, even to tha best of soverMgns, that 
said judgment of posterity ; 'Us an im- 
partial tribnna], which levels monarcha 
with the rest of toankind ; a consideration, 
Isabella, that more than recondles me to the 
obscurity of my own lot in life. Gompara- 
ties obscurity, perhaps I ought to say ; yet 
surely a daughter of Austria may, without 
vanity, htil it aa a lucky chance that her 
head is doomed to weai no royal crown." 

" Your destiny has been one of rare feli- 
city for one of ourdegree," replied UisArch- 
duchesa Joseph, monmfnlly. "You have 
been permitted to give your hand to the 
lover of yonr choice, without abandoning 
your native home." 

" And jvu, Isabella ?" demanded Christina, 
smihng at the inf^nce. 

"And / am married with one whom I 
could wish to have been the object of my 
preference ; bnt believe me when I declare 
to you, in perfect honesty, that my heart 
has never beat with a quickened throb 
through the influence of mortal man." 

" Nevertheless," observed Christina with 
some hesitation, " the world has not failed 
to attribute yonr depres^on of spirit to the 
disappointment of an early attoctanent." 
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"Indeed I" exclaimed Isabella, starting 
from her seat ; "it had not occurred to me 
that my conduct or character could bear 
Buoh an interpretation. I had tliought to 
live in those leoords of history which you 
seem to hold in such holy horror, but as a 
euUea princess, feeble in mind and health, 
and unworthy of the greatness that had been 
thrust upon her." 

" Undeceive yourself, then, my dear dstor. 
You are, and vriU be, represented as the vic- 
tim of an unhappy pBBsion,unles8 you retain 
me, or some other of the handmaidens of 
Rumour, as your advocate." 

" So much has I>een sud and snng of tlie 
power of love," obserred Isabella, mnmngly, 
" that we have at length brought ourtelvea 
to believe it the master passion of human 
nature. It is assuredly the most graceful 
and picturesque, the most aoceptable to the 
arte ; but neither the most powerful nor uni- 
vstsaL Hatred and revenge, hope and fear, 
ambition and avarioe, had they been equally 
hymned, or equally analyzed, would afford 
us, perhaps, as many examples of the mighti' 
ness of their influence." 

"No, no I I will not have you in the right, 
dear Isabella. Jove and his thunderbolts 
are approved to have quuled beneath ^e 
simple shafto of love ; and I, for one, bold 
the tme futh that hearts may be broken by 
his influence, and brows home about amid 
the better joys of life, as desponding, as 
wretched as your own." 

"Your judgment is so thoroughly a wo- 
man's that I am half tempted to forgive ite 
treason." 

"But will you not, my 'sullen princess 
of history,' enable me to judge you with 
more exactness ? I have never intruded upon 
your coniidenoe ; bnt if earnest affection, 
and a sincere interest in your welfare, entitle 
me to claim a concession which you appear 
to have accorded to none beside, then, Isa- 
bella, am I indeed worthy to become better 
acquainted with the true nature of your 
feelings." 

" My kindest de^r ! " stud the Arch- 
duchess, tnraing towards her with deep ten- 
derness, *' it has been my misfortune that 
my mind has been suffered to brood unmo- 
lested over its mysterious treasury of sorrow. 
I have sometimes even thought that ite mood 
of misery, like the troubled dream of the 
sleeper, might have been dispelled had I 
attempted to speak, — had I presumed to 
give vent to ite secret wretchedness." 

Maria Christina affected to ply her pencil 
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with hnej sctiTi^, that she mi^t not inti- 
midate hf obseiTBtion the anfolding con- 
fidence of her companion. 

" Yon will not be cnrione V resumed Isa- 
bella ; " yoD will not sSect a ftirther interest 
In iny deetioy, my fatal destiny?" 

" Deareet sbter ! I only fear to surprise 
yonr confidence; to tempt yon to avowals 
which yon may repent at some cahner 
moment." 

" Nay ! look not so alarmed ; I have 
nothing itartling to nnfold; nothii^ per- 
sonal at least; no gnUt, no error. I can 
only tell yon that I am nnh^py, and tAal 
yon have known from our first hoar of 
ftiendghip." 

" Rest yonnclf, then, on yonder couch, 
where the morning lur plays so refresh- 
ingly. Rest yourself, dear Isabella ; I will 
lelonch some other piling. Tell me only 
that which it will be a relief to yoniself 
to disclose ; every detail of yont life must 
interest my heart ; but remember that I 
your riater, not yonr confeeeor, and 
frish to extract nothing that will give yon 

Isabella extended her weary fmme be- 
neath the open caeement of the lofty tower. 
She bent her eyes alternately upon her 
afiectionate auditresa and npon the wide 
expanse of landscape unfolded beneath, and 
thus commenced her narration;— 



" I have little occadon to begin my story, 
after the ordinary fashion of tale-tellers, by 
1 enumeration of the gettea tt fiUt* ef my 
ancestors. Yon know them for Bonrbons, 
my dear Christina, both on my fother's 
and my mother's side ; and that name may 
snpersede a host of details. But although 
springing from a common source, the blood 
that flowed in their veins had acquired a 
strange diversity of character in ita sepa- 
ration from the parent spring : that of my 
father, during a ringle generation of Spanish 
royalty, had engendered gloom and super- 
stition, coldness, and a taste for monastic 
sechidon ; while my mother, as an enfant 
de fhuKt, bom and nurtured at VeisaUles, 
had retuned a character of liveliness and 
el^anee, and addiction to pleasuie. To 
this onion of contrasts I am perhaps in- 
debted for the mingled levity and melan- 
choly of my unsettled disposition ; to its 
breach of the canons of the church (since 
the consanguinity of my parenta required 

papal dispensation) I periiape owe the 



evil destiny which has hovered over my 
devoted head. 

" My grandfather, Louis XV., in bertowing 
his eldest and best loved daughter upon Don 
Philip, appeared even mors depieaaed by 
the anticipation of her future life of seclusion, 
and the dieary monotony which awaited her 
at Parma, than by the loss of her affectionate 
devotion and animated society. He even 
conditioned with his uncle, the King of 
Spain, who had negoUated the alliance, that 
Elizabeth should be permitted to retain 
about her person, two of tlie ladies who were 
appointed to accompany her from the court 
of France ; in ord^ that she might not be 
at once denied the indulgence of the lan- 
guage and habits of her native country. 
The Comtesse de Lom^nie, accordingly, her 
(JiMie du palaii, and Mademcoaelle da Vanqu^ 
mont, the companion of her childhood, became 
the oonsolations of her lonelinsas in a foreign 
land ; and, by affording her the resource of 
constant companionship, relieved her from 
the necessity of condliating the various 
members of her husband's court, or eeekii^ 
the regard of her new subjects. Careless of 
Italy, indifferent to the claims of Parma, 
she continued to feel, and act, and speak as 
a Frenchwoman. My poor mother, — I can 
only recollect Her as a fond earessing mother, 
fi>r I was too young to need a friend ot an 
instructress, — passed her whole time in 
labouring to introduce the customs and 
amusemenia of VersaiUes into the noble 
circles of Parma, who cared but litUe for 
their adoption. Pleasures, like plants, have 
their appointed soil and climate; nor will 
they flourish in an alien country. Her fife 
was therefore a lost one, as f ar aa regarded 
its influence on her subjects or the world ; 
nor was it, I fear, contented or happy in 
itself. 

"She was destined to an early death; and 
her parting prayers obtvned the assurances 
of Madame de Lom&nie that she would never 
abandon her children. ' You have been my 
unfailing friend,* whispered my dying mother, 
' my last link to a beloved, an nnforgotten 
country. If yo^ desert my Isabella, te^ 
will fbrm her to be worthy of the name of 
Bourbon T If yon break the chain which 
connects my sweet babes with my own 
home and kindred, how can I look for their 
happiness and well-bong at the hands of 
Italians 1 Stay with th«n, Hermanoe ! for 
my memory's sake renounce not this gloomy 

" Madame de Lom&iie found no oonrage 
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to reject the entreaties of her dying mistress : 
and as my mother's indiscreet appeal was 
carefully reported by tlie treacherous Vauqu^' 
mont, now by marriage with a nobleman of 
Parma, Contessa Mignardi, it served to dry 
the tears of ber husband's conrtiers for her 
loss, aod to indi^se them in her daughter's 
favour; ssd thus yon see my life l>egan 
under an insuepidons influence. But how- 
ever my popularity in the court or city might 
be aSected by die Duchess's betrayal of 
national partiality, it secured my warm 
acceptance with Madame de Lom^uie. She 
truly loved my mother, and looked upon 
myself in the light of a sacred deposit ; her 
tenderness indeed knew no bounds, and if in- 
dulgence and flattery be so truly pernicious 
as Uie wiser half of the world has decreed, I 
was so«n posseMed of a full rij^t and title 
to become i prodigy of wickedness. 

" The only countercheck to all this lavish 
favour, was of a character perhaps even more 
mischievous to the formation of my disposi- 
tion, and to the ordering of my future pro- 
spects. Countess Hignardi, who shared with 
the indulgent Uermance the superintendence 
of my education, was a person in whom an 
instinctive malevolence of thought and speech 
effiiced the charm of many valuable qualities, 
and talents of no mean character. She was 
pleasing in her address, and piquante in her 
general discourse; and but for the ' undis- 
guised malice which tinged her lips with 
bitterness, many would have sought and 
loved her. But she had been thwarted and 
disappointed in her hopes of forming a higher 
alliance in Italy ; and although fairly 
matdied with one of her own degree, yet 
the overthrow of her lofty ambition had 
changed the current of her blood to gall. 
Envious and wittily malicious, she seemed 
to reverse the instinct of the bee, and to 
gather only poison from the fairest flowers ; 
but she had its venomed sting pointed 
indiscriminately at enemy or friend. Her 
compliments were a covert insult ; her 
endearments masked a blow ; like the con- 
cealed asp of Cleopatra, her forked venom 
darted from among tempting fruit ; and if 
she stabbed with a smiling face and jewelled 
bodkin, the wound festered not the less i 
Her own hnsband, her own kindred, escaped 
not her inudious observations ; ray poor 
mother, the companion and friend of her 
childhood, she could not persoode herself to 
spare ; my father, whom she had vainly 
attempted, if the court whispers were wortiiy 
of credit, to inveigle into a lit^toa, was now 



the object of her ironical deference ; Madame 
de Lom^nie, who was good and simple, and 
incapable of self-defence, she boldly and 
insolently satirized ; and even myself, my 
childish and motherless self, she never ap- 
proached without a bitter compliment or 
flattering sarcasm. 

" In noting the uncertain progress of my 
education, the Contessa Mignardi failed not 
to tiewail in lay hearing, with an afi^ted 
naJveU of frankness, that its brilliant results 
should be wasted upon a court so obscure as 
thatof Parma; and in betraying herdiacoveries 
of my ignorance, and petulance, and feeble- 
ness of mind to my fatiier's court, she ceased 
not to lament that a princess so poorly gifted, 
and so miserably advised, should be destined 
to presids over its futurs destinies. Thus 
instigated, those of the Grand-duke's courtiers 
who approached the nearest to his confidence, 
presumed to insinuate into the royal ear the 
incompetency of Madame de Lom^nie to 
preside over my education. But Don Philip, 
although reserved, possessed a secret fund of 
deep sensibility j he had been wounded, indeed, 
by my mother's alienation from liis country 
and its usages, but he reverenced her memory 
with the affection due to an unblemished 
wife ; and in reply te the complainte whos« 
accusation bore against my kind governess, 
' Elizabeth loved her,' he would reply, as 
though he considered all a^ument and all 
refutation included in the spell of those few 
words. If it were a weakness on his part, 
it was a respectable and touching weakness ; 
and even to this day, I never think upon 
my father, or feel inclined to resent his 
arbitrary disposal of my fate, but that the 
tone in which he used to pronounce ' 3fy 
EliaobeA loved her!' comes back to my 
heart, and pleads for a renewal of my tender- 
ness and duty. 

" Countess Mignanli's malice served there- 
fore only to isolate my existence, to aggra- 
vate the disinclinatiou of the ladies of the 
court for seeking my society, and joining 
the circle of Madame de Lomenie ; while 
she in her turn, wounded and irritated by 
their neglect, taught herself te detest and 
despise Italy. From my childhood I was 
instructed to adopt the language and customs 
of Versailles, which have ever been more 
familiar to me than those of my native 
land ; my indignant preceptress breatlied 
into my young ears no maxim so peremptory, 

principle so assured, as that France was 
the first of European countries ; a French 
princess the happiest And most distinguished 
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of mortals ; and s Fnnch queea the niiap- 
proftchable aapertative of her sex. 

"Don Hiilip was either too devoted to the 
memorj of my raotber, or too acutely seniible 
of the hollow nature of state aUiancM, to 
be tempted into a second marriage. In my 
dear brother he heheld the piOToiBe of a noble 
■uccesmr to his throne ; in myself, had he 
been so minded, the assurance of tendance 
and tenderness in hia declining yean. He 
divided hie time between the cares of his 
duchy and the pleasures of the chase ; tor- 
mented one half the day by the importunities 
of his ministers, and rendering himself in 
his turn importunate to his courtiers during 
the lemaining half. Can one in truth 
imagine a greater vexation to a studious or 
indolent man, than to be obliged seHson after 
season, day after day, to gallop off to the 
forest ; harassed, and fatigued, and impover- 
ished, and diE^sted by a sport in which he 
is necSBsilHted to atlect an exclunve interest t 
But every prince is blessed with some strong 
taste or tendency, in order to exercise the 
loyal patience of his court ! Thus engrossed 
by his pasMon for the chase, my father, 
although affectionately interested in the wel- 
fare of his children, had little opportunity 
to win upon their confidence. I have some- 
times fancied that he found in the huriy of 
the hunting-field his sole retreat from the 
iriiBomB punctilio of Spanish etiquette, mun- 
tained at his court ; even in his interviews 
with myself, its utmost rigour remuned 
tmrelaxed. He seemed to consider, and how 
universal is the error 1 that the aSfections of 
kin and consanguinity are purely instinctive, 
and require no cultivation ; while to interest 
the hearts of strangers and retain our 
ordinaty friendships, we must epare nor 
labour nor effort ! 

" It was not however witli me alone that 
Don Philip was cold and reserved ; he lent 
himself as sparingly to the pleasures of his 
court, as to the indulgence of his domestic 
affection*. He was a disappointed, solitary- 
hearted man ; bat he tried t« forget his cares 
in occupa^on, — he never strove to eflace them 
by new diversions or new affections. It was 
to Madame de Lom^nie, therefore, that I 
wholly dedicated the confidence and the 
warmth of my young heart, and urged by 
mbjudging nationality, she sought to divide 
it solely with her own and my mother's 
native land. I had attuned my seventeenth 
year, and still I was a mere child. The ill- 
acceptance of my I>ama mpranifndente at 
the court of Parma induced bet to clin^ to 



the solitude of our narrow circle, and to 
exert her influence witii my father to det^ 
me yet awhile from the pleasures of the 
world. My healtb was feeble, and ehe 
represented my disposition as inclining me 
to strict seclusion. The habits of the 
Escurial hang about Don Philip ; he hailed 
my love of retirement as the first of feminine 
virtues ; and I was permitted to perfect roy 
education, undisturbed by any diversion more 
attractive than an annual gala, or fiaweBunu 
of state, when a crowd of withered half-cen- 
turies, in an armour of brocade and whale- 
bone, — point f^Etpagni and velourt ipingU, 
made their silent obeisance, — and retired! 
The earnest hope of my heart was to escape 
from a closer intimacy witit their appalling 
formality by retiring to a cloister ! " 

" Dearest Isabella !" interrupted the 
Archduchess, " could such an alternative 
present itself as a hcp» ! Can yon, so gifted 
in mind, so deeply impressed with the im- 
portance of moral duties, cau you r^aid a 
monastic life as aught save an unnatural 
sacrifice \ unavailing to man, unpleasing to 
God ! '■ 

" I was a child, dear sister ! a sad and a 
secluded child ; and as I had been instructed 
that nature was a desert save on the banks 
of the Seine, and society a blank, save in 
the tahm of Versailles, I assured myself that 
some peaceful abbey — of which the simple 
usterhood would be at once my friends and 
my submissive children — would be a heavenly 
refnge ag^nst the illiterate inanity of the 
ert«rtw of Panna. I loved only my flowers, 
roy birds, my book^ my prayers, my God ! 
and I felt that tiiose might be equally 
cherished, and these far better served iu a 
retreat excluding the importunities of the 
vain and the bitereeted. A considerable 
change was however soon effected in my 
views ; bat it was preceded by a metamor- 
phosis still more remarkable in the person of 
the Contessa Hignardi. 

" The Conto her husband's estate was 
known to be one of less than moderate 
extent ; and it had always heen^ surmised 
that her bitterness of heart and sarcastic 
levity of tongue arose, in a great measure, 
from the mortification of straitened meuis. 
But on a sudden the Contessa launched into 
habits of easy opulence, affected a cheerful, 
gracious, and genUe bearing; and we knew 
not whether most to admire her el^ant 
splendours, or the amiable grace that attem- 
pered her smiles. Instead of avoiding, as 
formerly, the cares of her appointment or 
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ahrinkiDg from Uie sooie^ of my good Her- 
maooe, aha becama aadduons in b«r conrt 
to myeeil, and cordiallj friendly in her 
demeonoar towarda Madame de Lom^e ; 
who, in her Bimple aingleneas of heart, feU 
readily into the snue. She began already 
to accuse herself of having noted impatiently 
the defects of the Contegdna ; already 
repented her injostice ; and receired all her 
ftgoMfiei, and beeame the dape of all her 
man^atioM, with the easy credulity antici- 
pated by her crafty rival. For myself, 
althoi^;h totally ignorant of the end and 
aim of her muuEnvree, I was convinced that 
BO mnch addrew was not superflnously 
exerted ; nor conld I put my truit in hersndden 
sympathy with tile maiadU de ptu/t of my 
good Madame de Lom^nie, since she had 
chosen, by a Tolnntaiy nianiage, to eettb 
herself in Italy. 

" One of the most nnacconntable traits of 
Connt«sa Mignardi's conversion was a detes- 
tation which, abont this timt^ she b^n to 
exhibit towards every thing and every person 
connected with Germany. What was AoBtria 
to her, that she should nnprovokedly indnlge 
in the bitterest saiciuniB npon its laws, its 
climate, customs, inhabitants t I have told 
you that she was original and piquant in 
her tnm of conversation ; and never did she 
exert her mischievous talent more divertingly 
than in sketching, — forgive me, Christina, 
hot yon have reqniied Uie whole troth, — 
in sketching the foibles of the Empress, the 
astucions policy of her cabinet, her weak 
mperstition of mind, her overweening at- 
tachment to a husband more than indifierent 
to her affections, and a thousand other 
flippant impertinences. The Emperor him- 
self she represented as an ilUterate, half- 
witted, indigent Prince of Lorraine, who 
had disposed of a showy person to the highest 
bidder ; ' and what,* she would add, * can we 
ex|iect of the heir of such an union T Even 
that which we find ] a flaxen-headed German 
boor, whose excesses include Her, bratwurtt, 
vaA sauerkravl s and whose exploits — ' but 
why should I relate her coarse irony 1 It 
av^ed only to move my girlish laoghter, 
and to prompt Hermanca to inquire the 
motive of her virolence against the Austrian 
court. But she silenced us Iwth, and diverted 
our attention to other objects by introducing 
some topic of interest connected with Paris ; 
thus conflrmii^ my former prejudice, and 
introducing a dangerous antipathy into my 

" Jadge, therefbre, dearest Chriatina, mth 



what horror, with what dismay I listened to 
a rumour, communicated to me by the weep- 
ing Hermance, that my hand was about to 
be sought in marriage f)r the Archduke 
Joseph ! Oh I Christina, dare I but relate 
to you one half the revolting accusations of 
degrading vices, and ignorant superstitiona I 
hsid heard levelled at the Austrian character, 
you would not wonder at the agony of my 
feelings on the bare supposition of such a 
sacrifice I Hennauee mingled her teais with 
mine ; but Countess Mignardi stimulated 
me to bold exertiona in my own defence. I 
rushed to my father's feet, implored his 
mercy, besought him to let me live and die 
with him at Parma ; I assured him of my 
obedience on all other subjects, but declared 
my rooted opinion that a cloister or a grave 
were preferable t« a German throne. 

" Don Philip listened to me with patience, 
with indulgence. He was not eloquent in 
discourse, but he had a plain distinctness of 
speech that tonched immediately upon his 
purpose. 'My daughter!' he replied, to 
my vehement expostulations, ' a long expe- 
rience of the world has supplied my natural 
deficiencies of mind. It has taught me, 
Isabella, that princes least of all mankind 
are bom for their own rule and governance. 
They are put in authority over a certain 
portion of human creatures, hut that they 
may be peremptorily swayed by another. 
They belong to the world, to their ancestry, 
their posterity, to any one but themselves ; 
and the trinkets of royalty, sceptres and 
crowns, are lent them but to withdraw their 
attention from their gilded slavery. Let 
the son of a kingly line display a martial 
spirit, should his father's ministers decree 
that he will aerre them more effectually in 
a cardinal's hat than in a helmet, he must 
submit! Another is deeply imbued with 
the peaceful resignation of Christian piety ; 
he is sent to control navies, or to subjugate 
unoffending nations with fire and sword ! 
Myself, who loved Spain, nay ! who adored 
my native country, have been affiliated in 
Parma, and devoted to the service of a 
nation that neither claims nor rewards my 
interest. Bot I was bom of the blood-royal, 
and submission is consequently my fint 
duty,' 

" I started at the sound of a doctrine so 
new to my apprehension. 'And shall you, 
my leabella,' continued my father, ' be alone 
exempted from the common lot, which proves 
that even monarchs are included in the 
mighty plan of justice and compensation! 
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StuJl joa alone jejeot tlie rights of tiie 
world to yoor obedianee 1 Alu I mj petty 
Meptre will not niffice to muntAin the in- 
dependenoe of the child I love I Erea the 
Archdoke, whom ^a absurdly reprobate, — 
heir to the £nt of Enrapean empires, — 
eannot dispose of his desUiues. He is a 
yonth of studioTis and leUring habils, and 
flo little inclined to ntdaio domestic con- 
strkint, that his ardent and sole denie is to 
visit foreign cooatriee, and to acquaint him- 
self with the remoter districts of his own. 
Yet the wings of the joong eaglet are 
clipped ; and to reaoue the empire of his 
mother from the dangers of another disputed 
soccassioD, he is required to mury in his 
boyhood, his tastes anconsnlted and nncaied 
for, in order to extend the mighty line of 
Hapabntg.' 

" I wept again, and with increased bitter- 
ness. ' Yon trunble, Isabella 1 ' aud Don 
Philip, ' Dry yonr tears, child ; yon have 
not been honoured by the self^tion of the 
great Maria Thsrasa ; but I forewarn yon 
that should bo devrable an event oocor, yonr 
consent and my own must hul it with 
grateful sec^tance.' 

" This was a terrible annotincement I but 
Don Philip deigned to address ma witii so 
much moderation, and with sooh persnaaive 
earnestness, that I attempted to conceal my 
tears, and resolved to fix my hopes upon my 
numerona chances of escape Axim so honour- 
able an election. One measnre alone marked, 
on the part of my fAher, hia disapprobation 
of the aentiments that had been instilled into 
my mind. He dismissed Countess Mignardi 
troBi my service, and exiled her &om his 
court. Don Philip was probably acquainted 
with all that appeared to pass unobserved in 
our little circle ; for his wrath expended 
itself in tUs single and singly-earned expnl- 
aioii. Even had Hennance Incuned his 
displeasure, I doubt not that the memory of 
his Elizabeth would have avuled to aecnie 
her from its expression. 

"Soon after our first confidential interview, 
I was haaUly removed to the anmmer palace 
at Colomo. The small-pox broke out in 
the tAty, and rendered it an insecure resi- 
dence ; my father had already past the 
ordeal, and aa my retinue, for better security 
from contagion, was condderably reduced, 
Madame de Lomenie and myself anticipated 
a delicious tAe-d-ltte of many months dnia- 
tion. It was spring ; and even at a less 
Inviting season, I loved Colomo. I r^otoed 
In the deep sechidon of its aeenety, ia the 



deserted air of its untenanted galleries ; I 
could read then, and sketch, and ung, and 
weave my garlands in unmolested industry, 
and these were my favourite direrdons ; I 
could uplift my lonely thoughts in prayer, 
01 indulge with childish eareses my tender- 
ness for my second mother, and this was 
my only b^pineBSl In the graver hours 
of our communing, I acknowledged to 
Madonke de Lomenie bow earnestly my 
devout intaroesuons implored soms mental 
foreshowing of my future destiny ; how 
earnestly I prayed that my suspense might 
be terminated by some sign td Divine pro- 
tection. Hermance warmly reproved my 
premimption ; alaa I how little did she 
imagine that before 1 quitted Colorno my 
prayers wonld be terribly and fatally fol- 
filled ; that I should be permitted to peruse 
the book of fat« only that my eyes m^t be 
blighted, and my heart withered by its 
awful characteiB I " 

Isabella paused for a moment ; nor was 
she permitted to renme her narration. 
Princess Liohtenstein, who had passed the 
morning in an excursioii to Kitt«ee, the 
castle of her kinsman Prinoe Esterhasy, 
now entered the chamber, to announce the 
return of Prinoe Albert from the chase. The 
eauterie of the friends was thus inlempted, 
and in the evening the reaident nobility were 
admitted to the circle of the Archduchess, 
that tbey m^ht oSbr their homage to their 
fotUTB queen. There was at present no pos- 
dbility of gratifying the anxious Intenst of 
Maiia Christma. 



Thk impresdon made upon the Arch- 
duchess Joseph by the reoeption chamber of 
the castle of Presburg, caused a material 
change in the judgment she had formed at 
Vienna of the Hungarian noilate. At the 
court of Austria she had distinguished them 
from the nobles of the empire, only as ex- 
hibiting richer evidences of pride and profu- 
uon ; but in the capital of their native 
country, they boldly di^layed their national 
characteristics. 

There beats not in Europe so haughty a 
heart as that of an Hungarian! He is 
proud both of his nation and himself, and 
let him condescend as he will, he cannot dis- 
guise the supremacy which they nuUntain in 
his estimation ; but if iautiur could sit 
becomingly on any human brow, it wonld 
be on that of a majestic, half-civilised, half- 
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martial Kagyax. This Tun-gli 
charact«r, which betrays itaelf in ricbaess of 
costume and a pertinaciouB retention of 
ancient cuetome, inparts to the addreee of 
the Msgnata an air of defiance, — to their 
latlies, a sort of selfish di^tj ; but while 
both it sexTee to repreu the cordiality of 
strangers, it also tends to pique their curio- 
sity, and excite their interesL They perceive 
that the Mt^nats differ wholly from the 
inhabitants of England, France, and Ger- 
many ; where the higher claeeeB may be con- 
eiderad as united into one common eaite. 

But daring the reign of Maris Theresa, 
the Hungarian nobility exhibited a far more 
tlistinct and pecnliar class than in the present 
day. They had not resigned their hopes of 
forming once more an independent monarchy ; 
they cherished a strong Bcnse of their claims 
upon the gratitude of their queen, and they 
Htudionsly reserved themselves from all con- 
nexion with the less loyal houses of Germany. 
The nobleet and most powerful among them 
were asuduons in their court to Maria 
Christina, as being the favourite daughter of 
their favourite sovereign ; but their homage 
was vouchsafed as a conceesion ; they bent the 
knee with an air of affability, and appeared 
to disdain even their own condeecensioa. 

The ladies of the court scrupulously re- 
tained the gala-dress of the reign of Matthias 
CorvinuB ; and their jewels, which, although 
heavy and ill-set, were singnlarly ^lendid, 
were in a great measure drawn from their 
national resources. They were secretly re- 
proached, it is true, by their rivals of the 
Archduchess's mile, with wont of ease and 
enjouemml, and an admixture of French 
graces and refinements ; hut, lit the eyes of 
Isabella, tbeir originality and Gothic mag- 
nificence was far more attractive than any 
imitation of a happier modeL 

" Aie they not an exact restoration of the 
obsolete belUs of the middle ages?" she whis- 
pered to Princess Lichtensteln. "I could 
fancy myself at the court of the Medici, or 
Can Grande ! They are more regal than 
royalty itself; fieraaeuU grandmtt, — mAUi 
tAv^ument A P outr<met ; and despise us from 
the very summit of their self-sufficiency." 

" Believe me," observed Christina, " they 
have many virtues ; very many sterling 
qualities. They consecrate their time wholly 
to the discharge of their domestic duties; 
and if our fa^ons and accomplishments 
have not yet crossed their frontier, our follies 
and vices are equally excluded. Forgetful 
of, or superior to, their splendours of to-night, 



to-morrow they will be found dtting, like 
the wives of the patriarchs, among their 
handnudens, knittli^, and spinning, and 
eewing. They speak of the Hungarian 
nobles who spend their revenues in Vienna 
with the most lofty contempt ; but they a 
not sodable among themselves, though pro- 
fusely hospitable ; and thus the traeautrUt 
of female gossiping are unknown in Pres- 
burg. They are intimately acquunted with 
the standard of tiieir own dignities, and that 
of their nughbonrs ; and being as scnipulou 
in yielding as in churning place and prece- 
dence, I have no /rondeutes, no jostiing ii 
my little court." 

"Yonder group of prfcitusa in velvet 
robes, etiff with embroidery, looks as if you 
had robbed the cathedral of some of its mo 
mental effigies." 

"If they are indeed tant loit pea precUtuei, 
tiuy have some littie right to the exercise of 
so deadly a sin. Most of the Hungarian 
ladies are tolerable claswsal scholars, and a" 
are capable of conversing in Latin, as well 
OB in several modem languages. They avoid 
but one, and that, alas 1 is German, — detested 
among them as a badge of subjection." 

" I wish they loved us better," observed 
Isabella, turning away; "or I am mucli 
mistaken, those fierce glances and warlike 
mustacbios will be heard of at Vienna within 
these twenty years." 

The exquisite military band entertained 
by the Prince of Saxe Teschen, now struck 
up ; and the whole assemblage joining in a 
potoBotM, the only dance truly becoming the 
dignity of B court, Isabella escaped from the 
heated crowd ; and finding her way unob- 
served to the chamber of hei little daughter, 
she dismissed her attendants, and stationed 
herself by the couch of tiie young Arch- 
duchess, Drawing ande the silken curtains, 
and bending over that holiest of nests, her 
infant's pillow, she marked by the moonlight 
the calm soft cheek of the slumbering babe, 
and contrasted it with the flushed brows and 
glare and tumult she had quitted. 

" And shall I presume to grieve," murmured 
Isabella, " that the will of Heaven should fix 
thee thus, — thus in thine innocence, — thus 
for ever I 'Tb said that the loved of God 
die young ; and thou, mine own Theresa, 
will be among the early dead ! Thou art 
destined to be a blighted bud, my lovely 
child ! No Mu shall wither tliy blameless 
heart] Pure as the Almighty lent thee to 
our love, he will claim tliee again with 
a mighty hand, — a mighty, but a aerei/at 
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liand, vhich wilb not that thy ipiiit should 
expand on earth, on^arded by thy mother's 
teudemeaB. And why, ohl why should I 
dread the grave in which thou wilt bo soon 
■lumber by my ride T Even as 1 now lay 
down my weary head upon thy pillow, even 
ao sweetly, eo composedly, sh^ oar last rest 
unite ns in the tomb ! " 

A gentle Bt«p interrupted Isabella's gloomy 
endearments, — the Archdndiesi Christina 
lightly approached the conch. " They have 
darted," said she, in a subdued voice. 
" My guests havs left the castle ; and I have 
sought and found you, Isabella, with a due 
by which all mothers thouid be found whan 

" How fair she is," whispered the Arch- 
duchess Joseph, pcdnting to her nestling. 
" She is more than half an Austrian, Chris- 
ttua ; and I shall expect her countrywomen 
to cherish her very tenderly for ine when I 
am gone to rest." 

" Isabella ! " eiclMmad her nster, half re- 
proachfully, bnt encircling her wilb a caress- 
ing arm, " I will not allow yon to grieve me 
with these forebodings. It b rinful to fore- 
Btal the judgments of God." 

" Had I been permitted to terminate my 
recital Qiis morning, you would have spared 
your reproof. But it is yet early, dearest 
sister I we shall not be intermpted here ; and 
if yoD permit me to conclude mymelancholy 
reUtiou> my heart will be in some measure 
relieved from its oppression." 

Christina, warmly desirons that the efibrt 
should be past, followed the Archduchess 
Joseph into an open cabinet adjoining the 
alcove of the little Theresa, where, reclining 
in the glimmering moonlight, Isabella le- 
nuned het explanation. 

" Hethinks I had already taken you with 
me unto Colomo, — sister, Colomo is a lovely 
spot I — bnt I have often described it in your 
hearing, — its ornate architectare, — its stately 
gardens, — its glassy river. Yes, it b a 
lovely spot I 

" But fair as it b and was, and deeply as 
Hadame de Lom^nie had always appeved to 
prize its beauties, my jroMnwtita now, for the 
first time in my life, indulged in prolonged 
absences from my side. Her health, she 
said, required more exercise than the delicacy 
of mine would permit me to share ; and 
every day she departed, leaving me happy 
in the calmmw of my solitude, alone— ^ con- 
soling thought! — with Beaven. Hy Her- 
nance fuled not, however, to recommend me , 

Vol. ni. 



to the redoubled vigilance of my ladies in 
waiting ; and when she returned to my ude, 
the joy of our re-union was so great, that I 
always forgot to chide her delay. Some oi- 
pression, some incautious word that fell from 
her lips, induced me to imagine that she had 
been engaged in an intervbw vrith the dis- 
gracad Hignardi. She had now always 
■ome intelligence from Paris to communicate. 
The French court appeared mora and more 
warmly than ever to interest her attention ; 
and upon one oocasiou she congratulated me 
that I had no further chance of being buried 
alive in Vienna, for a marriage, she assured 
me, was already on the topif between the 
Archdoke and one of my aunts, Madame 
Adelaide de France. Another time she 
hinted a hope, that a prince of the Bourbon 
blood would make hb proposab for my hand 
acceptable to my father ; but when I be- 
trayed my anxiety by many an eager ques- 
tion, she saw cause to repent her frankness, 
and treated tlie whole as a chimera. 

" I have told you that I loved sohtnde ; 
bnt I did not like to be debarred the happi- 
ness of Hadame de Iiom^nb's society; neither 
would it have formed an obstacle to my soli- 
tude, for I loved her as myself. I bad no 
thought hidden from Hermance, and I can- 
didly acknowledged my discontent at her 
repeated abeenoe. I implored her to permit 
me to diare her rides ; but again she peremp- 
torily refused my request. Fortunately a 
visit from my dear father enabled me to 
obt^n hb consent to my deare. The fol- 
lowing day, four milk-white mule^ with 
crimson-velvet trappings, arrived for onruse, 
— a gift from Don Fhllip. Full of the ex- 
citement of my childuh triumph, I innsted 
upon accompanying Madame de Lom6nie 
that very day. She attempted, inde«d, to 
excuse heiself ; bnt I was peremptory, under 
the sanction of my father's will. 

"I shall never forget that first summer 
ramble through the forest ] So seldom had 
I been thwarted in my inclination^ that to 
triumph over an obstacle was a rare and 
intoxicating pleasure. Hy mnle, too, the 
genUe and beautifol animal prepared by my 
father for my use, seemed by ila animation 
to share my pleasure, when my happy laugh 
overpowered the tinkling belb that orna- 
mented its bridle rein. Hermance led the 
way through a part of the forest I had never 
visited, and which wa^ in fact, uutravereed 
by roads. . She was still, in memory of her 
recent dueomfiture, grave a,ni.boudaut ; but 
as I exultjngly joined her, holding on my 
No. CI. 



,yGoo^lc 



130 



THE EDIHBnRGH TALES. 



wrist the faTonrite m«rllii I had taken from 
my sqnenT'B hand, aha gazed upon my 
joyoua radlimt hee, until its smilei became 
reflected in her own. Oar way led ns through 
entangled grore of bright-leaved chestnuts, 
that shut out the Bim-light, or admitted it 
only in quivering patches that here and 
there trembied on ttte moss, or threw a golden 
reflection upon the ancient trnnkB among 
which we wonnd oar path. 

" Sometimee we crossed a little brawling 
ivnlet, that flew murmuring along, flinging 
adde the pebbles, as if discontented with the 
lonely obscurity of its allotted conree ; some- 
times a gravelly ravine, which manifested 
that, in a stormy season, tomnts of greater 
importance were destined to the same mis- 
chance. Here and there, impervious masses 
of daric ilex confronted out way, and obliged 
M diverge into the green allies cut for the 
use of the royal chaae among the woods. 
At length, In the very depths of the forest, 
we approached a spot cleared of its larger 
trees, and only tufted with nnderwood ; at 
the extremity of which, I discerned an em- 
battled stone wall, surrounded by a moat. I 
insisted upon a nearer inspection, but Madame 
de Lom&nie assured me it would be laiwur 
lost. ' 'Tis but an ancient half-ruined manor, 
a dismantled eattelle,' said she, carelessly. 

" ' A ruin,* I exclaimed, — ' a thing I have 
never seen save upon canvass I Let us for- 
ward, and discover if aught may be discerned 
through yonder grating/ 

" Madame de Lom^nie assured roe that the 
moat was filled with reptiles and stagnant 
water, and that the exhalations might be 
dangerous : but I was not easily terrified, — 
I had already surmounted one difftcnlty tiiat 
day, and I resolved upon a second attempt. 

" ' Do not persist^ my Isabella, you give 
me pain,' suddenly excl^med Hermance ; 
and I immediately turned the head of my 
mule towards home. A word of kindness 
disarmed my obstinacy ; had she called me 
princess or highness, I should have perse- 

" But judge of TDj amazement when, as I 
wandered listlessly, on our retuni, amid the 
thickets of bay and arbutu^ I distinctly 
beheld Hadame de Lom£nIe, who was loiter- 
ing at some littla distance, Uke a billet from 
her bosom and deliver it to one of our 
equerries. The colour rose to my temples 
when I perceived him gallop off in the direc- 
tion of the moated' walL 'Am I trifled 
with?' whispered my proud heart. 'Yon- 
'~~ is no mined casUe, and, when time and 



tide permit^ I will yet gratify my curiosity. 
L* JxM toM viendrtt I' 

" I soon, however, forgot my passing foney, 
and my displeasure agslnit Hermance. The 
spring-tide breeses, and the sweet odonn and 
sweet sounds incorporated with their freeh- 
neas, played fitfully around me, and shook 
the loosened tresses upon my cheek, as I 
pricked forward to outstrip the sober pooa of 
my goBemanU ; nor were they l^hler or more 
changeful than my heart. I was gay in th* 
sunshine, pensive in tiie shade ; and the deer 
(which we surprised at their evening feed, 
and which at our approach fled wildly oT«r 
the fern, trampling the tufted beds of our 
Farma violets, now alive with flowers and 
fragrance) wer« scarcely eo sportive or so 
tJmid as myself. 

** The next day, and the next, we nnewed 
our rides ; bnt Hermance took care that they 
should be directed along the banks of the 
river, or upon the CasalmaggioK route ; and 
it was the very eflbrt die made to appear 
forgetful of the fonst, which continually 
recalled it to my mind. I afl^t«d, however, 
an Indifference equal to her own ; and one 
day, as we issued from the columned gate- 
way of Colomo, I turned, as if unpreme- 
ditatedly, into the fbrbidden track, ' It is a 
sultry morning,' said I, carelessly ; 'the turf 
and the chestnnt shades wilt be delicious.' 
Hermance bad no reasonable eScnse to sag-- 
geet ; and we accordingly le-entered the 
tangled woodlands, and once more startled 
the ring-doves from their secluded nesta. 

"At length, with leisurely negligence, we 
approached the memorable spot, when sud- 
denly putting my mule to speed, I paused 
not until I reached the gateway of the 
moated house. But although my project 
succeeded to the utmost, I found in its ac- 
complishment no reward for my wilfulness. 
The objects around me were little calculated 
to gratify my curiosity. I gand, and saw 
the long dilapidated facade of an exteniive 
mansion, to which the closed windows im- 
parted the same melancholy chaimcter wa 
trace npon the countenances of the blind. 
Tall grass,and taller hemlock, waved through- 
out the spacious conrtyari ; bat there wa* 
a narrow path trodden towards the portal, 
showing tiiat the desolate abode was not 
wholly tenantless. 

" ' ITatnie !' I exclaimed to Madame de 
Lomteie, who had now reached my aide, 
while her mule, pawing the ground, and 
attempting to dislodge the forest flies which 
penetrated his silken net, seemed ai vexed 
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and Indignant Bs hen«lf ; 'JTatnit! num 
etmtr.' you are bat too w«ll acquainted iritii 
the Inhabitants of this wretched dwelling ; 
tell me who w&s the h»i> of the billet V 
Hermance remained angrily ulent. ' Gnv), 
tarimma! rvpondi o tnoti!' said I again, 
holding ap my btnidered teln with playful 
menaces. ' Look ! there is a Mona di tlalla 
israing from the orchard gate, who will betny 
the secret at mymerest questioning ; speak I 
or, as I am a Christian princess, I will sum- 
mon him hither, how«r«r disftppolnted I may 
feel that neither dwarf nor magiehom guards 
in hia room the enchanted gate.' 

** ' The billet which so moted your High- 
ness's interest,' replifd Madame de tomenie, 
hauglitily, ' was addressed to a French family 
resident here, friends of my early youth. I 
had trusted that an Infanta of Parma was 
superior to mere trtfling girlish curiowty.* 

" I was conscious and piqued. ' A French 
family 1' I exclaimed. 'J'al anfoard'htti 
trop de bonhear ! I will ask their hospitality 
in my mother's name.' 

" ' Your SeiMie Bighnesa eannbt snrelT 
be serious ]' 

" ' Serious as an Urtoline ; and see ! your 
friends lutTe discovered yont attiVal, Her- 
mance, tM <AirUtme, stid Ue come to bid uft 

" The canslemation of Uadam); de Lo> 
mfnie was now (at eWnJfe, We had been 
indeed dbeovtred from the hoaft ; attd a 
gentleman, middle-aged, and of a pefculiarly 
distinguisbed air, now adtanced to the gate- 
way, which was hastily o{wnbd by several 
domestics who follow^ li^ approach. I 
know not whether the movement which 
caused my entrance into the courtyard prt>- 
ceeded from myself o* my mmuvre; bnt I 
soon found myself pausing at the portal, 
with the stranger, on hia bended knee, oflVr- 
Ing me the courtliest homage in the conrtlint 
Fieuch, with Uie courtliest adulation I had 
ever heard or witnessed. Partly to aggravate 
Oie confusion and trepidation of my ^ww^ 
naitte, and partly to trace Uie mystery to itt 
Bonrce, I graciously con«nl»d to alight; 
exprening a derire to viut the gardens, and 
npose myself in Uie shade. Hermance saw 
roe ilismount, and, finding remonstrance in 
vain, was Fottsed to follow my example : 
obliged to modify her displeasnre, lAie stalked 
majestically by my side, at the stlwiger 
conducted us tOwanlB the dlBordered and 
untrimmed paUia of tlie ganietis. 

" ' Has it ever occnrtfed, Christina, to ytrtir 
pMDtei'B eye, thfct fiolvvH spring nontune so 



richly or so brightly as in some deserted hn4 
nncidtivated garden 1 Free commoners of 
nature, they resist amid . our trim parterres, 
the tyrannous hand which cortatlB them of 
their fair proportiouB ; they will not blush 
at our bidding, — they will not follow at our 
guidance, — and repay our cares with the 
murmuring submisaton of slaves. But when 
we abandon them to their lawless loveliness, 
they burst into a perverse luxuriance of 
bloom, and scatter their prodigal clusters as 
if in mockery of our art. Yes 1 Colomo 
with its formal alleys, and garnished ter- 
races, which bnt that morning I had esteem- 
ed as peerleaa, grew pale, and poor, and 
artificial, when compared with the abandoned 
garden of Castel-Avrelino ! Its walls of 
mossy stone seemed to enclose and mono- 
polize the Eunshlne for its ose ; but neither 
the maidenhair pendant from their crevices, 
nor the glossy houndatongue, whose bright 
verdure contrasted with their hoary gray, 
appear^ less molested by the hand of cnlture 
than the entangled roses of every dye, which, 
like the beauties of a feetal crowd, disputed 
for pre-eminence among its labyrinths. 

" The marble base of the sun-dial bad 
^radnally mouldered away, to the destruction 
of its perpendicular, and iht discredit of its 
records. But what mattered its errors t 
tiuce the prying scarlet honeysuckle, creep-, 
Ing up itd sculptured column, alone ap- 
prriacfaed to investigate its fidelity. The 
beds of basil and marjoram around, pro- 
claimed that no wandering footstep had 
invaded thrir gieeen (»rpet for years ! 

" Such was the wilderness of sweeta 
thiou^ Which I bent my way ; enchanted 
with a scene such as I had neitiier witnessed 
nor imagined, bnt whose careless beauties far 
outpassed the orderly array still destined to 
precede the paths of princes. Denrous of 
giving Dccadon to Madame de Lom^nie to 
explain to her mysterious conntrvman, as 
beet she tuight, the origin of my indiscreet 
intrusion, I flew onwards to a distant ter- 
race, leaving them ))ehind me, panting in 
the sunshine. It is the remembrance of 
that very terrace, Christina, whidi, by the 
association of contrast, has always so en- 
deared to my heart the stately pride of 
Laxenburg. 

" That of my desolate Italian easUe was 
tessellated wlUi black marble and rosso 
aittieo; but its balustrade had been of the 
purest Carrara, ere mellowed by tiie weather- 
st^ns of time. The sculptured gods of 
Lachstoburg ate proad and unyieldl^, as If 
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inctuM were Btill oSiered upon their titan ; 
but of thoBO of Caatel-ATrelino, some were 
hurled from their pedeatab, — otberg were 
conteniptuouBly mutilated, — and maDj wen 
obacnred by Qm exuberant growth of the 
shnibs, jstill blossonuog beside Qwm in their 
moss-grown vasea. The orang«-trees of 

r pTOBperouB palace are shapely and 
exotic ; — Uiose of mf terrace were guarded 
by long rude thorns of wildness, and had 
intruded the bloom of thur unrestruned 
branches aiuoug the ahofta of Diana's 
■ rer, or the chords of Apollo's lyre. But 

rt, far more than all recording the deso- 
lateuess of the lonely place, was the tail 
withered stalk of an aloe-flower, that had 
sprang np amid its rigid palmy leares, and 
bloomed and perished undiscovered. After 
Qk darkness of a century, its unavuiing 
light had dawned upon the weaiy wastes of 
a solitude ! 

"As tny unwonted step approached a 
bower of roee-acacias, matted with pendent 
blosaoms, which terminated the ternce, a 
twittering flight of goldfinehea started firom 
its boaghs, and the rapid lizards glided like 
shadows into the crevices of the marble 
pavement ; and as I crept stealthily along 
to ioTade their territories nnobserred, I 
heard the murmar of voices from an alley 
sheltered beneath the terrac*. 'I beseech 
' you, madam, to compose yourself' said the 
stranger to Hermance, 'the circnmstance 
you thus deplore, is capable of being directed 
to tbe most flattering results. The Infanta 
flies into our arms, — what more do yoo 
require I' 

" ' That my precious Isabella's ineauUous 
candour may not endanger our ulUmate 

cess. One word to Don Philip touch- 
Dur secret negociatiou^— and farewell 
France I ' — 

' ' Chirt Comteue, ma touU aimable amia! 
ealmei voatt replied her friend. ' Votre 
himhtiir, — eeiid dt votre auguUt (live — r^ 

me tout mts mint, Jvga ti je »mge A 
abanAmner da projett eon^tu deptat n long- 

•i; — jufftx ai jame mm diapoii d rtuMcer 

doux eipoir de bom* rendre i ceCU patrie xi 
tAire d Umtet-deuv. Nob 1 Sfadame ; di- 
aormait ne craignes rien; — abandoKttea voua 
i una daatinSe jiuqi^iei propica d noi etsui/' 

" If my curiosity had been previously ex- 
cited by the mere wall of the castle, judge 
whether this unintelligible harangue tended 
to decrease my interest and my astonishment. 
I heard no more in explanation, for Madame 
de Lominie at that moment reaching the 



terrace, respMtfolly presented her conntry- 
man to my notice as the Comte dn Fayel, — 
an officer in the service of my illustrious 
grandfather. ; ' and the courtly stranger, 
resuming all his ingratiating suaTity of 
address, began to express his regret that the 
dwelling I d^gned to honour with my 
presence, should be ao unworthy the dis- 
tinction. 'I have not presumed,' said he, 
' to seek a fairer abode during my stay in 
Farma ; since I am come hither but in 
affection for a beloved kinswoman, who has 
been so unfortunate as to provoke the dis- 
pleasure of Don Philip. I will n«ther 
venture to name my relation in your High- 
ness's presence, nor to lament her disgrace ; 
since it has not debarred me of the long- 
coveted happiness of offering my homage to 
her ongust charge. — I shall leave Italy con- 
tentedly, since I am enabled to assure the 
noble Princes of Bourbon, that their lilies 
flonrish in its soil, as brightly as in tlieir 
native earth.' 

"In looking back upon tlie powerful i 
presdon made on my mind by my first inter- 
view with MonueuF du Fayel, I find it 
difficult to ei^lain the nature of my delu- 
sion. Was it his adroit flattery, — his 
nt^ da ffrwtd Monde, or his perfection of 
diction in a language known to me, in 
purest elegance, only from the lips of my 
mother! — Madame de Lom^nie had long 
since involuntarily Italianized her phrase ; 
— but my mysterious acquaintance still wore 
on hia lips Uie latest polish of Veraailles. 

"Do you agree with me, dearest sister, 
in estimating Fariuan French, u tht lan- 
guage par efeellenca of courtly adulation 1 
My father's Spanish intonation always 
breathed to my heart the spirit «f prayer ; 
my native tongue is probably the most 
oofdous ia expressing the intenmty of the 
passion ' eha nail' aaima si tettte ;' your 
ovm, Christina, which so roughly grapples 
witii its subject, is assuredly that of philo- 
sophical discussion ; but French is your 
only idiom for polite dissimulation ; — it is 
the very voice of courtesy, — ttie measured 
cadence of falsehood, the breath of diplo- 
matic deception, the language of promise 
and policy, insinuation and intrigue ! ~ 
Comte dn Fayel was a mighty master of its 
elegant pliabilities ; and when I quitted 
Castel-Avrelino, not only had he fuUy sno- 
ceeded in recondling lue to myself uid to 
Madame de Lom6nie, but had imparted s 
character to my caprice which at onoe 
afGjwd a confidential seal upon my vidt. 
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"Odm Bettled at Colorno, however, and 
nninflDenccd by his ready tact of speeoh, I 
began to regard the subject with bitter nn- 
casinMB. I had discorered myself to be tl)e 
object of a plot, — to be a tool in the hands 
of gome unknown s^nt. I had reason to 
imagine that he meant me well ; bat when 
I nmembend his connexion with the artfol 
Mignardi, my mistrast overcanie ibe cbarm 
of his address. A cloud too had inannated 
itself between Hermance and ray eonfideaoe. 
Slie had act«d towards me with dnplicity, 
and thus diminished idj aflection. Hy 
mind was in a eonfosion of enrprise, and 
regret, and trepidation; I trusted to time 
to derelop the rayelery. 

" Meantime, Madame de Lom^oie ap- 
peared as much distreiaed and embarrsssed 
as myself. Slw coold scarcely compose Her- 
self to join in onr accustomed studies ; 
mnsie moved her to tears, and her trembling 
h&nd conld no longer guide the pencil ; — the 
vessel had lost its compa^ and wai wan- 
dering pilotlese amid perilons breakere. At 
limes she would gue npon my face, while 
the tears stole down her own ; at othere she 
wonid pace along the apartment, regardless 
of her ordinary pnnatUio of etiquette ; and 
at all hoars, and alt seasons, she was over- 
whelmed with the arrival or despatch of let- 
ters, which only served to aggravate her 
visible agitation. One morning, after the 
receipt and anxions penisal of one of these 
inexplicable billets, Hermance appeared more 
th«n usually oppressed. It was the mid 
summer ; and a sultry seaaon, which had 
already parched the olive gronnds and vine- 
yards wiUi drought. The day had dawned 
heavily, and the air seemed darkened with 
coming itonnB ; when Madame de Lom^nie, 
eitiier onobeervant or careless of its aspect, 
suddenly proposed an exenraion into the 
forest. It was the first Ume she had alluded 
to the subject unce our vtdt to Castel- 
Avrelino, nor had die even named Hondenr 
dn Fayel ; but breaking throngh her reserve, 
she informed me that he was on the eve of 
his return to Versailles, and awaited only 
her commiseiona and adieu. She proposed 
indeed to make tbe attempt alone ; but etie 
spoke so encouragingly of the state of the 
weather, and so pointedly predicted that no 
rriu woold fall tUl after the meridian, tiut 
I oflered to accompany her, and found the 
propoeal gratefully accepted. 

" Experience proved my ffOvtmanU to be 
an indifEerent augur. Long before we 
reached the eattetio, single drops of heavy 



rain began to plash upon the cheetnnt 
leaves ; and the air was still and breathless, 
save when a distant deepening murmur fore- 
told the approach of the storm. The inter- 
vals grew shorter, the peals more distinct ; 
and the pricking ears of the mules pro- 
claimed their instinct of the coming dal^r ; 
we hastened and hastened, — but the speed 
of the tempest outstripped our own ; and 
now each livid Saah that glared throngh the 
bonghe was followed by an immediate crash, 
— a prolonged roar — as though some mighty 
monster had been wounded by the fork^ 
arrow of the heavene. Just as we reached 
the gateway of Castel-Avrelino, one vivid 
sheet of fire seemed to fall upon a lofty pine 
that orerfaangB the wall. It is still there I 
scathed and leafless ; but I marked not (km 
its destiny, — I waa borne in the arms of the 
Comte du Faysl, senseless and motionless, 
intq his desolate, his fatal manoou ! " 



I wa a liuil tlion <uut not •« 
Wlueh beekau mft svaj, — 

Which *>j) I muit not etn. 

i" I cannot but believe, Christina, although 
I know not that the idea presented itself at 
that period to my mind, that I had been ex- 
pected at Castel-Avrelino, — that the alter- 
native of finding refuge from the storm in 
the dwelling of the Comte dn Fayel had 
su^ested Madame de Lomenie's iil-timed 
excursion. She might wish to enable her 
friend, who, circumstanced as he was, pre- 
sumed not to seek a preeentation at Colomo, 
to convey to my mother's family a more 
particular account of my character and d^ 
meanour ; — for what other motive eould 
urge so bold a measure 1 

" By this suppoMtion only can I account 
for the profuae magnificence of the chamber, 
and the elegance of the repast which courted 
my attention as soon as the pauses of the 
storm restored me in some measure to my 
self-poesMsion. The brilliant refinement 
that attended the most minute details of 
both, was of an order unknown in Italy; 
and served to impress me with a still deeper 
admiration of Parisian taste. In vain I 
claimed the notice of Hermance for the 
assemblage of costly novelties which so at- 
tracted my childish &ncy ; still overcome 
by terror and emotion, she eould not banish 
from her recollection the perile of our awfol 
ride ; not could the eouiily host who 



yGoogIc 



134 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



pre^ded over thii etranfe admixliue of 
splendoor and ruin, of desolation uid m«gni~ 
fioence, Kftore her to compoKora hj hu 
respectfal exhortatioiiB. Vet tiie Comte du 
F&ye), of all iii*ii whom I hare ever eeen, 
poraessed moot powerfully that domeatio 
eloquence, that iDgratisting and penuadve 
bearing which fascmateB our better Judg- 
ment. Tij dear father b generally eeteemed 
one of the most dignified and gracefol of our 
Italian Princes j bat the Count, who nearly 
approached hia age, far excelled Don Philip 
in his mode of addreu ; and in the present 
instance he played the part of the humble 
and deToted host, snrprlsed in his destitute 
retreat, with a cordiality of deferential hoe- 
pitolity emulating that of Federigo and his 

" Having conducted nw to an apartment 
ef which the draperies of fawn-coloured 
velvet, and the comicea of matted gold, 
appeared as little in accordance with the 
mouldering tapestries that garnished the 
walle, as with the condition of the inhabitants 
of the caatle, Madame de Lomfinia informed 
me that at ao advanced an hour of the 
evening, and in the uncertain state of the 
weather, she could not venture to return to 
the villa ; and that having despatched ines- 
aengera to Colomo, for onr attendants and 
diahaUtl^, ahe had accepted hoapitality for 
the night at Caatel-Avrelino. Enchanted 
wiA the measure, for my life had been one 
of such deep aeclasion that any variation 
was welcome, I threw myaelf down on a 
silken divan, protesting myaelf quite unequal 
to the fatigue of a second expedition ; and 
the fitful guate of wind howling among the 
batUementa served to confirm oar mutual 
resolution. 

" Honsieai da Fayel was too intimately 
versed in courtly ceremonial to propose a 
further IntruBion upon our retirament ; but 
the zeal with which hia booaehold furthered 
our wishes 1>ore witness to bis superintendence. 
The supper equipage withdrawn, a couch was 
prepared for Madame de Lom£nIe beeide my 
own splendid canopy ; and onr arrangements 
having been completed by the ladtee of the 
wardrobe who bad arrived with the requisite 
toilet, I besou^t Hermanoe t^i permit them 
to retire to rest in the anteroom, that we 
might pass one happy evening together 
unmolested by etiquette or observation. 
Delighted with her acquiescence, I profited 
by this flret freedom from restraint to com- 
mence a careful examination of our apart- 
ment. It waa lofty, and evUently propor- 



tioned aa a gallery; but at either end a 
<hMim« i» UiUttt had been subtracted by a 
temporary partition, from its length. Open- 
ing by panelled arches into out sleeping-room, 
their maaeive outer doors appeared secured 
from without by braieu bolta. The alonny 
vrind still roared along tha corridora ; aoma- 
times aharpening to a acresm, sometimes 
rooking the dilapidated manaion with ita 
fitful violence ; and as the waving tapestry 
bore witness lo its intrusive currents, Her- 
manoe had required a braaier to be placed on 
the capacious hearth. Half terrified by the 
inclemency of the night, I drew aide one of 
the brocaded draperies and looked out upon 
the state of earth and sky with anxious 
aorutiny. 

" The moon wa* nearly at ita full ; yet 
so frequentiy waa it concealed by the hoavy 
douda hurrying over the heavens, — like 
■tra^len hastening te rejoin tha mighty 
tempest which had oatstripped their spcad, — 
that ita uncertain light aerved but to perplex 
the eye. One moment the marble statuea 
below, bianohed into deadly whiteness by its 
beams, threw their long, black, cypraaa-like 
ahadowa athwart tha terraoe ; the next, they 
appeared to vanish amid the general obscurity 
of the garden ; while the huge branches of 
the forest ereaked under the furious control 
of the night winda that impelled thoae 
wandering oloads, and their fleeting shades. 
Diaheartened and oppressed, I drew towuds 
the side of Hermanoe, who waa seated in 
eontemplation of the decaying emhen ; and 
seiting a book from a table covered with the 
latest Parisian engravings and publications, 
I attempted to divert my attention from the 
ominous violence of tile weather. Unfortu- 
nately I had selected a new romance full of 
tedious diacasdona upon the aita, and meta- 
physical examinationa mt« every passing 
thought and feeling of ita peraonagea. The 
coarseness of its sllnsions too disgusted me ; 
and throwing adds 'La Nouvelle H^loiaa' 
as nnworthy of a woman's interest, I ap- 
pealed to Hermanea for better amusement. 

"'Ohirt Maman!' aaid I, 'thia deaolate 
abode oppresses my heart. Talk ttt me, — 
tell roe what yon think of Monsieur du 
Fayel'a inconsistent retreat' 

" ' That were improvident, while wa are 
still in the WoITs den,' replied Hermanoe, 
with a rooumiul smile, 'How know we 
what eare may loiter behind the arras ! ' 

** ' And is it thus yon try to re-assnre me,' 
I replied. ' Look ronnd upon this chamber, 
—divest it af its modem and ineongmona 
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tell DM wbtibw it dots nat 
iMall U> jQiv miiid mbm muwr of « dtrku 
■ga,— which the domsrtic tng^diea of ths 
Sfon* sad Hadioi liave lendered lo t«irible 
to erar •ppnhenBioni ] ' 

"' Wa Km nndor tha {ffotoctioa «f « nobU* 
nan af Fiumi, dittinguiabed by the fkreui 
•f ita Mveieign,' answarad Hadana da 
Lomtoie, without attampting to Matizs tha 
impmsaion I had foratoliC ' Ltt me implon 
joni HighiuM to Mtiie to nat, inatewl of 
prolonging a day of Aouety and faUgua. 
Yon haT* oonstitvted me for the night your 
lady of the robaa; aaStt taa to offw my 



" My attention waa new ftbawbad by tha 
awkwardnev of tha Datm ttprttalendsTiU in 
tha duties of her new charge ; but u I 
iudnlgad iu unoonttrsined langhter at bai 
BuaanniB i4mi*t, the boUow aclio of the rast 
•eUtury chamber aeemed to raprovo my 
lartty." 

** Dearaat CbrlsUna !" raanmed the Anb< 
dnehees Joeepii, after a panee of aome tainute^ 
daiktion, "hitherto my relation baa tonched 
bnt apon the unsTentfnl details of a life of 
aeclaww — a life of Spanish royalty ; and I 
thank yon for the friendly Intarcet yon have 
bestowed upon my egotism. But I have now 
something more than interest to seek, dear 
slater, at your hands ; — yon must grant me 
your Indnlgenoe, — yoor futh; yon must 
enlarge your tmst into a solemn assnranea 
ttat what I am about to relate is neitlter a 
deception, nor a self-deception, Althongh 
inheriting with my Spanish blood, and par- 
faeting by an Italian ednoation, a degree of 
piety 'in all thii^is too snpeistitione,' still 
belioTe me I haTsnamindnlged in myatidam ; 
and if I rashly preenmed to crave from the 
Almig^ity a manifestation of his divine pro- 
tection, it was wholly withont a hope that 
myprayerswouldbereoorded. No! Christina; 
the event of that terrible night was no viakm 
of a heated fancy, — bo ohimera of an eiolted 
mind; — it woa fee real; — too tntly— toe 
horribly real. 

"En we retired te reel, Madame de 
LetBtnte removed to the ftirtbM eztoamlty 
of the chaiBber, the aoUtary teUhitit by 
which U was te be enli^tened for the night. 
She conld not sleep, ahe a&td. If Its f^iti** 
visited her ptUow, which wee nnahadad save 
by a moechito gauze ; and the caution waa 
eflectaal, fr« very ahcitly aflei ahe had 
braathed her nsual pi»yer and tender ' iooiM 
iiMMa,' I called to bei and fosnd that she was 
ftbeady sleeping. I attempted to close my 



•yes in my torn, bat the effort waa unsno- 
ceisfal ; my mind waa sUmalated by the 
novelty of my pontios, my frame was fevarad 
by tha indiapoaltion of the morning ; and 
instead of falUng into my uaual sweet forget- 
folneaa, Z kept ttarting np tc trace the 
figures on the tapeatry, — grim represantatioas 
of tha dying Saneca with hia Paulina^ 
wounded and ensanguined, — which tha wind 
and the fliokeiing lamp-light seemed to 
mdow with life and motion, lliara waa not 
the murmur of the river, as at Colomo, to 
lull me (0 lepoaa ; nor ita ^miliar sights and 
eonnde to render wakefulness endurable ; 
bat in their stead I was startled by the 
flapping of a distant shutter, loosened by tha 
wind, or by the wind itaelf varying ita 
malani^ly voiea onto nnnumbaxed o&dences. 

** I would have given tha world for tha 
interpo^tion of aome living thing to disturb 
the weary mlenae of that vaat lonely chamber ; 
— «dog, — nayl a orioket on the hearth would 
haT« aeemed my friend. I buried my head 
in my pillow to shut out the sensation ; bnt 
the beating of my heart waa still Audible to 
my apprehensions. I lay in this poaitian 
many minutes — I thought them hours — 
agoniaed with a sense of solitude hitherto 
unknown ; yst I was ashamed to waken 
Hadame de Lom^nie solely to banish my 
puerile tenom. 

" At length a sonnd did Indeed break the 
spell of that horrible atillnesa,— but it was 
only to eonanmmata the agony of my spirit ! 
— a sonnd how ulver-sweet, — how solemn in 
ite belUike modulation ! how for outpassing 
the result of any earthly eflbrt that baa sino* 
greeted my ears I " 

"Any wtrAis eftutt" reiterated 'Maria 
Ohristhia. 

"Yea I mj rister," oimtinned the Areb- 
duchees Joseph, drawing cloaar to her nde, 
and gantiy pteaalng her hand, whils her 
voice Bubaided to a tremulous whisper ! " yesi 
it waa the heavenly auuoDncemeat of that 
supernatural viutation for which my vain 
spirit had preeomed to importune tha throne 
of gface 1 — Tha night-lamp was suddenly 
exUsgnlehed, but the chamber remained not 
Iwag in di^cneaa I — From the lefty arch of 
me of its cabinets there issued m gradual 
emanation of pak blue light ; — elearM than 
the moonshine, more subdued than the day ; 
— like the aymphoniss by which its dawning 
was announeed, it waa fiJut at first, — swelUng 
insensibly until it filled the ahamhn.i — 
Awe-struek, bnt fascinated and exoited 
beytmd deacriptioo, I half roea f^vm my 



,y Google 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



coDcb, and fixed nty intense gaze npon the 
■pot whence it sppeftred to issue ; when a 
film suddenly ovenpread its brilliaucj, and 
clouds of frs^Dt vapouT obscured the aidi. 
—They dispersed at length; and a bright 
and beantiful landscape offered itself to my 

"It was Frauoe! I could not mistake ita 
features,' — its trim vineyards, unlike t)ie 
wandering vines of Italy, — its corn-fields, its 
guy, joyous peasantry ! The strain of a 
simple eAalumeau was heard ; — and a mellow 
voice accompanied the measure in praise of 
the pleasures which abound 'tout la eoadntU.' 
A group of villi^ mMdens seemed to traverM 
the vineyards, strewing the path widi lilies, 
and breathing the tenderest weleome, as a 
veiled figure lightly approached ; — they 
called her Isabella, — and as she raised her 
veil, my own exact self was revealed in her 
features; smiling and joyous — but terrible 
in my sight as the confinning evidence of the 
truth of the viMon. — I shrieked vrith horrorj 
and in an instant the pageant vanished amid 
a prolonged murmor of those gracious songs 
of welcome. 

" I called upon the name of Hermauce, — 
she did not reply ; then collecting my failing 
breath, I was about to spring from my couch 
and seek her side, when once again music 
appeared to hover upon the surrounding air. 
But the measures were different now ; they 
were languid, and solemn, and like the sad- 
nesi of a requiem, penetrated my very hearL 
— Again the fleecy vapours floated around, — 
again they melted away, and a new scene — 
a scene, how horribly Impressive — offered 
itself to my recoiling observation I It was a 
Gothic cathedral, Christina ; majestic as our 
own St. Stephen's, — gloomy, and vast, and 
dark with the breath of ages I — A solemn 
procession slowly paced ita mighty mie, — a 
solemn chant accompanied its approach ; it 
lofli a fimerai ! — 

" The sable banners and escutcheons that 
graced ita pomp were emblasoned with the 
united heraldries of Austria and Parma, — 
Isabella's name was mingled with the funeral 
anthem,— Isabella's style was proclaimed 
beside tiiat stately pall '. — A fair child, a girl 
— even such a one, my uster, as sleeps in 
yonder bed, — was weeping among the 
mourners ; she demanded her mother, — she 
required to be comforted ! — And lo ! impor- 
tuned by her sorrow, they seized her little 
frame, and girding it in the vestments of the 
grave, they laid her low at Isabella's feet, 
within the vault of her ancestors.— Christina! 



plainly, as I now relate it ; rkay more I the 
monmer who headed the procesmon turning 
gravely towards me, — displayed your brolhet'a 
countenance ! As my words are recorded in 
heaven, I hare never lotJced more distinctly 
upon my husband's face, than I did that 
night when the anthem ' Mourn for laabellal 
mourn for the bride, — the mother, — for 
Austria's Isabella 1' was faintly murmured 
in ray failing ears. — Oh I my eiater 1 forgive 
my emotion," contjnued the Archduchess, 
laying her head upon Christina's shoulder. 
" I cannot recall that fatal night without a 
renewal of my spirit's ^ony." 

Of all the fealmgs conflicting within the 
bosom of Maria Christiiia, to one alone did 
she venture to give utterance. — CompasaicHi, 
unfeigned and most affectionate pity tor her 
afSicted sister'a state of mind, commanded 
her earnest condolences and fond espostnla- 
tions ; for the reality of Isabella's terrors 
was manifested by her death-pale brow, — by 
her death-cold hand, -~ by the silent tears 
that stole unobserved over ker marble face, — 
by the breath which came and went as if 
the struggle of her soul were too mighty for 
endurance. 

"My dear, dear Isabella! console your- 
self," said she, fondly supporting and caress- 
ing her. " Friends are around you now, — 
no treachery will endanger or afflict yon 
more. Calm yourself sister I yon are secure, 
happy, beloved, — the idol of a thousand 
hearts, — and better iax than all, — the beloved 
of one exclurive and affianced bosom '. Re- 
press this pernicious agitation, and tell me, 
since the subject even now so deeply moves 
yon, — tell me how you were enabled to 
endure the actual presence of the viuon V 

"I know not! — all that followed waa 
vague and void. I know not how the night 
concluded, I only know that the daylight 
was shining upon my face, when I became 
once more consdous of existence. I raised 
my throbbing head, and found myself in a 
litter, with Madame de Lom^nie weeping by 
my side ; and when we arrived at Cotorno, I 
was removed to my own chamber, where for 
many, many weeks, a delirious fever confined 
me to my bed." 

" And Don PhiUp, — Hetmance, — the 
Count?" 

" My father tenderly and repeatedly vmted 
me during my prolonged indispoution ; and 
in one of my interv^ of consciousness I 
heard Madame de Lom^nie reply to hii 



,Gooj^le 



PRESENTIMENT ; OR, THE INFANTA AT PRESBURG. 



137 



inquiries by an asaurance that my JUnesa 
proceeded from indiBcreet exposnre to the 
inclemeDcy of the weather, — from a Btomt 
which bad sDiprieed me in the forest. Of 
our Bojoam at Castel-Arrelino, aa yoa may 
imagine, ehe said nothing to Don Philip ; 
and aa my attendants were all of her own 
■election, nothing transpired concerning our 
YiMt to tfiB Corate dn Fay*l," 

"But yourself, — Isabella? Surely you 
rereftled to the knowledge of your second 
mother Uie unenunpled event of that myste- 
riona night?" 

" I did indeed, — and oh ! with what 
tions of grief and tenor I But 
after listening attentively to my description, 
treated the whole aa a Tidon, — aa the iirst 
symptom of my approaching delirium. Even 
unto myself she insisted upon the storm as 
the ori^ of my disorder; and at length 
forbade me to renew a discusuon so incon- 
sistent with nason. But she saw that the 
Impression was too deeply engraven in my 
heart to be easily effaced." 

"But Madame de Lom^nie surely attempted 
by aliment, by religious counsels, to obli- 
terate its influence upon your feelings?" 

" No ! ehe foresaw that ber roightieet efforts 
would have been vainly exerted. I was too 
well assured of my own perfect self-posMseion 
at the memorable moment which had revealed 
the measure of my destinies ; and that per- 
sna^on not only retarded my recovery, but 
rendered life and health IndiKrent in my 
eyes. As soon as an imperfect leetorotiou 
admitted of my removal, we returned to 
Parma, whence oil symptoms of contagion 
had disappeared. The court was assembled 
for tlie vrinter season ; and when we arrived 
at the Palazzo Ducale, my father conducted 
me in person to my apartments, mingling in 
his a^cfionate caresses an air of triumph 
and gratulation. I was deeply penetraUd 
by the emotions wbich, for the first time in 
my presence, disturbed the serenity of his 
lofty brow as he addressed me. 

" ' My Isabella ! ' said Don Philip, 'Heaven 
has fnrthered my hopes. The preliminaries 
of your union with the heir of the first empire 
in tJie worid are already adjusted. Let me 
be the first,' he continued, kisdng my re- 
sisting hand, 'to hail my beloved daughter 
as the fntnre Empren of Germany.' 

" I felt my father's proud heart beat as he 
fondly held me to his bosom. 'Pity me, 
NT,' I whispered. * Pity me ! this dreadfol 
marriage is my sentence of death ! ' 

"'Dearest child!' he replied, 'do not 



tarnish the brightness of this happy day, by 
fruitless repining ! My royal word, Isabella, 
is pledged for your acquiescence, — the 
alliance is now iaetitable.'' He imprinted a 
second kiss upon my forehead, nor perceived 
that it was already cold and senselees; — 
when he relinquished his embrace, I fell upon 
the marble floor, devoid of motion or con- 



the abrupt intelligence of my approaching 
separation from him and home ; and Rer- 
msnce was prompt in bestowing a character 
of senmbility upon my undisguised suffering. 
But when sense and speech were agiun 
assigned me, I disdained tita false inte^re- 
tation of my conduct, — this temporizing 
compliance, — and ceased not to declare my 
abhorrence of tlie projected union, and my 
preference of a cloister in my nadve country. 

" Madame de Lom&nie affected to moderate ' 
my vehemence ; yet the regrets ahe constantly 
expressed that the Due d'0rl6ans had been 
unable to make bis overtures for my hand 
acceptable to Don Philip, served but to con- 
firm my detestation of Austria, and of 
Austria's slandered Prince. She told me, 
and it was with tears, that her cares for my 
education being now happily ended, she felt 
herself required to admit the claims of her 
own family and her own country upon the 
remnant of her days; and respectfully but 
firmly announced her determination of re- 
turning to Paris in the event of my marriage. 
'But a few months past,' she added, 'I 
trusted that the matrimonial alliance pro- 
jected between the Archduke Joseph and « 
daughter of France, would have permanently 
sealed the peace of Europe ; and then my 
Isabella might have been hereelf restoied to 
the beloved home of her mother; and as a 
princess of the Bourbon blood reunited by 
marriage to its royal line, would have graced, 
as she ought, the happy circles of Vereaillcs, 
— We have now only to submit to the arbi- 
trary disposal of onr deaUniea.' 

"But, alas ! while I listened to her lamen- 
tations over the menaced tranquillity of 
Europe, It was — I confess it to my dis- 
honour — my OKW peace, — my own safety, 
— which occupied the carea of my trembling 
conscious heart, — which preyed upon my 
distempered mind. I breathed, however, no 
further complaining ; I knew how ill mur- 
murs or prayers would serve my cause with 
Don PhUip; — I had ascertuned that his 
word was truly pledged unto the Austrian 
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cabinet, and knowing it to be iauautablei I 
sealed my lips in aileno*. 

" Chriatina 1 ^m that flrtt moment of 
nibmiBeion 'aatH this, my boeom baa nsTar 
known the bleuing of traoquilUty. I en- 
dured the adolatian, — ths oampUmenta of 
my father's court, — of your own delegated 
rainistera, who evidently baUed me the moat 
favoured of mortala. I left Parma, my iie- 
ter, — I shed my last tears upon my fatbar'a 
cheek, and I knew that they wre the last, 
— > that I should never look upon hie face 
^aiu. I quitted my fertile Italy,— iti 
clinging vinea, — its catesnog aocents,— and 
I knew that I ahould letura tu it no mora. 
I bore my withered heart into tba land 
whioh I knew waa loon to dose over my 
grave, — into the embraca* of a hnaband 
whom I regarded as an enemy,— and 1 bore 
it all patiently and tmoomplainingly ; i felt 
that my life was henoeforward a vuu thing 1 
God had spoken unto my mental ear i and 
human worda ooold find no entraBoe new, 

"And oh I Christina, — you who ngard 
loTe, mere mortal love, as eo mighty a lub- 
jtotor of the heart, — imagine, U you oan, 
the omnipotent ooutrol of /Mr, — the fear of 
death, — the fear of judgment I — Death, 
which approaoheth ao secretly, ao alently, 
to every soul that liveth,*— to me, aad roe 
only, hath foreshown hie terron. Tba feet 
of other mortala are betrayed into his pit- 
falls; — but against sv weak, defenceleee 
boaom, his ann is visibly uplifted; — nor 
can I turn aside my gaze from the menacing 
aspect of his awful brow — from the fearful 
tribnnal whithar he would hurry my ebrink- 
ing, trembling soul I 

" Nor are Iheae spiritual teiroie my only 
or worst affliotion. ' The /wtr of the I^rd,' 
saitk the inscribed word, 'is the beginning 
of wisdom ;' and I should not repine if my 
mbmiesiou to hia will were thus asoured. 
But it ia not my spirit only which bath 
withered beneath the glanoe of the super' 
natural world; it ia my heart— my heart 
— my heart of fiesh — which, orushed and 
wounded by its might, renews from day to 
day my bitter tormeot*. 

** How can I indulge in these sweat im- 
puleei of affection which I know would 
bind my steuggling qiirit unto earth, in its 
coming hour of departunf How can I pre- 
sume to interpose the frailties of human 
teudemass between my heart and that bright 
eternity whose inheritanae I would labour 
to wini — Christina! our God is a jealons 
Gad I -~and will not Touehsafa to shue our 



lava with our fallows of ttu doat,— witb tba 
vile oreaturet of bis hand I — 

" I could have loved you all; — you-wbo 
ae tenderly welcomed yam frojvard sullen 
qater unto her new country ; from yourself, 
my ehaeen friend, unto the little Antoinette 
who springs so fondly into my arms, I could 
have cherUhed you all with the kindly ten- 
demeas of kindred. Uy indulgent huaband 
too, who has dealt so lorbearingly, so nobly 
widt my estranged hearii — bow warmly 
Qould I have returned hia generous affection, 
had I dared to confide myself to the sugge*- 
tions of my own feelings 1 

"And my child, Christina! — when the 
gantle murmurs of its living voice fint 
reached niy ear,— whan ita uft cheek wt> 
fiiat proffered to my lips — then, then I All 
bow lovely life could be ! — and I ipake 
harshly, and sent it bom my preeenee, lest 
it should wis baok my softened heart to the 
joys of exiatanoe I — Sometimes even now, I 
watch ita little dawning impulsea of intelli- 
gence, and strain it closely, closely within 
my armi^ foigatting bow soon my swest task 
must end, — forgetting that such passional* 
affection is vn in the sight of Heaven I — It 
most not be, nater 1 it must not be ; — I dace 
not love the precious objects which embellish 
life ; — or yonder dark repulwve vault would 
form a boms too dreadful ta my af pnhan- 

"Ohl Christina— ChristiDal-repiova 
me not, — relax not your endearing carestea ; 
—shun me not as selfish in my sorrow ; — 
but fix your thoughts upon the re^naibillty 
of a mortal eeul,— upon the struggle of a 
spirit about to aHodon its weeds of clay, — 
upon the clinging of the ralnctant mind nuto 
the dnat it hath laamed to cherish '. I om 
todu/ — I know it 1 I am to fix my cloung 
eyet upon thai dear face which, from tha 
first mmnent it smiled upon my wretched- 
nee^ hath lo<d;sd an my faults with the 
indulgence of a tendw forbearing love ; — 
upon that fair babe which so delights ta 
nestle in my bea»», bat which will aaon lie 
by my oold aids, uncaiestiBg and uneareased, 
within the ^ve I The wanu will soon be 
my eompanioB — the wiading-aheat uy gar- 
ment ] — <mm you, — ' io you marvel tlial my 
tears are se ready, — my soul so 'naiTresBifclii 
to the common plsasuraa af the world 1 " 

Christina indeed wondered not ; — but she 
aoethed the unhappy aaflerei wi^ the meat 
devoted gentleness ; and having pereuaded 
her to Tctira t« rest, she sat by bar piUaw 
till eleq> visited her swollen eyelids. Mean- 
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tima ber own thought* wen A«t iiuMtiTa, 
** I will yet," »he whleperad, " natoi* her to 
happiuesg^ to my brother's ardent affeetion. 
AU may yet be well, — if Hearan pnwper 
my ondertAkiiig ! " 



Thb Anhdnduai U&rift Chriatiaa's Mont 
eolation of the nyttery unfolded te hei by 
the InfantA, was prompt and undoobtiDg. 
Treachery— French treachery — inatigatMl 
by the faction which had left no mean* un- 
tried to impose a danghter of the direst 
Qonrbon line npon the yanng heir to the 
Auitrian throne, had net heaitated to uet 
meatDR*, both lawful and tmlawful, in 
Older t« thwart the piojeoted allianca with 
laabella of Farma. She was well aware that 
the recent treaty between Haria Thenea 
and Lonia XV. had been efieoled by maBna 
ecanely leea blanuble ; and chiefly ttuot^h 
the medium of Hadame de Pompadour. 

But what a scene of baaeneae and ingrati- 
tmde wai Uioa unfolded to her view I — how 
omel a betrayal oa the part <4 the CorateMe 
de Lomf nie ! who had profilad by her inti- 
mate aoquaintanoe with the lively iwegin»^ 
tion and enthnaiBatie devotion of her charge 
— a charge committed by a dying mother 
into her handa, — in order to aarare the 
wretchedneea of her fiitvre life. — And le*' 
bella,— the good, the gentle, the lovely 
leabella I — what yean of mUary had bean 
already apportioned to her heart by this 
wicked deception,— what evils might it not 
fltill eutul upon her devoted heftd I — Indig- 
nant and initated againet the peipetoatoie of 
eo groea an oatiage, Chrietina for a angle 
moment Maoived te provoke the vengeance 
of the Empreee againet their crime. She 
knew that Hennanoe, now Comteeae du 
Fayel, held an appointment in the honea- 
faoid of llu Dnohe»e de Bourbon ; Hid that 
the Conte Uignardi and hie eold-bleeded 
intriguing wife eustained with high henonr 
Iha embaaay of Panns at the French eeurt. 
Bnt although it had been eaey to expeaa and 
pnnid) their former nniaaeeiifBl villany, 
Chrietina ecarcely darad oonjeetuie hew far 
the dieoovery might implieate the inliabitaUa 
of VerMillet ; and dreading to endanger the 
league of amity which had been ae deariy 
purchaaed by the Austrian eabiaet, ahe datee- 
mined te ditect her laboura aolely tswanU 
the taek of undeceiving and 
mind of the Archducheee Jeeeph. 

By a fortunate 



that a aariee of t^tical deludons, uded igr 
the nia§^»l efieot of the munoal glaeawi— 
then a reoent inrention,— bad been eS' 
bihited far ber amuaement the preceding 
winter at Pragua- The artiatt » young 
Saxon, who was said to be on his ntuni 
from Italy, wbtte he bad perfected bimeelf 
under the inatruotions of the celebrated 
Caglioetn^ bad bean pu^oularly reoom- 
mended to the pniteaUgn of the Prince of 
3axe-Teaoh«n, himself a attilful experimen- 
talist in those arte which ijirect the mightiest 
laws of natnre towards plea^ng and atartUDg 
icaulto. Christina had more than onca been 
the spectator of ecenas, which an adept such 
as Cagliostro or Schrfipfar would hare i 
posed as the triumph of the necnunantiB art. 
She remembered that young Helzer had been 
plaoed, under Frlnoe Albert's patronage, i 
roaster of the laboratoiy to Count Hameh 
at Vienna i and without the ItMS of a tingl* 
hour she deepatched a oourier requiring his 
immediate attendanee at Freaburg ; reveal- 
ing the nature of the serrieas sought at hie 
luuids in an exact repetition of the deluHou 
ezeouted at Caatel-Avrelino ; in order that 
he might provide himself with the nuMbinery 
neeeseary for bis purpeee. 

Before noon on the following day, Hel 
had veeeived bis audience of final instruetiun 
from the Archduehese. He had brought 
wiUi bim a oonAdential attendant, and 
itaiUly undertook the taek assigned hJiu. 

"I need ecaroely apprise your Imperial 
Highnaea," eaid he, "that an optical delu- 
don such aa you dseeribe is among the legi- 
timate objeela ef my art ; and wese I not 
apprehensive of tre^iaasiug tno far on your 
indulgeooe, I oonld unfold a eingular ooii 
deuce — bnt forgive me, madam 1 — I am 
presuming beyond the bounds of your Im- 
perial Highneee's sondeaoeasion." 

" By no means," replied Maria ChrietiB*. 
"All you can relata on this topie ia interest- 
ing to my curiosity." 

** I allude, madam, to a eerrica impo 
upon me during my boyish attendanee upon 
the self-styled Count Cagliottre, We were 
Bejonming in Piacenza, when a nobleman of 
the country, —■ llignardi, unless my memory 



exhibition of tha skill of my jwee^tar \ and 
I had a material hand in the performanaa." 

"At Caatel-AvreUno- atPanna— intbe 
Myal f(w«Bt V exclaimed the Ambdnchesa. 

" At a half-nlBed eastle in some fereet, 
madam," relied tha sstwiiJie-l Helaer. 
** The dehuioB was ^ojeetad far the dirsr- 
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, lady of the roykl aoito ; bnt I 
fae&rd not ker name, and iroperf«otly nnder- 
■tood the Ungnage. The whole de^gn 
was, howerer, so ringularlj accoidant with 
' (tanned by your Imperial HighiKsa, 
that—" 
" Helnr !" exclaimed Maria Christiiia ; 
ranew that eeene, — repeat with ecrupu- 
loDB exactitude that very reprcBcntation, — 
and claim two hundred ducata, and my 
gmtitade for life, ea your reward I — No 
thanks, ur 1 — but my, wAen can yon effect 
the exhibition 7' 

" By to-morrow night, madam, unf<ul- 
ingly." 

" To-morrow be it, then," n!{)Iied the 
Archduchess, as she cheerfully left the 
chamber. " The gallery connecting with 
ths eastern turret is already placed at your 
disposal ; and such of my household as can 
farther onr projects, wait your ordeii." 

The whole of that day, the whole of the 
next, Christina betrayed a joyous flutter of 
spirit inconceivable to the Infanta, who had 
anticipated a Icinder sympathy from her 
friend. But when the second evening come, 
the spirits of the Archduchess became sud- 
denly depressed. She complained of nU- 
and laughingly attributing her 
indispo^Uon to loss of temper, she escaped 
from Isabella's side to visit the gallery in 
which Heber'a half-achieved preparations 
tantalized her eager wishes. The aemstant, 
whose services were indispensable to the per- 
formance, had been suddenly seized with 
severe illness ; Melzer exhibited, however, in 
order to appease the Archducliess, a suffi- 
cient specimen of the perfection of his 
phantasmagoria, to aggravate her impo' 
tienee a Uionsand fold. 

" Helzet !" raid she, " I have heard that 
gold is a univenal panacea. Let your 
invalid lend you at all risks his aid to- 
morrow evening, and he shall recdve half 
the sum I have proffered to yourself." 

And the evening came ; and Maria Chris- 
tina in an irrepressible agitation of mind, 
began her preparations by inunnaUng their 
intention to Isabella. " fie calm, dearest 
eister," she whispered, " compose your feel- 
ings and attention while I reproduce with 
human aid before your eyes, a repetition of 
that which you falsely estimate as an inter- 
position of Heaven. Seat yourself by my 
ude, Isabella ; suffer me to bold your hand 
within my own ; and while Prinoess Lich- 
tensteiu thus soothes and suppoits yon, 
1 your fortitude to endure a spec- 



tacle of which the mere physical sources 
■hall afterwards be offered to your inspec- 

laabella, startled and perplexed, obeyed 
the request. As the first bell-like chiming 
of the harmonica struck upon her ear, a 
vivid blnsh of astonishment overspread her 
face ; and when the odorous vapours gave 
place to the smiling landscape — to its songs, 
— its tripping joyous peasantry — its repre- 
sentation of herself, — her amazement and 
agitation overpowered her ; when the filmy 
clouds agun interporing, the pageant vanish- 
ed as it came. 

As soon as the emotion of the Infanta had 
in soms degree subsided, " My dear ei8t«r," 
said Christina, " it would be as easy to my 
agents to place before your eyes the second 
part of the deception which formerly pro- 
duced so strong an impresnon upon your 
mind, as this first attempt ; our prepara- 
tions to that effect wait but your orders. I 
am myself, however, unwilling to sanction 
BO solemn a representation in mere levity. 
The rites for the dead can scarcely be thue 
portrayed without sacrilege ; and if you will 
permit me, I would rather direct your atten- 
tion towards the apparatus by wliich these 
seemingly supernatural effects have been 
produced." 

Isabella, leaning upon Princess Lichten- 
Btein, was now introduced to the interior of 
Melzer's little theatre ; she saw and assisted 
in the spectral representation of herself, by 
means of the portrait finished after Chris- 
tina's sketch, and a certain disposition of 
convex glasses. With her own hand she 
produced those mystical tones which she had 
so long believed of heavenly origin ; with 
her own hand she kindled those brasieis 
whose blue glimmering light and intoxi- 
cating perfume she had attributed to en- 
chantment. Melier and his coadjutor were 
indefatigable in pointing out the fatties 
which rimilar toys of science affori to the 
artM and interested for subjecting the 
minds of the uninitiated. The In&nta, 
transported beyond herself by these consola- 
tory discoveries, again and again embraced 
her beloved sister, her best of friends, — her 
preserver ; but when Maria Christjjta called 
upon Meber to declare the part he hod taken 
in the scene of Castel-Arrelino, and when he 
eonfirmed the authenticity of his recital by 
a thousand local details which could not 
have been suggested to him by his patroness, 
the Infanta bursting into teus, gave vent to 
the bitterest sorow. . 
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"Hennance, — whom I so lored And re- 
Teniieei], — to practise thus upon my weftk- 
Dcsa!" she excl&imed, "what cruelty, — 
what hmniliation in the thought !" Then 
warmly exprecdng her thanks to yoang 
Helcer, and her gratitude to Heaven f<w the 
chance which had placed hit skill at her dis- 
posal, she took two valuable rings from ber 
finger, and pment^d them as tokens of her 
goodwill to the artists. 

Accompanied by her sister and her friend 
Kretcentie Lichtenstan, the Infanta was 
now abont to leave the gallety of which the 
doon had been guarded by the nsheis of the 
court, when they were suddenly thrown open, 
Mid Uie Archdoke was announced. He had 
■ocompanied the Duke of Saxe-Tescheu in a 
tour throng^ Moravia ; and now on his re- 
tam to LHhMnbnrg, was come to claim his 
wife and r«-con<]nct her to Vienna. 

"There are tears on this cheek, my 
Isabella," whispered Joseph as he clasped 
her in bis arms. " Yet yon promiaed me, 
Christina, that no sorrow should come near 
her while I left her in your chaige '.'* 

" Nor has she deceived you I These tean 
are teais of joy — of repentance ! — repentance, 
love, diat I have hitherto so ill-repaid the 
tenderness yon have lavished upon your 
froward wife; — joy, that time may yet be 
accorded me to repair my error. Is my lore, 
my grateful afiection still pracions in your 
sightt — receive it, — accept it, — not as a gift, 
but as the humble oaring of nty grati- 

"What miracle is thist" exdumed the 
Archduke, with quivering lips and sparkling 
eyes. " Isabella ! do not deceive me, even in 
Idnduess ; — yon an rendering existence too 
precious in my eyes 1" 

" I do not deceive you," whispered Isabella, 
sg^n. " I deceived yon only when I affected 
indifference to your attachment, — coldness 
to your generous devotion. I have not, I 
believe, to faom to love, — I have only to 
kam that the tenderness of a wife may be 
cherished and acknowledged without sliMne." 

The rapture with which these confessions 
were hailed by the Archduke may be easily 
conjectured. Aoeompanied by Haria Chris- 
tina and ber astonished husband, Isabella 
now conducted Joseph to the chamber of 
their slewing child ; and over its pillow 
renewed with solemn and deep emotion, her 
expressions of oontrition for her former 
■elfish estrangement, and assurances of the 
most unqualified devotion to their afiectiona 
for the Aiture. Agwn her tears of joy and 



gratitude interrupted ber declarations i — and 
this time idie wept not alone ! — 

The following day, when the departure of 
the Archduke and Archduchess Joseph gave 
Idsure for the indulgence of Maria Christina's 
calmer reflections, she could scu^^ly realise 
to herself the unanticipated success that had 
crowned her efforts. She was well aware 
that in restoring to her bebved brother the 
cheerfulness and tenderness of hie wife, she 
had gifted him with a treasure richer than 
lichMt Ind oonld supply; and she was 
equally persuaded that in re-awakening in 
the bosom of the Infaata a security of life, 
she had only placed within her power of 
enjoyment the blameless and most hallowed 
pleaanrea of existence. Herself on the eve 
of a journey to Vienna, and confident in the 
perfect happiness of those who were so dear 
to her, she neither song^t nor received tidings 
of Isabella for many days ; but contented 
herself with revealing to her husband the 
singular discoveries originating the scene 
that greeted his return to Preebnrg, and with 
applying herself to the completion of the 
portrait, which she was anxious to present 
t« the EmprsBs on her ensuing visit, as a 
memorial of both her daughters. 

On the sixth morning ^ter the departure 
of the Infanta, the Archduchess was occupied 
with Countess Czeruin in the repetition of a 
duet from Gluck's Rinaldo, when her hus- 
band suddenly entering the music room, 
gravely requested her to denst from her 
employment, "You will agree wiUi my 
feelings, I am persuaded," said he, "that the 
sound of muuc is just now unbecoming in 
the castle. The viaticum is on the point of 
being administered to one of its inmates." 

"How!" exclaimed Christina, "and I 
knew not that there was even sickness 
within our gates." 

<< The sufferer has not been the less cared 
for on my part ; hut I was apprehensive of 
alarming yon with the intelligence that the 
smallpox appeared upon Heller's yonng 
pupil, the very day following his interview 
with the Archduchess." 

"Great Heaven i" shrieked Christina, 
" and our precious Isabella has never bad 
the disorder. She spoke to him, — received 
several objects from his hands, — probably 
inhaled hie very breath. — Her doom is sealed I 
I have murdered my sister by my rashoesi, — 
for I knew of his indi^tomtion." 

"fie calm, dearest Christina — " 

" Tell me," mterrupted the Archduchess, 
"tell me truly, — have you received aay 
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tidiDg« friHn Vlinna,— an yxni ftlrMidj nwan 
that the IufsntA hw riwwu lymptonu of thi 
M>at«gioiit" 

"On mjlianoar, no! I h&Te reeeired no 
riiigl« word <rf intelligenM an the Hibject ; 
bat that jvrj iileae« ia ominoiu. Our ba«t 
measnre, both An luballa'i tataij and onr 
oiTQ Telea«e from BUBpeoM, will ba to depart 
instantly for LachBenburg." 

" Radiet tor Vienna, — the court Wu to 
temovf, three days ainM, far the winter." 
Then turning towarde Coanteae CMrnin, th« 
ArchdnchflBR imploi^ her to expedite th«r 
departnie by achieving every nemnary pf«- 
paration, and by amnging (hat the oarriagM 
•hould follow her to the gntM of the eaUiedral. 
" Come with me," ahe continued, eeiatng her 
huaband's arm. "Come with me, Albert,— 
on foot, — unobsf rred [ — let our prayan (br 
her safety aeeend togeUier frwn the fiwt of 
the altar." 

Albert of Saxfr-TMchen, aeateely Iim 
afflicted than hie wife, ailently conducted her 
down the heights of the Znckmsntel to the 
Dome Church of the city. Unnotioed, fir 
in their private walka at Pteabutg, etiquettn 
exacted that they shonld paee nnieeognised, 
they bent their agitated ateps towarde that 
high altar eo appropriately grtKed by the 
equestrian bronze atatue of St. Martin — ae 
the patron of a race of warriore. And oh I 
how fcrvently wen breathed their prayers 
for hia intercesaion, — with what rows — ^u>t 
(rfferin^ did Chiiatlna appeal to Heann fbt 
mercy upon har suS^ring sister ! 

At length, comforted but etill weeping, ahe 
threw herself into the carri^e, reeonunending 
apeed to her attendant* ; and notwithatanding 
that, in obedience to her commands, the hoirce 
scarcely appeared to touch the ground, tbe 
cloudy miste of a NoTember evening already 
veiled the lofty spire of St. Stephen's, as they 
traveraed the Rennwc^, and approached the 
palace. 

The carrisge passed the aiehway <of the 
Bwg Plate; where, paunng at the eastern 
entrance leading to the Archdnke'e apart- 
ments, the Duke of SaKe-Te»chen alighted 
to obtain some preliminary information. A 
fcw minutes brought him back to the agonieed 
Christina ; but unable to endure the suspense, 
she was already ascending the great atAirs 
kanlng on her astonished chamberlain. 

* Ton must prepare yonrself for the worst," 
said he, tenderiy drawing her arm within hta 
own. "Ourapprehenaionsarefatallyverified. 
Thnx eremnga ago, Isabella, on approaching 
the city from Laehsenburg, was sdmd with 



a ehirering fit ; and Van Swieten, who was 
suromoned on her atriTal at the palace, has 
not ainoe left her dde. Hy dearest ChrisUna, 
our poor aater has given birth to a dead 
inflant. Bad the smallpox has alreodv declared 
itself," 

"And my motherl" exclaimed Chriitino. 
" The Empnw must surely be endangered by 
this horrible event; — -she is not like myself 
secured by having passed thrm^h this dread- 
ful disorder." 

"Maria Theresa will not he suffei«d to 
approach lealtelia's apartment! ; bnt the 
ArchdiAe, night or day, baa not quitted hia 
beloved eufforer." 

" Thank Heaven, my arrival will in some 
degree divide his cares, and aUsTiate his 
dUtrese!" 

"Nay! dearest Christina," said Albert, 
icBiating her entry into the chamber, "you 
are at present unequal to the agitAtiou of 
encountering such a scene." 

"How, Albert!— I who have destroyed 
har.— vrould yon hat* me shrink from the 
spectacle of her afflletion? — No — no! let my 
Mthfal and untiring services atone for my 
enw," 

The nahers now threw open the doors of 
the ante-room, ae the clashing salute of the 
sentinels withoat, announced the arrival of 
one of the Imperial family; and Christina, 
having daspatehed a chamberlain to demand 
an interview with Princess Lichtenstdn, 
hastUy traversed the almost deserted chambers. 
"Oh! Krescentie!" she exclaimed, throwing 
herself upon the bosom of the Princess, who 
advaneed w«eping to meet her-" say ! may 
I yet presume to hopet" 

"The disorder of her Imperial Hl^ness fs, 
slaa ! pronounced to be of a most malignant 
kind,-— her own enfeebled position it against 
her; and Van Swieten and Jaquin have, 
from the first moment, appeared desponding." 

Let it be remembered that at tiie period 
In question the smallpox, unmitigated even 
hy the art in nse among their barbarous 
Turkish neighbcara, WBsheld by theAustrians 
as secondary only to the plague. The grand- 
father of the reigning Empress had expired, 
wrapped by order of the faculty of hia capital, 
in twenty yards of scarlet broadcloth ; and 
the same mode of treatment terminated tlie 
existence of eleven members of the Imperial 
family under the disorder, within fifty years. 
If not pnnmmni incnr«ble, it was eommouly 

Princess Lichtenstsln, with many a ma- 
ternal word of piepantlhm to the young 
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ArchdneheM, now conducted her into the 
ehkmber adjoining that of IsalMlla ; and 
pointing to th« coffin of the little infant, 
whow birth had disastrouely confirmed Qieir 
calunity, tht bade her nuuk how, amid the 
general conf ueion, U had etUI been aurrounded 
with Ae paraphernalia that decorstei a 
tojal hier. " Let me not look upon its face," 
Hid the weepii^ Christina. " It hath proved 
the herald of miefortone." 

Bhe hashed her light feotatepe u khe 
entered the chamber of her sister, which was 
heated to a temperature mortal to the tnralid ; 
&nd as ehs stole to the conch, a laugh, a 
hoarse horrid laugh greeted her ears. ** It is 
herself," whispered EtescentlB, replying to 



The first object that presented itself, was 
the kneeling figure of the Archduke, fixed 
and motionless be^de the bed. There was 
not a tear, — not a struggle upon hie youthful 
face. He neiUier spoke nor mnrmnred ; 
deepair seemed to have turned him into 
marble. Not so the aufiererl Her long 
raven hair was floating loosely round her 
shoulders, — her whole frame was agitated hy 
the intense fever of her suppressed distemper; 
she had raised herself from her pillow, and 
was flinging her anus wildly above bar hud, 
laughing and shrieking by tnnu. 

"Go — go! — Do Fayel," she vehemently 
esclaimed. " Go, cruel Hermance I you are 
no longer my mother, — I disclaim you — I 
am the child of Austria, — the daughter of the 
Empress 1 No grave now for Isabella, — no 
requiem, — no emblazoned pall ! I shall live 
— live — live — to be happy, — to he beloved. — I 
have a child, a husband ; — their prayers will 
preserve me. — No grave now for Isabella." — 

Maria Chrietins stood riveted to the epo^ 
contemplating this dreadful spectacle. 

"Is there no hopet" she mnnnnnd to 
the venerable Van Swieten, whoee moistened 
eyes were fixed upon the terrible aspect of 
the young Prince, so predooi to the rowt of 
Germany. 

"Alas! madam, how can I anewm yout" 
sidd the old man mournfully. " Ood is good ] 
— let us trust Uiat he will enaUe as to do 
our best" 

From that period, thnngh the day, and 
through the night, Maria Christina relaxed 
not from her attendance, nor quitted for a 
gin^e hour the chamber of ricknes^ — As 
ehmnher of de^M The disease now broke 
oat with disfiguring Timlenn upon dte 
person of laabellB ; and as the tent snbddtd, 



hw consdousness was restored ; but the 
approach of the kit agony already oppreswd 
her respiraUon. 

"My husband!" she falttted, fixing hsr 
languid gaae upon Joseph. "It it indeed 
you who have watched to tenderly by my 
pillow > My beet beloved t— how shall I 
tliank your kindness ; my breath is spent — 
my sight failing. — I cannot ask you to kiss 
these festering lipa, — to press tins loathsome 
hand ! — But my heart springe forth to yonis 
to bid yon ftu^well. — I am young to be t«m 
from life, — from yon whole affeotion was 
abont to render life so dear ; — bnt my dying 
heart is filled with reeignation to God, with 
charity and gratitude for thoee I leave behind, 

"My father, — Joseph! — commend ros to 
my dear father, and t«ll him he judged wisely 
for my happiness in the dispoeal of my des- 
tiny ; bid my brother cherish our Amelia 
for my sake, — and implore the Empress, — 
my tender friend and mother,— to recommend 
me in her prayere to Heaven. 

"Christina: — Krescentje! — you will watoh 
over my little daughter ; — and when the day 
ehall come tiiat my husband will try to re- 
call my parting words, tell him I bade him 
live, — I bade him be happy, — but without 
banishing from his heart the remembrance 
of the wife of his yonth." 

A time-piece that decoratea ths chamber, 
— a splendid gift from Louis, to his grand- 
child, which had never been wound up dnce 
ite arrival in Vienna, — now, through some 
disorder of ite mechanism, repeatedly struck 
the hour. 

" It is my summons !" murmured the 
dying Isabella. " So, — raise me ; — yet 
more and more. I see you not, my husband, 
— but I feel that you are near me still. — 
Receive me, heavenly Father ! reeelve me 
to thy mercy I" 

She turned her glassy eye upon the Arch- 
duke, and her gentle spirit was leleased from 
ite polluted human mould. 

Joseph, stung to madnsM, threw himself 
upon the disfigured corpse ; and as neither 
prayers nor remenstranees could prevail 
upon him to abandon Ms periloue poet, his 
chosen friends. Count Cobensel and the hen 
Lacy, wei« admitted by ths desire of Maria 
Theresa into the chamber of death, &nd 
foreibly withdrew him from tite body. 

Tbos, at the age of twenty-two, perished 
tiw Infcnta of Farma ;— thus did a vagus 
prophecy beeome aeddentally ite own fulfil- 
ment 3&re the gloomy daye of November 
expired, a selemu |woeessbi\. travsnsd the 
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aisle of the Angustiner cburch ; which 
gcarcely tbree yean before, had be«a glad- 
dened bj the marriage tows of the Arch- 
ducheu. And th« requiem lesonnded 
through the arched roo^ MJ'ing, " Mourn 
for leabella, — the bride, — the mother ! 
Moam for Auatria'a Isabella T" 

It is now aeveral years since I completed 
» tale founded upon Wraxall's sketch of the 
death of the Archduchess Joseph. On Tidt- 
ing Vienna unce that period, I was anxious 
to procure some fnrther anecdotes of my 
heroine, — but in vain. Her very name 
f^peared forgotten ; and the sole records of 
her existence which came to my knowledge, 
weie her sarcophagus, placed between the 
little diver coffins of her two children, in 
the Imperial vault beneath the convent of 
the Capuchins, — and a very singular panel 
in one of the saloons of Schonbrunn, which 
represents the nuptial ceremonies of tie 
Emperor Joseph. The portrait of the In- 



fanta painted by Maria Christina is in the 
poaseasion of the Archduke Charles, who has 
inherited the immense wealth of Albert of 
Saxe-Teschen. It is remarkable tliat al- 
though Joseph continued to his last hour to 
cherish the memoiy of Isabella, and to wear 
her picture concealed within his watch, he 
exhibited from the moment of her death a 
roofed antipathy to Christina, who had been 
her bosom friend. Upon this bint, I hare 
aadgned a cause, purely imaginary, for the 
melancholy of IJie Infanta ; but 1 have in 
other respects followed the memoirs of the 
times, particularly those of Wraxall ; who 
relates several touching expressions used by 
Isabella, — lier predictions concerning her 
own death and their accomplishment, — the 
irregular striking of the clock and her 
gloomy inference. He mentions her indeed 
by her baptismal name of Elizabeth ; which, 
in a Spanish court, naturally became /lo- 
belia. I have antedated by a year or two 
the marriage of the Azchduchess Christina, 
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THE TALE OF "THE ROSS BEH WRECKER." 



BY HAUBICE OX30MNELL, ESQ.. H.P. 



" Tbbu's nothing more for me to see about 
Eillamey," was my reflection, as I sat alone 
in one of the drawing-rooms at Finn's Hotel, 
on the third evening of my fourth sojourn in 
that town. " Glengatiff is as familiar to my 
eyes as Bond Street — ' Gongone Bana' I have 
visited nearly a dozen times ; and how am I 
to occupy the remainder of my time V As 
I spoke, my eye fell upou a Dublin news- 
paper of a week old, which had in vain, 
morning and evening, wooed my attention 
since my arrival at Killamey. 

In a moment my plans were laid : I had, 
in idea, made a decided hit. But the time 
is not yet come to unfold my whole scheme ; 
to forward which I instantly summoned the 
head waiter of Finn's, to consult him on 
the means of leaching the route I pro- 



posed. A public conveyance would, I was 
told, take me to Colinsween, within fourteen 
miles of my destination ; but I had a horse, 
and the "Valentia Steam" took no four- 
footed passenger above the size of a pointer. 
Here we were at what Dennis Donovan called 
" an amplush ; " but, after considering a few 
minutes, he solved the dilficnlty by saying — 
" Sure, there's Jack Begley come in just ni 
on a return car from Tralee, and is goi 
home to Cabir in the morning ; and, if your 
honour will be up early enough, Jack's just 
the best guide you could have : but you must 
be up early, for he's going express, and your 
honour's luggage can go by the Jingle." 
To this arrangement there could be no objec- 
tion ; and, accordingly, six o'clock the next 
morning found me clear of the town ( 
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KiUamejr, on the roftd " to the Weal," with 
the afoTMaid " Jack Begley " Bhambling along 
by my side, at t. pace which kept lay pony 
in a tmartiah trot. Begley was evidently 
well-known along the road ; scarcely a 
peasant passed withont changing a word 
with him, and two or tiuee gentlemen, whom 
we met on their way into.Killaraey, drew 
bridle and detuned him for a few miniitcs 
in conversation, doubtless B» to the name and 
<|nality of the " stranger" — a point on which 
'Begley conid afford them no information. 
Jack himself was such a character as one 
could not hope to meet, except in Ireland, 
and particularly in that part thereof throagh 
which I was now journeying. He had been 
described to me by his patron the waiter as — 
" Not a fool — bta a kind oftfu ape — a sort of 
half natural like, plaze your honour." And 
his whole appearance stamped him as belong- 
ing to the "Davie Gellatley" school ; with- 
oat the poetry, but with more of utility tban 
that hero of his kind. Jack's head was, as 
is usual among the class to which he belongs, 
of more than usual magnitude, and covered 
with a tangled mass of hair, which had 
evidently never known any comb save the 
fingers of the owner, by which its recesses 
were ever and anon disturbed, as a prelude 
to his answers to my numerous questions. 
His eyes seemed as if they had been selected 
at random from amongst the refuse of Nature's 
workshop ; but, though not quite as bright 
as diamonds, still one of them could boast of 
being decorated with a pearl. His person 
was short and thickset, and his bare legs 
bore token of the frequency of his journeys, 
no less by the marks of scars and scratches, 
than by the strong derelopment of the 
various muscles. He was comfortably dressed 
in a sailor's jacket, waistcoat and trousers of 
pilot clotli, the latter rolled up nearly to his 
knees, and had jauntily stuck on one ride of 
his mop of hiur, a low-crowned tarpaulin hat, 
much the wAse for wear, and hearing the 
words " New Grove " in white letters on its 
front. Of course he wore no shoes—he never 
ha^ he told ine, but when he went to the 
dattang tchool, and then they tnant his feet 
so that he sold them for a "quarter of 
tob«ccy." 

Hy carpet b^ was strapped upon his 
shoulders ; and, when I considered that, in 
addition Uieieuuto, he carried in his hands 
two parcels, one containing "six pounds of 
powder for the young gintlemin," and the 
other, "some stuff for the doctor," the speed 
with which he got along was to me matter 

Vol. Ill, 



of some suTprise. As despatch was not a 
paramount object with me, I walked a cou- 
Hderable portion of the way by his eiA^, and 
endeavoured to draw him out ; but into any 
thing like connected conversation I could not 
lead him. He paused after each remark of 
minor-gluioed at me out of the corner of his 
eye — and then, after a pause of some seconds, 
the reply would be bolted forth, as if ejected 
by some projectile machinery within the 

He was no sailor, he eaii, but wore sulors' 
clothes, because " ^1 the gintlemiu did — and 
when Uie Liberator, God bless him, ordered 
the clothes for hiih (Auyear, he wouldn't be 
out of the fashion." He got a suit of clothes 
every year for running messages, and his 
honour gave him some check shirts, and the 
gintlemin were all vety good to him. His 
hat was a present from one of the sailors of 
"the Gat," as he pronounced the word 
Yaoht ; and then he paused — and asking my 
honour's leave to light the dudheen, he pro- 
ceeded to nnrol the tronser below his right 
knee, and produced from among its folds a 
short pipe japanned by constant use, and a 
piece of tobacco wrapt up In a dirty paper, 
which, taking out the tobacco, he tiirew from 
him as he turned into a cabin to fill and 
light its companiou the pipe, t have almost 
a Mahometan propensity for picking up 
pieces of waste paper; and, on examining 
tliiB, I found that it was an acknowledgment 
from one of the employ^ of the provincial 
bank at Tralee, of the lodgement of two 
hundred pounds, per J. B. " to the credit of 
Messrs Parry and Grant of Colinsween," and 
bearing date only the preceding morning. I 
had just finished Jtky inapdction, when my 
guide issued from the cabin with his steamer 
at full work, and, glancing at the paper, 
clapped his band horriedly to the place 
whence he had extracted it, and then broke 
out with — 

" Sure your honour will ^ve me that back, 
and not ruin a poor boy entirely." 

" Why, JacV' said I, " how came you by 
this!" 

"Sure I got it at Tralee, mr," was the 
answer, " when I lodged the money." 

" And who," I asked, " was fool enough to 
trust you vrith such a sum ?" 

" F^th, thin, you're the only gintlemin I 
ever see would call thim fools, when they 
bates the country for 'cutenesa ; and sure it's 
me they always unds with their money, and 
nivir lost a penny before — but now, Oiat I 
dropt the nfite — and hasn't lost that yet, 
NO.BZ. 
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foT I know you'll give it baob, tir ; for Fll 
ba kUt if I oome wiAont it, tuid I hope your 
honovP won't mj I told you J for the never 
» mora I'd be sint wid de monej if yen 
did." 

His speech being rewarded hj the reetora- 
tion of the paper, Jack trudged along is 
before, otJadng Umtelf with the pipe, and 
answerin; mj farther qaettlons aa conoieely 
as poseible, as if fatigued by his orfttOTical 
exertion. We passed the gate of Grenagti ; 
then the bridge and dememe of Beaufort ; 
next the eeat of H'GiUiaiddy of the Reeks ; 
and thence made our way without halting 
through KUlorglein, 

For some short distance, after leaving the 
last named village, a im&U stream runs by 
the side of the road, Into the channel of 
which my companion stepped, and paddled 
deliberately along its eoune as long as it 
continned parall^ with the load, looking all 
the lime Intently at the Mream, as if eeeklng 
something beneath Its waters. At first I 
eonclnded that he did so for the purpose of 
cooling hia feet ; bnt when, as be left the 
channel, he exclaimed, "Well, I've done 
that many a time, and never seen one of 'em 
yet," I was tempted to ask him what he 
sought for, and was answered with — " Why, 
Ajtule, (Anglice, flounder,)' to be sure, sir." 
" And why should yon seek one there V 
said I ; "it seems a most onlikely place to 
And tbem In," " O, sir, did ye never hear 
what the fluke did there to St. Patrick ?" 
"No — but I should like to hear it now," 

Jack Begley began: — "Why, sure, sir, 
when St, Patrick was going on by here to 
Ivevagh, he stopped at the sthrame here, to 
wash his face ; and, at that time, they say 
the sthrame was fall of fish, and plenty of 
iliikea above all, and the only place in Ire- 
land that they were to be found. And that 
time the flukes had their months straight, 
like another Ash, and not all as one as now. 
Welt, sir, when St. Patrick was done wash- 
ing his-silf, he knllt down to take a dhrink : 
and who should be in the water, just under 
him, bat a Ug villain of a flake — as big as 
a turbot. And when he see St. Patrick 
kneeling down, and seen his long beard, that 
was all fnll of dust from the road, he begins 
to langh ; and, says he, ' That's tiie qneerest 
oold man ever I see ;' and he calls a parcel 
of the foolish young flakes about him. 
' See how m frighten this ould chap,' says 
he ; and, when St. Patrick was just touch- 
ing the wather— and he mighty thrusty— 
tha blackgnatd of a flake hit him a slap In 



the lips with his tail that made Us month 
bleed, an' flashed him all over wid de 
watnr ; and wid that, all the young flakes 
began to langh, and pat np their heads, and 
make crooked montlis at the Saint. ' Which 
of ye'sB done thisf says he. "Twas I,' 
■ays the big fluke, putting up his head, and 
winking hit eye, and putdng out bis tongue, 
and twisting his movih tvrlce worse than the 
rest — and they all screeched laughing, so 
that yOB 'd hear thim from this to Fhin's. 
' Well,' says the Saint to the Ing flnke, ' for 
that same thing,' says he, ' I'll change you 
into a stone ; and you shui 't be in the wa- 
thnr for evermore. Come, step out here, 
my lad,' says he ; and with tha^ sir, the 
big fluke stqis ashore, and walks np te the 
top of the hUl here ; and there they say he 
is — God save na all !" — pointing to a large 
flat slab of stone which lay on the road side. 
" Well, ur, when the little flakes seen what 
happened, they began to cry, and roar, and 
ax Uie Saint's pardon ; and ' Ye poor fools,' 
says he, ' I '11 pardon yese ; bnt the never a 
flsh bnt a flake shall be seen in this river 
for evermore ; and ye, and all yir childer, 
shall have crooked months,' says he ; and, 
sun enough, sir, the divil another kind of 
flsh was ever seen here, and all the flukes in 
Ireland have crooked mouths ; and I was 
looking for one in the river to show yonr 
honour ; bat, though I look every time I 
come by, the never a ilnke did 1 see there 
yet, and I suppose I looked there a hundred 
times if I did oncet ; and that's the whole 
story about it — about the fluke and St. 
Patrick ; and the sorrow a word of a lie in 
It, bnt tonid it Jnst as I hard It. And 
there's Longh Cona, plase ylr honour." 

I looked, and saw, at the distance of per- 
haps a quarter of a mile, nearly encircled by 
hills, (except to the westward, whence rushed 
a rapid stream, that, winding beneath the 
rising ground on irtiich we stood, sought its 
termination in the adjacent Bay,) a lake of 
connderable size, nnmfiled by a breexe, and 
shining like a mirror beneath the now nearly 
meridian sun. As I gazed, a small boat 
broke the placid surface, the rowers suddenly 
rested on their oars, and the notes of a bugle 
wen heard, pealing forth the fine old mar- 
tial aJr of " (ySnlllran's March," while 
wood, and rock, and monntoin, were filled 
with the thronglsg echoes. The bugle 
ceased, the echoes faded gradually into 
silence, the oars again glimmered in the 
water ; and, as the boat shot behind one of 
the steep headlands which project into the 
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Uke, B»f^ •xclAlmed, " Wdl, we'll gst a 
wOmcm M WalM^t, lof wmj ; for th* 
mm htre bMn flahlai;, aai Jwk OtDM^ 
weoldn't be playing &« Inigl*, only tbey'n 
dOTM. B«, If yon oohm an, sir, w« 'It b« at 
Om place as mon at UMtD." 

Charming; a» waa th* proaptct befon m», 
I yet felt that a bUm of tlw fiedi Cona «al- 
raon waa sot to be despised, partieolaitr at 
it wu probable lliat I ihoald be sntertained 
sot merely with miuie, bat with tiw trndt- 
tiona of the neigbbmirtiood, by my eld 
seqit^ntanee, Oanaey ; and, aecofdingly, 
patbing OB, we erMted the river by a 
ringnlarlj iacoDTenient bridge, some thort 
distance from which we came hi view of a 
tnttg, elated tenement, whteh my guide told 
me was " Walea't." A lAort time brought 
me t« the door, orer irtileh a gilt lettered 
board informed me, that " Wm. Walee waa 
licenaed t« aeU win^ ^rile, beer, wai 
tobaeco.** Around stood eererol lolteTers— 
the boatmen of whom Begley had epoken — 
listening to the mnfdc of Gansey's pipes, and 
awaiting "their allowance" from tte land- 
lord. Begley was met with fire or mx hun- 
dred thousand welcomes from each of the 
party. YoDHg Qansey, mognising me on 
my approach, cirllly touched his hat, and 
took chnge at my horse. His father replied 
to my Inquiries after his health, by saying 
he waa " Welt, and glad to k» me to." 
Jfola bene — He i* stone blind. And, while 
the woman of the honse proceeded to make 
preparations for my entertrinment, I had 
time to look about me, and examine this 
earavansera of the desert, In the keeper of 
which I foimd a jolly natire of Idncolndiire 
— thrown like b waif upon the landy riiores, 
and amnsing with his Engli^ acmnt, and 
edifying by his EngliA haWts of order, 
cleanliness, and regularity, the wild natires 
of Glen B(irh. 



* Rather a wUd-loofcing eonntiT', thie 
Glen Beh teems to b^" said I, as, returning 
from a short txetoAoa, I seaUd myself by 
Mrs. Wales's welt-foniished table. 

"Yes, sir," replied Gansey, to whom I 
addressed myself, and whom I found seated 
in the comer of the little parlonr, in a pos- 
ture of peenllar attention, his head erect, the 
face tnmed towards me, and his sightlew eyes 
fixed in the direction from which my rriee 
proceeded, as if he literally listened through 
them. " Yes, rir, the conntiy b wild-look- 
ing ; and the people an wild enongh too. In 



epite of all Lmd Headly has done to try and 
oiriliM them i a power of money be has laid 
out hers ; but he can't enre them entirely. 
Bat they are not as bad ae they were in tlw 
timet I hare heard tell of, when it wa* 
■carce isrfe to travel throi^ the Glen ; for 
yon were nther foreed into a qaairel, sr 
maybe beaten for sport, and robbed to pay 
thsm for their iromUe. The worst they do 
now is to plunder ft wreck ; for they say 
that the tea gives thesn that, and that they 
hare a right te it i and a good property it 
was to them before the light-hotues wem 
built en the Skelllge ; for then there nted to 
Im as many as tluve ships adiore at onos 
after a gale, with, maybe, all hands 
drowned) bat I never knew any of 'em 
long the better for mmej made that way, 
for It went ae it eama." 

•• And badly got It was," wd I, (wisUng, 
if poaerible, to Inra Gansey into a tiarj, of 
which I knew hit stock was large ;) " for, I 
snppoee, they need to hmit false lights to draw 
the Veeeels into the breakers, and mnrder 
sneh of the orewa as escaped to shore, that 
they might not give infoimation." 

" Ho, sir," replied Gansey ; *" they nerer 
mnrdered any on% nor did they show falae 
Hghts tmt onoe i and that time, the man tiiat 
did it ensured for It ; eo that none of them 
ever tried it again." 

*■ How did that happen, Gantsy 1 1 should 
like to hear it," laid L 

" If yon prefer it to a tnne on the pipes, 
nr, eare It's dsy for me to toll it ; and 
ftiihy Fm bothered with playing the pipes 
all the morning. And so — (thank yon, rir 
— your health, Ac '. thafs a good tumbler 
of punch, and will put the life in me for the 
story;)— Mid ae, sir, here's all I know 
abonttbe 

"mm SBH wasocnt. 

" Yonrhononr,''oointlnued Gansey, (whose 
phraseology I riiall follow at neariy as my 
memory and the few notes I made at the 
moment will allow me^ "must obserre, that 
Uie bay, along which the Ireragh road will 
take Jim presently, ie Bingle Bay — nntU it 
comes jnst below us here, where there's 
sand-banks running ont on eaoh side, and 
only a nasty narrow dtamiel for ressels — 
that iCs only possible to get np at particular 
times of the tide, and np Uiis you get into 
' Caetlemaine harhonr.' There are three 
rirera ranning Into this harbour— the 
Maine, the Bonne, and the Carra ; and l^s 
those rivers, I'm t>^d, that cause the ivnd- 
banka and Uilnge that nukee the upper part 
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of the bmj dangeicoB to Teuels. The pro- 
moDtoiy on this Bid« is c&lled Ron Beh, and 
if B upon it that moat of the veMels that are 
wrecked run ; far, generally, masters of 
ships know nothing of this part of the 
coast ; and often, when they could get 
easily enongh throngh . the channel into 
Caatlemaine h^bour, they 'U be lost for 
want of knowing where safety is to be 
found. Well, sir, long ago, when tbU 
country was a deal wilder than it is now, 
and had but two or three familiea living in 
it, there was one Coumute that held a lot 
of ground down by Rosa Beh ; and all this 
place here was waste and barren, and he 
had in a manner the whole of the lower 
parts hereabout ; for there was no one to 
usa it but he, the other tenants Uving up 
the Glen ; and, indeed, there were not many 
of them, and few resorting to these parts, 
but people that would be on their keeping, 
and cattle stealers, mnugglere, and such 
like ; so that Conmane, an I was saying, 
bad this whole place to himself, he and bis 
family, and lived down near the sea, where 
be had a long low house, and as many flat 
stones obliged to be laid on the thatch, to 
keep it from blowing away, as would have 
slated it twice over. He had two sons liv- 
ing with him, and the wife and children of 
his eldest son, that was off out of the conn- 
try, (on account of something that happened 
at the fair of Kiiloylin a year or two before 
the time I'm talking of,) and hia two 
daughters,, and their husbands and children ; 
BO that the house was pretty full ; but tliey 
were anug people, and had plenty of every 
thing — besides what they got now and then 
from a wreck ; though, indeed, Coumane 
wasu 't craving in that way, but would let 
any of the people that might be saved take 
what they wialied or wanted, and would 
share with the other tenants ; so that he 
had the good word and good wish of all who 
knew him. Well, ur, it was winter time, 
and bad been blowing hard from the west- 
ward of north for some days, until, at last, 
it blew up into a regnlar gale of wind, and 
was blowing all night ; and, just about the 
going away of ni^t, Coumane and bis 
family were awakened with hearing three 
or four guns fired from the sea, and seeming 
to come nearer every report. ' God help all 
poor souls in distress at say to-night i' says 
Tim— (that was his name, sir)—' Get up, 
boys,' says he, ' and we '11 go and see if 
me can help the craturea.' And they got 
up and put on thsm, and down they went. 



And, when they came down, tiiei« was the 
strand sU covered o*er with pieces of wreck ; 
and they begun gathering them together, 
and they found the bodies of nine or I«a 
men, all dead ; and, a little distanm higher 
up the beach than the rest, there was a big 
dog, lying by what seemed to be the body of 
a man ; but, when they came to him, they 
found the life was in him yet : and he was 
brought up to the house. And they went 
on searching about till they got aU they 
could, for the neighboDi« came down soon ; 
and Uiey brought their gatherings np to the 
house with them, and fonnd the man that 
waa saved there quite well, only hia arm 
that waa broken — which they got a know- 
ledgeable man in the neighbourhood to set ; 
and then they learned all about the ship and 
crew. The man that waa saved waa the 
captain of her, and was coming home from 
the West Indies with rum and sugar, and a 
good deal of dollars and other things, when 
they were driven into Dingle Bay by stress 
of weather. And they could not get into 
Dingle or any where, but went ashore under 
Rosa Beh ; and had only time to get out the 
boats when she went to pieces — being old, 
and crazy, and heavy laden — and the boats 
were swamped before they got far from the 
wreck, and only the captain saved, that waa 
brought ashore by the big dog when the 
rest were drowned. He was owner as well 
as captain, and was nearly ruined, he said, 
by the loss, but still thankful for bis life 
being daved ; and a very nice man all that 
saw him said he waa. Well, of coune, he 
could not go away very soon, on accoum of 
his broken arm, but stepped a good while at 
Coumane's, and was treated with the best 
they had, until he waa cured ; and then one 
night when they were sitting round the fire 
talking, he told Coumane ^t he would be 
for going away the next morning, or as soon 
as he could get a horse and guide ; and he 
l>egan to thank him for hia kindness and all 
like this. * Well, Captain,' says Coumane, 
(Captain Killich, they said his name was,) 
' if you go away this way, you '11 go away a 
poor man,' says he; 'and wondn't it be 
better for you to stop here with ue, and take 
share of what we have — and we 'U always 
^ve you the best of it ~ than to be 
going away seeking your fortune agun ; 
maybe to lose it all again, when yon had it 
just made — and periiapsnotto save the life 
either, so well as yon did nowf With that 
the captain turned, and looked at him for a 
little } and—' It's few n-ould make the ofier, 
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Tim,' Bays be ; ' and I thank you for it as 
mach M if I took it ; but I hare a wife and 
eiuldmn that don't know where I &m, and 
to work for them is my duty. I have a 
little left BtiU, and, with that and my own 
work, we'll do well enough, plase God.' 
* Then, air,' aaya 'Km, ' if it's go you will, 
God forbid I should keep what's joni wife's, 
and your children's, from them. Here,' 
says be, opemng the chest, and showing a 
big bag, 'here is what doHais and money 
was sared from the wreck ; they're all 
yours, we know, from what we heard you 
say ; and, if wa could give you back the 
goods, we would too ; but Out you must 
take with you, when you go — and God 
send you luck with it, whereTsr you go !' 
And, 'AuHU,' says all the family, but one. 
Well, the. captain was twice as tttankfa] as 
he was before-:— and promised he'd never 
forget it; and forgave them t^e rum, and 
sugar, and the goods. And, says he — 
'That^s more than my own countrymen 
would do for me, if I was wrecked on their 
coast ; but it's trying to get the vessel 
wrecked, they 'd be.' And so they asked 
what he meant ; and he told them how, 
wlien he was mate of a rassel, they were in 
a gale of wind, off the coast of Cornwall, 
and saw another riup's light, as they 
thought, before them, and steered after it ; 
and the ship went ashore ; and he and some 
of the bands got into s small boat, and were 
drifted ashore, a long way off; and how, 
next morning, when they tried to get oppo- 
ute where the vessel was wrecked, they 
found that all of Uteir comrades th&t got 
ashore alive were mnrdeied, and all the 
wreck plundered; and they'd have been 
murdered, loo, but that there was a magis- 
trate with some soldiers down on the beach 
that saved them ; and they found Ukat the 
light was no ship's light, but only an old 
hiMse that the people got, and tied a lantern 
to his tail, and spancelled him, and drove 
him along shore ; and it was a way they 
had in Oat country. And many other 
stories he told them. And tiie next day, he 
went away ; and, for a long time, they used 
to hear from him, now and then, and get 
presents from him, uid hear he was getting 
on well ; bnt, at last, they did not hear of 
him for a long time, and thought he was 
lost. About that very time, there came a 
eonple of bad seasons together ; and Cour- 
nane'a crops were scant, and a blast came 
over his cattle, and many of them died, and 
Btan were drownded or cliftod, and things 



were getting bad with him ; and just that 
minnte the landlord took to raise his rei 
and, every way, he was going down in the 
world. There was a daughter's husband o:' 
hie, that lived with him, a blatk-minded 
kind of man, that was the only one tl 
didn 't say " Amen," when he wished Cap- 
tain Killick luck with the money, and was 
never Kghtly satisfied with any tiling, 
but he would be always complaining and 
grumbling, until the neighboare called. h' 
' Shawn Grownuith,' which means ' grumb- 
ling Jack ;' and he grumbled twice as much 
at that — and, of course, the more he 
grumbled, the more they took delight in 
calling it to him. This fellow would never 
let Coumane alone, unM he gave the dollars 
back to the captain ; and used be saying, 
he 'd want them some time or other, and be 
sorry for parting with them. And now 
when the trouble came, you may be sore 
didn't spare Iiim, but worried the life fairly 
out of the poor man. It was the month of 
March, just coming .on Ladyday ; and if 
Coumane hadn't the rent ready to the 
minute, he was to be served with notice^ 
and, of course, would be turned out without 
any mercy. And, as he was utting ( 
day, thiuking on what lie would do, this. 
Grumbling Jack begins to bullyrag him 
again about tlie money he gave the captain 
l>ack, and telling him how comfortable he 
would be now, if he hod kept it ; and, at 
last, the poor man says, ' Well, leave me 
alone, Jack,' says he ; ' the money's gone, 
and I wish I had it back in any way, if 
'twas only to stop your month ; bnt I fear 
there's not much chance of that I wish 
that captain would send us as much 
would pay the rent any way, and we 'd i 
give him the rest,' says he. 'I'm afeard 
you 'U wait long enough till h« sends you the 
money,' says Grumbling Jack : ' but sure he 
taught you how you 'd have a chance of get- 
ti:^ some, if you 've only courage to try." 
* What do you mean, man 7' says'K^urnane. 
' What I mean is plain enongh,' says Jack, 
' and it's long enough (^ you 'd do it, if 
you weren't a fool. . There's two large 
vessels come into the bay this morning ; and 
now the Bqoinoctials are blowing, and 
they '11 be obliged to run up the bay ; and, 
if we tie a lanthom to your ould horse and 
spancel him, and turn him out, the way the 
captain said, each of them will think it's the 
light aboord the other that he sees; and 
we'll have them both in the thrap before 
morning, or one of them at least ; and then 
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we 'II hare » chftoee of getting man than 
yoa garfl to th&t captain, lika B big £mL' 
' God forgiv* ypn, Jaak i' mji the old man. 
' Is it a mardoHi you want to make nu V 
tmy» be. ' Burs, Un 'i it better than to bi a 
beggar r e^ye Jack] *and what murder U 
it to ti« a lanthora ta an Quid horM'i tail, 
that would be ipanoalled and turned to 
grasel — but 'twould bt tan thouaniul mni' 
dsr* to lose the farm, and tbe itock, uid 
b« turned out to beg the woiid wid«>' ^Lb4 
ho went on till the old nan was fairly 
botiier«d : — and — ' Let 'tae alone,' aaya he, 
* and honld that tongue of youn that navw 
had a pleasant word on it yet j and I 
(Aaige yon nera* ta presmne to talk of the 
likea to me again.' And io he weot away j 
sndeayH Jack to himsalf, 'He didn't tell 
•w Dot to do it — Mily I don't know what 
to do for a lanthorn'— and away he went, 
poMug about, mighty lerloue] but, ae it 
woe always the way with him, it woa 
nothing good that he wu thinking about, 
but qnite the eontrary. 

"Well, dr, that TeryereniBglt cameen to 
blow pretty fresh, and befcre dark it was a 
Ngnlar hurricane t and the family w«t« 
fitting down eating the potatoes, when all of 
a Budden Coumane missed Gnunbling Jack, 
and he asked where he was [ (for he was 
always mm to bo first in at meals, and to eat 
more than any two of the others, though all 
the time he'd be talking and abusing the Tsry 
potatoes he'd be putting Into his moath-~«nd 
•igna by, they never throro with him, for 
he was always a yallow, hungry-looking 
wretch ;) but no one know any thing about 
hfan, till one of the childer said they saw him 
riding the ould hoive off to the priest's that 
day, but wouldn't t<U what he wanted, only 
said maybe he wouldn't be home until late, 
and not t« be waiting fbr him ; and so they 
thought BO more about it, but ata their sup- 
per and went to bed ; for the night waa so 
bad they thought, of conrse, that Jack would 
■top out at the street* near the ohapel — all 
but ould Tim, that was uneasy In his mind 
when he remembered what Aey had been 
talking about in the morning,.and couldn't 
sleep. And so he sat up by the fire smotdng 
by himself, and all tbe rest of them snoring 
•bout him, until it wae getting into the 
morning, and the gale was Jnst at its height, 
when there came some one to the door and 
tried the latch ; and when whoever it w^s 
fo^nd that it vras fastened within— for they 
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put » ^ade again' it wbm tiiey went to M 
—they put their iboDldeiB t4 it ind bnb* 
tb« ould door off th« biugeai wut in ttuy 
ume, two men drewwd like «siIot«, w4 aU 
wet and tirtd ; aad, when the fint of tbm 
saw ould Tiin, bo callg «nt 'Fathwl' muI 
c»tehet hint Msnd tlu neak, wd be^na 
Boreeahing and roariag till he woki tho 
whol« family t and be fell to kiaaing the old 
man u if it were' a party giri ha bad, inalMid 
of an ouU fellow, with a goaf e^ldn bwg on 
blm, and the dndtiueenf jammed faat in bis 
montb—^or ha didn't gat time to take it out, 
bol vnu half aboked nith tha arooko befoi* 
hs aould get loose | and when ha did, * It 
that my sod, Pat?— and what brings you 
here now, and dressed that way I' aays ba. 
—^ I'm yoor son, Pat, and I'm dressed this 
way, bsoaose Pm seoond mat* 'board a ship, 
witii one Captain KiUiok, if yen know him i 
and that^s what brought me hare ; and all 
bands must coma down to tbe shor* with oio, 
for fsar any thing wcmld happen ) for •he's 
in tha bay to-mgbt.' With that, all got 
up I and, while titey were putting on th«m, 
P*i said a few words to his wife and diildren, 
and than away they set down to tha duu« 
together. It was blowing harder every 
minute, and they could soarosly get along ; 
but, by dint of craeping,' they made a littla 
way, and, just as they got out of tbe sbaltoi 
of the garden ditch, 'Sail, hoi' sayi the 
other saUor that came wiUi Pat i 'I wo her 
light off here, just on a line with (he gap, 
and she aeems t« be alanding to tiie north' 
ward,' says he. So, whan he pointed U out, 
— ' God forgive us, that light's on the top of 
the Cliff,' says onld Tim ; and then his mind 
misgave hira about Grumbling Jack, and 
' For the lore of God, boys, run that way, a 
couple of ye, and see, wW it is,' says ha. 
Jnst then it moderated a little between two 
squalls, and a eouple of tha youngir men 
made for the light, and the seoond sailor 
with them j and the net want straight down 
towards the shore ; and, as they went along, 
they saw the light begin to move very fast 
all of a sodden, and then it went out all at 
onee ; and then, aa if in a minute, tha storm 
eeaeed, and the etouds dispersed, and it be- 
eame quite lightsome like, wlUi tbe gray of 
the morning. ' I'm thinking that ligfat was 
there for no good,' says Pat ; 'it must have 
been something more than eommon, or the 
gale wouldn't st«^ so soon after It went ont ; 
bnl here, we'ra od the beach.* And, sum 
onongh, when they got down, they saw the 
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ship k diort dift&nM from them, juat sUnding 
off the land ; uid, aa tha weather wu mode- 
lating sverjr minuta, (ha made a good tack 
off into the bay, and ths day oame on quita 
nlm sod beautiful ; and tiiere aha lay, and 
they watching her far lome time, until the 
young men that went aft«r the light cama 
down to them, looking mightily graTe, 
entirely. 'What ails ye, boyii' says ould 
Tim; 'a&dwhat'Hcomeofthelight?' 'Oh' 
then, that wai Uie bad light for some people,* 
say* one of the lada. ' What do you mean V 
■aya they, all at onoe. ' Come this way, and 
you'll aee,' layi be — and they did, and enre 
enough when they eome round a ooruer of 
the rook, there, at the bottom of one of the 
higheit cllfie, wae the ould horse lying dead, 
irith tile lanthom the priest used to hare to 
take out at night with him, when he was 
going to a dck call, tied to his tiul, and 
Grumbling Jack lying near him, all smashed 
to pieces, and the life juat in him enough for 
him to be able to speak. And his stoiy wae 
soon told ! — He went to the priest's to bor- 
row the lanthom, pietending be wanted to 
fet«fa the doctor man to some of the family, 
and tied it round the ould borae'e tul, and 
was driving bim along the cliff, spancelled, 
for a false light to the resseU ; and when he 
heard the boys that were sent to see what it 
was, Bpeaking, he got frightened, and took off 
the spancel, and got on the horse to gallop 
away ; but the ould horse was bliud, and 
took him over the clitF; and he died in about 
half an hour, screeehing for the priest ; and 
they say bis ghost is seen every stormy night 
driving a headless horse along that very eUff. 
And he was the only one that ever set up a 
false light at Ross Beh— and tha^s how he 
■nfiered for It. And wasn't it cnrlous, sir, 
how Pat came in Just at that minute — for 
he'd been put ashore in the morning with 



the odier man, that was from Killoylin, to 
go Me his family ; and they loitered on their 
way firom Coonunna to Rosa Beta, and bo 
they came in ao lateT" 

" But ths rest of the family, and Captain 
Killick — what became of tbran V aaid I. 

"Oh, sir, all I heard more, was Just the 
end of the children's story — that ' they lived 
as happy as ths day was long ;' and if they 
didn't, that you and I may 1 — It's dry work 
this atory-taUIng — will I play you a tune 
now, sir?" 

" Take this first, Gansey t" said I, hand- 
ing him a seoond tumbler of punch ; having 
consumed which, he was commencing to tune 
his pipes, when interrupted by the driving 
up of the " Valentia steam," as ths outside 
car conveying goods and passengers between 
Klllamey and CaUreiveen is denominated. 
Finding that Ganeey and his son were pro- 
ceeding to the latter place in this vehicle, in 
order to ksdat at some merry-making, I 
determined also to travel by It ; and,moufiting 
Begleyonmy pony, tookmy place accordii^ly, 
much to the delight of Jack Bcannell, the 
driver, who having, hitherto, had no cargo 
more profitable to him than my heavier 
luggage, with which he could hold no con- 
verse, and from which he could expect no 
payment of 'driver's fees,' had hitherto 
entered thb as a blank day, so far as his 
private puTH was concerned. We proceeded 
from Wales's for about a mile, towards tlie 
foot of a conical hill covered with thriving 
plantations, belonging to, and planted by the 
present Lord Headly; then turned to the 
left along the banks of the river " Beh," from 
which the glen and promontory derive their 
names; crossing which, a couple of miles 
higher up, by a newly erected bridge, I found 
myself, for tile first time, fturly within the 
precincts of Iveragh, 



BLANCHE DELAHESB. 



BuHCHB,CocnnEsi op Dblivere, was " the 
■coidentof an accident ;" and one exceedingly 
mortifying and provoking to the noble lady 
whose pure Norman stock she seemed sent 
into the world as if on purpose to tunt with 
the adtnixtare of her plebelaa blood. 



The father ef Blanche Oenglaaa Yafet 
Delamere, had been the only mrviving repre- 
sentative, almost the only living relative, and 
the sole heir to the long accumulating honours 
of a very ancient and still wealthy funily, now 
represented by Marguerite Blanche Bade- 
gunde Hilda, Connteat of Delamei^ a Peeress 
in her own right. 
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lu very early youth, when just entered at 
Oxford, a high-Bpirited and ingeuuoue, though 
a proud and wayward boy, the Honourable 
George Delanere had become paBUonately 
enamoured of a very lovely, ingraUating, and 
well-educated girl, who, by the ill favour of 
her ators, had been promoted to the perilouB 
ofiice of leader and amanuensis to the Coun- 
teBB, his grandmother ; and who, until " the 
low and degrading attachment" was sur- 
mised, had, from her meekneaa of aubmiaaion 
and sweetness of mannerfl, been rather a 
favourite with her haughty ptttroness. The 
origin of the beautiful Margaret Yates was 
no loftier than being the fondly cherished 
and only child of the widowed pastor of Stoke 
Delamerp, himself the descendant of an. old 
stanch race of respectable north-country yeo- 
men, some of whom were now becoming opu- 
lent, from having early engaged in the cotton 



When the guilt of the youthful culprits 
had been folly detected, and it was ascer- 
t^ned that the heraldic readittffs, for which 
the Honourable George all at once took so 
violent a fancy, had been followed by stolen 
interviews in the gardens, and way-layings 
in the glades and dingles of the park, tbrough 
which Margaret passed on her weekly visit to 
her father, tiie Countess summoned the youth 
to her presence. She received him in the 
libraiy in baronial stale, and witli the gran- 
deur, dignity, and severity of the times when 
aristocratic parente were the stately tyranta 
of their children, the children bating or dis- 
sembling slaves. The guilt and audacity of 
him ! a boy, a child ! meditating insult or 
injury to a young person under the protec- 
tion of her roof, one of her household t Im- 
mediately about her person I was duly expa- 
tiated upon by the Countess. 

"Insult, injury to Margaret I" exclaimed 
the arraigned youth, indignantly. 

" Presumptuous boy ! this tone to me ! " 
returned the Countess, the blood of the Dela- 
meres rushing to her knitting and throbbing 
brows: "Is the seduction and ahame of a 
virtuous girl, however low be her rank, no 
insult to me, no degradation to you V 

The eyes of the youth flashed wildfire. 

"What wretch has abused your ear, 
madam? The love of her guardian angel 
is not more pure towards Margaret Yates 
than is mine. That I lore her is most true ; 
that I hope to deserve — to win — her lov^ 

most true ; but that " 

. fThe boy is mad!" cried the Countess^ 
sternly. " Do you, young ar, remember who 



you are, and in whose presence you stand 1 

If you forget^ I cannot. fftr love ! win 

her love I away, sir ; your tutors have bean 
negligent. Tills boyishfollymust be whipped 
out of yon," [This taunt to the proud heir 
of the Delameres, a man of eighteen, a lover 
of three months !] " It shall be my taak to 
command the girl her duty." 

The lofty dame rung the large silver bell 
which stood on the table before her easy 
chair, or rather her throne of judgment, and 
Margaret was ordered up in thoughtleas, 
passionate haate. The Conntess was not a 
woman of conciliation or management. She 
could not be made to understand, how a Dela- 
mere, a peeress in her own right, one of a 
race ennobled aa long as the De Booses and 
the De Cliffords, should not cany all points 
with a high hand, or by her sovereign ple»- 

The pale and trembling girl, consdence- 
atruck, and inexpressibly alarmed, glided 
slowly into the room, like a doomed thing. 
Tears were her only answer to the abrupt 
and contumelious questionings of the Coun- 
tess ; and the sobbing, reiterated words, 
"Forgive me, niy lady; forgive me; suffier 
me to return to my poor father!" was &11 
she could utter. 

"Margaret, wiiy forgiveness?" said the 
rebel lover, walking up to the girl's ude : 
" Is it, then, a crime to love me ? But yov 
do not love me ; you contemn me, ^un me, 
perhaps hata me ; while 1 " The sen- 
tence was interrupted by IHargaret's imploring 
glance,as, for one momeut,ahe raised hersweet 
eyes to her impetuous lover, full of tender 
reproach, and of inextinguishable love. That 
look's electricity was instantly felt by one 
who, if she had ever knoivn, must have long 
outlived the softening remembrances of the 
pasdon whose excess it spoke. 

"Are we to have a love-scene rehearsed 
in my very presence 1 " cried the Conntess, 
starting from her chair. " Begone, audacious 

boy ! on your duty I command yon '. 

The bold companion of your folly shall be 
fitly cared for. Gracious heavens ! for what 
sin of mine or of my fathers' is this strojce 
sent upon tny house in my old age \ " 



" Blood of the Mirabels ! ',' sud the jocular, 
witty, and impudent new-come London foot- 
man to the three giggling housemaids and 
the young under-laundress, as they sat over 
their double ale in the servante' hall, about 
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two boon After the ocene de«crib«d above,- 
"what a kippage my lulj was in ! and what 
a nunpna up stairs 1 Mr. George off like the 
whiilwind, &B if the deuce wen after him, 
while it is only the chaplain to fetch him 
back ; and Hiss Yates, poor thing, cryiog 
and packing her bandbox. Can't say why 
the lad ahonld put out hia eyes to a pretty 
girl, or ung dumb when he hai a parable 
to put forth to her, because the old 'un is as 
proud as Lncifer'a bride." 

"It's very Macious, though, of a poor 
Hethodisf 8 daughter to go for to think of 
being a ' my lady,' " remarked the elder 
housemaid. 

" But they say she won't or wonld not 
have him ; and I'm sure she always runs 
out of his way as if the red bull were after 
her, when she sees him in the Chestaot 
Avenue, for I see'd that mysel'," added the 
yonnger girl. 

" Poh '. all make believe of yon skittish 
ladies. Miss Molly," replied the footman, 
archly : " run tiiat yon may be pursued and 
caught behind the bush." 

" Well, if 1 weTe a young gentleman, or e 
young lord," said the youngest and prettiest 
of tlie housemuds, " I wonld follow my own 
fancy, and marry ever a pretty girl I liked, 
whatever my grandmother said, though with 
never a shift" — she corrected herself hastily 
— " chemUe to her back." 

" Oh lie. Miss Betty," interrupted the foot- 

u], smiling wickedly and archly ; and the 
young and really pure-minded girl blushed s 
a supposed breadi of delicacy ; while Miss 
MoUy, afiectedly pushing the town-bred 
valet, cried, " Go, you nan^ty fellow I " 

" I mean I wonld rather marry for love 
than looney, any day," added the young 

" Bravo 1" cried Harry, in honour of this 
generous sentiment from a very pretty ^rl. 
" And make pretty Hiss Yates ' my lady,' 
Ttither than ever a one of that skinny, dun, 
Lady Honoria, my lady wishes to tie my 
Lord George to ; and she is an old puss loo." 
There was here a ride-glance at Miss Molly, 
head Aroom of the chunbers in Val Cmcis 
Abbey ; and Harry laughed and Betty 
giggled. 

" Had she but a few drqw of good blood 
1 her TMns, our Oeorgt might do worse," 
eontinned the free and easy gentleman's 
gentleman. 

"Blood hen, blood there," sud the pro- 
vitwial under-cook, "the blood without the 
EOet won't make the dumplin'. And Mr, 



ncle, is as rich as Cruises ; 
)ore, by them factories of 



Jervb Yates, her 
and a-coining o' 

"And neither chick nor child but herself 
among the Yateses ; and were she once a 
'my lady,' never a poor soul of his kin 
would handle a stiver of the fortune the 
nigger is grinding out o' the faces o' the 
poor," said the laundress, who had great 
local knowledge of the district in which Mr. 
Yates was flourishing. 

"Ay,ay," added the north-country under- 
cook, " ilka one lards the fat pig's tall. But 
I reckon if Lord George got Jervis Yatetf 
forten, they might keep a deoenter table 
for poor servants, and no ha' the house- 
keeper's longnose for ever a-pokinginthedrip- 
ping can ; so I'wys — Amen to the match ! " 
" Suppose, ladies, we drink to the good 
luck of the match," cried the gallant Harry. 

" But, gracious, not in more of that 
nasty, heavy, fat ale," said Betty. 

"A pitcher of stingo is drink for a 
squire," cried the under-cook and brewer of 
the Abbey. 

"Faugh I" njoined the refined Harry, 
producing a bottle of old and choice 
claret ; and the happy marriage of " oar 
QmrgB and Miss Yates," was toasted by 
"the ladies" in the best vintage of the 
Countess's cellar. 

Before this nvel was concluded below 
stairs, the Conntess had conferred above 
with her chaplain. Afterwards she con- 
sulted with her woman, and finally her 
pillow; and the result was, that Mai^;aret 
should, as a measure of prudence and 
safety, nmain at the Abbey, while her 
lover was to be sent to London till his 
college term. 

The Countess repented the hasty explana- 
don into which her temper (she said her feel- 
ings) had hurried her. But George was still 
a boy, whom the first glimpse of the world, 
of good society, and of well-bom women, and 
even elegant women of pleasure, wonld show 
his folly and bad taste ; and the " audacious 
hns^" must be taught her duty. " What 
is Mr. Geoige but a child ? " said the lady's 
maid. " Heaven bless him 1 a men child. 
A amtian of seventeen is more than a match 
for a iiy of nineteen, at any time, let alone 
one having the arts of our sly Misa Mar- 
garet." 

The hopes of the Countese — if it were 
posMble to believe that she calculated upon 
the pleasures and aeductions of the capital 
leading her grandson to forget his plebeian 
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but virtDt-itnngthsning ftttaehmtnt— wbm 
folly sccomplubed. GMige Oslamere, liber- 
aUy supplied iritb money, and Bnrrounded 
by temptations, plunged into the vidoua ex- 
ces^s of young men of his T&nk ; and, among 
her other BufFsringa and mortifications. Mat' 
garet had goon the miwry of hearing the 
chaplain and his pattonew diacusB the gay 
follies of the high'ipiritad youth, who vindi- 
cated the blood of the Delameret on the turf, 
at the gaming-table, and in every faahionable 
haunt. Ui« lettera to Margaret, which it 
had cost her such agony of appreheiiBion to 
receive, became tborter and mora rare ; and 
alarm for the detection of the correapondenoe 
was lost iu a faaling tenfold more bitter, 
when few Istten came. Those few were, 
indeed, ever Idnd — or she tri»d to think W>— 
CTsr delicate ; and Margaret felt that all hope 
was not lost, that hia heart could not ba 
wholly changed, while he Bparad her those 
details of the f<uihionable scenes in which he 
was engaged, which be dutifully related to 
hia grandmother, especially when he wanted 
a fresh remittance. 

The agony of the Indian tied to the stake 
could not be more exquisite than the torture 
of the poor girl, compelled to control her 
feelings, and read and re-read these epistles 
to her conscious tormenter. 

If, as we have swd, the object of the Conn- 
ten of Delamere had been to wean bet heir 
from hii ignoble attachment, by plunging 
him into scenes of dis^pation, it waa amply 
fulfilled. Before be waa of age, the Honour- 
able George had been three times " mined," 
and twica had hisdebte pud. If bis ineeused 
noble grandame ventured to remonstrate 
against bis profligacy and extravagance, the 
ready and careless apolf^y was, tba^ in 
lefasing to consent to bis union with Mar- 
garet Yatea, she had sacrificed the happiness 
of his life to her beartleBS pride, and he cared 
not what oama neit. Such observations 
rendered the Countess doubly indignant ; and 
for some months she had broken off aU In- 
tarconrsa with her heir. 

Poor Margaret was now to experience 
another stage of misery, when six weeks 
pasaad, and no tidings of any sort came from 
her h}ver; and when his former "cmel 
letters " would have been comparative bliaa 
to the torturing anxiety, the yewning aua- 
pense of her present condition. No one in 
the Abbey now knew much of the prodigal 
heir of Delamere, eave, perhaps, the eteward 
and the lower servants. He bad been on 
th« Continent ; he was said to have gone to 



the Oraek Isl««. The newspapers, gently- 
ministering to the tuft-hunting propenrities 
of John Bull, who takes iueh a devouring 
interest in the movemente of t^ Faahionable 



Howbray, now here, now there ; and Harry, 
the oracle of the aarvanta'-hail, avouched 
" that the chap had some spnuk in him after 
all — showed blood." 

The second table dlaonsaed tiie affair mora 
respectfully and gravely ; and the Countess 
Hai^usrite and tits ohaplain held dally 
synods and council* on the gloomy prospecU 
of the House of Delamere. 

"A dashing affair," announced to the 
honsemaids by Master Harry, about this 
time, deeply incensed the Countess, and alio 
created an immense sensation in the Fashion- 
able World. The Honourable George had, 
one night, by misteke, carried off a brilliant 
foreign singer in the first blaae of her fame, 
who was claimed a* wife by some Other 
foreigner, who, at least, appropriated hei 
salary in the character of husband. In tiie 
first heat of sorrow and anger, the old Coun- 
tess pansed-upon the propriety of yielding to 
the wishes of tbe headstrong youth, before 
he had utterly mined the healtii and prin- 
ciples of the representative of the Delameres, 
painful and deplorable as the contemplated 
sacrifice was. What was her unfeigned a»- 
tenishment, her glowing Indignation, to hear 
the humble pastor, summoned to her augoat 
preeenoa, emphatically declare, that, although 
he tWTer would force hie daughter's inclina- 
tions, yet so tar as legitimate paternal influ- 
ence might go. It Aonld be the duty of his 
life to warn Margaret against tbe misery and 
degradation of an alliance with George Dela- 
mere, until he was a changed man. Ha 
added, "that he tnurt«d te his daughter's 
good prindples and strength of mind enabling 
ber eoon to eradicate every trace of her mis- 
plaoed and nnhappy attachment." Tba 
dlent thongb bitter tears of Margaret gave 
hut faint confirmation of these hopes ef her 
father. This night he sarried her with him 
to his humble home — tiie mortified and angiy 
Countess felt, as If in triumph. 

"That insolent, beggarly, puritanical 
parson," said she to ber chaplain, " has pride 
enou^ for a cardinal. Will not even my 
coronet content his ambition for his off- 
spring!" And the name of father and 
dangbter were forbidden ever to be again 
mentioned within the walls of the Abbey. 
Whatever might have been the effect of this 
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intiM TiiitatiMi «a til* hadtii of 
postBT, it i* Mrtain that ha did nat long i 
Tira it. Bm di«d of a farer, Mn^t in Tiiit- 
ing a poor parishioner ; and hi* <ffplian 
dAnghtar was tmufanad to the can of her 
waaithj unci*, Hr. Jarria Yataa. 

Uaanfftula, the rebellloiu heir wM osee 
moM fotgiran and taken into favour t and 
all hfa debta, whether »f honour or dithononr, 
were onoe again diwharged. As hii oppoal- 
tioa to erery matrimoniBl oTertnn continued 
u reiolate aa otct, and hia name, at thia 
time, wa* loo maoh up to make him, without 
going through some intermediato etate of 
penance and purification, an acceptable 
match fa tiie gtaat but poor ariatoeratic 
familj, to one of whoae fire marriageable 
danghteia hia grandmother wiehed him to 
throw the handkerchief. It was settled that 
he abould, for a time, eojoum in the Eaat, as 
an attaeki to an old familj Mend, lately 
appointed ambassador to the Porta. 

Chance led George Delamere, ImineAatelr 
before bis departore, t« attend the eounty 
raoea, where again clkance Introduced him to 
his old acquaintance, Hr. Jervia Yale* — a 
coaraa and unpolished link in tlu etenitric 
chain cf hia fondest and pnreat aaaodations. 
" Conld she loTe me sUll, all unworthy as I 
am % " was hia painful yet tender thou^t ; 
and he felt that Margaret could I . The acci- 
dental InTitation of Hr. Jerris Yatea was 
gladly accepted ; and where mudi lore was, 
there came fall forgirenesH. How willing 
was Margaret to listen to those half apologies, 
andhalf, and indeed very slight explanations; 
and to beliere that seduetire example, and 
the snares of the wicked and decritfnl world, 
had, for a tranaitoiy moment, only for a 
moment, led him astray, who protested, and 
truly protested, that, in his wildeat aberra- 
tions, he had ne»er ceased to lore her I — 
and how blest the gradation of her softening 
feelings, from the pnmd, silent indignation 
with which the neglected girl met bim, through 
the silent, weeping legretsthat such tilings had 
been — into ftill reconcilement and renewal 
of loTe and confidence — Into a dream almost 
aa ecstatic aa that of the few untroubled 
moments of their early paation I 
I There was now no bigh-prlnelpled and 
wiae father to oppose the warnings of wisdom 
and doty to the wishes of the loreis. In 
the East, Mr. Delamere felt that he should 
be spared the sound of the fashionable worid's 
dnad and withering laugh, still so appaUing 
to him ; and Margaret gladly saw how die 
night for years escape the more dread pm- 



ssnaa of tiiat awful lady lAe had baan aa tha 
Nightmare of her young aziatance. 

The only indirldual wholly dstigbtad with 
the hurried marriage, was, psriiapa, Ht. 
Jervis Yatas, whose ambition was graUAad 
at his uieoe becoming a Coontess in ptoapeel^ 
uponauyterms. Itwaa In his carriags that the 
fugitivea repaired to Scotland ; it was he who 
doubled tha allowance to the new Honourable 
Mr*. George Delamere, of the paltry £1R00 
a-year, withdrawn from her grsndeon by the 
Countess, in the first impulse of impotent 
fury i and it was also Mr. Jerris Yates against 
whom the fond and meekly-enduring yowtg 
wife could feel, rather thut perceive, that tha 
B^nnadi of her arietooratic partner rose, eTan 
while he aoeepted the low-bom man's beoeflto. 



Tsa disobedient axilea had besn for nearly 
two years In Syria' — for Delamn* had 
apeedily disengaged himself from hia dlplo~ 
matie appointment — when Hr. Yatea wrote, 
that the aerious illness of the Oountesa 
opened a near proapeet to the brilliant aue- 
eeasion. The tidings came too late. Dela- 
mere, an altered and a sadder man, was, ere 
they reached him, dtUly watching either by 
an Infant's cradle, or by a solitary grare 
under the Cedars of Lebanon — a graTe, 
whither dsTOted affection for himself had 
hurried the gentle and endearing ereatnre, 
who, in teaching him to lore, had first taught 
him all the charm, and now all the misery 
and nothingness of life. Mrs. Delamere, in 
attending on her husband under an attack of 
the plagnc, it4ien Mends, attendants, and 
even physicians had abandoned them, inh- 
sequentiy sank under the ftjghtful malady, 
from which her husband reoovered ; haring, 
as he felt, paid her lih for his. Their In- 
fant had been receiTcd into the family of the 
nearest European Consnl, and Delamere 
abandoned himself to solitude and sorrow. 
Yet was not this time misspent. 

It was during tliis melancholy period, 
that^ In perudn^ tiie Jonnials of his wife — so 
ftiU, fmn earliest girlhood, of himself — and 
the familiar letten and private papers of her 
father, that the high-born Delamere obtuned 
the first pereeption of a Tirtne which trana- 
cended all his previous Ideas. The high- 
minded int^rity, and simple, self'Sustainlng 
dignity of the hnmbb pastor ; the gentle 
forbearanee, the unfailing tendemesa — pure 
amanationa of the nnbonnded lore of her he 
had not learned ftilly toappiedata until she waa 
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le to him now like heavenly 
revelationB. How anworthy had he been of 
80 noble, BO ill-appieciated a creature ! — yet 
how wretched to have lost her ! How low 
seemed now the standard of the false world's 
morality, its honours, and its ambitions, 
compared with that placed before him in the 
trritings of his humble. Christian father-in- 
law I He soon began to suspect that his 
dislike or antipaUty to Mr. Jervis Yates 
might be the effect of aristocratic prejudice ; 
for was not he the brother of this meek- 
minded and high-hearted man ? — and, in the 
sudden recoil of his feelings, he appointed 
Mr. Yatea of Bellevue Park, and his own 
friend the Consul, the guardians of the 
rights and'person of his infant heiress. 

The birth of the infant Blanche bad been 
duly and dutifully intimated to the Countess, 
her august great-grandmother, who deigned 
no reply. Her only congratulation had been 
an angry remark to her chaplain npon the 
"impudence and prssamption of bestowing 
one of the favourite female names of the 
Delameres upon Miss Yates* base-bom brat," 
while she threw him the letter. That pru- 
dent and excellent person knew better Uian 
that the child was base-born ; but he had no 
desire to cause his patroness another of those 
ambiguous fainting-fits, which might have 
proved fatal to his hopes of the good living, 
for which, through a dozen years, he had 
sorely laboured. 

It was from the newspapers, soon after- 
wards, that the Countess litst learned that 
" the bane of her life and of lier house," as she 
termed poor Margaret, was no more : — 
" Dead or alive, I should never have acknow- 
ledged that intriguing and ungrateful minion 
as his wife ; nor tlie oflspring of a clandestine 
Scottish marriage as the heiress of Delamere," 
was her funereal lament. 

iter hopes of the re-appearing glory of 
" her house " revived with the deatli of Mar- 
garet. Delamere was not yet twenty-three — 
and widowers of twenty-three, in alt ranks, 
and however afBicted, are generally found 
consolable. Yet strange reports came home 
about his habits ; nor were those who knew 
him best, surprised to hear that the wayward 
and eccentric heir of the Deiameres — a man 
of violent passions and enthusiastic feelings 
— had, npon the death of his wife, and his 
own narrow escape from death, become 
devout, if not a gloomy ascetic, buried for life 
in one of the monasteries of Sinai. It was 
in vain that his grandmother lepeatedly 
wrote, u^ng bis letnm ; in YtHa employed 



the influence of the ambassador, and, finally, 
of the Snblime Port«, to drive the rebel to 
England, and to " his duty to his religion and 
his house." 

Mr. Jervis Yatos indirectly co-operated in 
urging the same measure ; for, though the 
old lady, surrounded by chaplain, surgeon, 
steward, " own maid," housekeeper, and cook, 
all alike deeply interested in her preservation, 
seemed to bear a charmed life, it was medi- 
cally if not morally certain, that she must 
pass off suddenly at last, and perhaps shortly ; 
and therefore wise in her heir to be near tiit 
spot. Bellevue Park was quite at the com- 
mand of Mr. Delamere. 

The Countess despatched one letter, which 
she did not show even to her chaplain. It 
excited the deepest indignation in her grand- 
son, though it contained the magnificent 
offer, the rich bril>e, of instantly surrendering 
aU the honours and emolnmenta of her station 
to her heir, upon terms specified. " Heartless 
woman — Cold-blooded aristocrat I " was the 
exclamation of the gloomy Delamne, to hia 
friend, the wife of the ConsuL " And she 
would actoally strip herself of all those 
baubles and distinctions she prizes so highly, 
to gain her unworthy end ! Her hatred and 
prejudice have depraved her natural feelings, 
ae well as perverted her moral sense. Would 
slie have me dishonour the memory of my 
wife, and bastardize my child ; nay bribe 
me, by free license in vice, to tlie line of 
conduct which her idiotic pride exacts 1" 

He replied to the offer of the Countess 
rashly and resentfully, though sorrowfully ; 
and, in answer to one inanuaUon, stat«d, 
" that all the honours of English nobility 
could not wean him from a lonely grave in 
Syria ; nor all the Powers of Hell keep him 
from England, if the honour of hia wife's 
memory, and the rights of birth of her child, 
made his appearance needful there." The 
rage of the Countess, on the receipt of this 
letter, was unbounded. The measure of her 
hatred of her contumacious heir at last fairly 
exceeded that which she had entertained 
towards his submissive wife. 

Failing the infant Blanche, the honours 
of the lofty and far-deecended Deiameres 
reverted to a Lttle boy still at school in a 
remote town in Ireland, whither his mother, 
the poor widow of "aCaptun Delamere," 
bad retired from motives of economy. The 
degree of kindred was so distant, that only 
a herald or genealogical lawyer could have 
clearly reckoned it, but with the mother of the 
boy a communication was instantly opened. 
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The gnre in Syria wu not long solitaty ; 
and indurated as the feeling of the Caunteas 
•eeroed, in the fint revulBion and anguish of 
her heart for the loss of the last of her 
fkmiiy — of him who had been once the idol of 
her hopes — Bentimeuta lesemhling teudemess 
qirang np, and the claims of the infant 
BJanuhe might hare been favonralily con- 
sidered, save for the impertinent interference 
of tlie child's guardian and low-bom relative 
Jervis Yates, Esq., of Beilevue Park. 

"Do I not remember this paltry weaTer, 
when a lout of a boj, deeming it an honour 
to run through the mnddj lanes to open the 
gates for the lowest of my menials," said 
the haughty dame ; " while the boor, hb 
■ire, held the plough on his own Aelda, in 
better ordered times than these : times when 
erery churl knew at least his proper place." 

The question of legitimacy or illegitimacy — 
heiress or not heiress — now assumed a very 
grave aspect ; and soon Lancashire, the 
West Biding, and County Palatine, were 
fairly dirided into two bitter factions — 
of l^timists and illegitimists, aristocrats 
and democrats, BlaneMi»» anA Margtierita. 
Strange it was, that some of the plebeians 
declared loudly against the side of Ur. Jervis 
Yates ; while a few of the patricians pro- 
nounced the always eccentric Countess now 
fairly road. But these persons were of the 
new order whom she contemptuously denomi- 
nated "PtH'» Peer*," or "Pe? NicoUon'i 
Knightt" and only one degree better in 
birth and station than "Jerry Yates" him- 
self. 

ScTeral yearshadbeeuspent in the contest, 
and immense same of money lost on both 
sides ; bnt the suit still proceeded briskly 
and hopefully. The litigante were admirably 
pitted — the pride of purse, and much real 
respectability of chaiacter and good sense, 
however alloyed by pitiful ambition on the 
one hand, and extreme obstinacy, ignorance, 
and aristocratic hauteur on the other. 

The innocent object of this legal battle 
meanwhile still lived in happy ignorance 
in Syria, in the charge of the lady of the 
Consul, to whom her dying father had com- 
mitted her, and who had cherished her orphan 
childhood with maternal tenderness. It was 
not nntil the seventh year of the great suit, 
that, by the judgment of the Chancellor, the 
little girl in Syria was declared the legiti- 
mate child of the Hon. George Delamere, 
and consequently presumptive heiress to the 
Conntese, his grandmother. 

The Countess appealed to her peers— she 



wrote to Queen Charlotte with her own liand. 
She tried to stJr and warm the blood of the 
Howards, the Cavendishes, and Stanleys, 
and of whatever, as she said, was still worthy 
of the name of nobU in England, to sympa- 
thize with her wrongs — and in vain. 

"Little cared I for the deciuon of that 
petifog^ng, pitiful fellow, sprung from the 
dregs qS Uie people, who now carries the 
Great Seal of England," cried the ft^ntic 
lady; — "hut 1 did hope there was still 
enough of manhood and chivalry left among 
the Peers of England, to have protected a 
helpless and insulted woman, one of them- 
selves : — but no ! there is neither faith nor 
honour among them. I shake them off. 
The person of Marguerite Delamere shall 
never more darken the doors of St. James's 
Palace. From a Hanoverian Court, / or 
ntne had little te expect. But to this insult 
to a lonely, childless woman, the last of a 
bmve and noble race, the few real, though 
degenerate Peers of England hare consented ! 
What had I te look for from the descendants 
of Caetlemahie and NeUy Gywnn %" In her 
bhnd anger, the Countess vowed never again 
to stir beyond her park walls. England 
she excommunicated, together with its de- 
generate Peer^e. A happy diveruon of 
feelings which tended to madness, was con- 
trived by the chaplain, who suggested that, 
since the law had declared Blanche her 
heiress, she was entiUed to claim the care 
and education of the child — even as her 
nearest relative ; and she soon became as 
much excited in thwarting Mr. Jervis Yates 
in this affair, as in vituperating the degenerate 

Scarcely had the mansion and numerous 
mill-buildings of that gentleman ceased te 
blaze in honour of his legal victeiy, when 
he was compelled to surrender the Countess 
Blanche, as his domestics had been Instructed 
te coll her, to the care of her grandmother, 
as the Court oT Chancery directed. Blanche 
had, therefore, not been many months in 
England, when, in a carriage on which the 
arms of the Delaineres and Yateses were 
learnedly quartered, and, with a cortege that 
might have sufficed for a princess of the blood, 
the rich manufocturer, attended by his law- 
agent and counsel, conducted the bewildered 
child to her ancestral home in V9I Crucia 
Abbey. The party was received in form by 
the Countess, in the grand saloon or hftU. 
She was attended by her whole honsehold, 
from the chaphun downwards — all the men- 
•ervonts, being duly marshalled, with a few 
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nrat«6 and snpenHUHnrisa ftom Hm rtkblw 
and gsrdeni to Bwall tilt pageanb Tht 
««reinony of iurrendn and ncepticn wu 
grooe through with gnM pomp snd lolemiiltjr, 
to the ««peciftl wondermenfof HaMui, Mie 
Arab attendant of the fair child. 

It was to the hand of thb wild, awarthy, 
j)letiire«que-1ooking|)«rion, her fathn'a atUn- 
dant in the Detert, and her own guide aenwa 
the aeas, that the little Blanche elnnf but 



cloealy when desired to apprc 

her mndmamma. It wae 
rotind the neck of tiie kneeling Arab that 



the lad^ named her mndmamma. 



ehe wrapped her arm* In inoontrollable 
torrow, imploring him **to take her borne — 
back to her men home." 

Though DO one, mre Mr. Jerris Yates, 
knew one word of that plaiatire, wiling 
nieech, the spectator* were affected by the 
deep grief of the child. Hr. Yatea, whoM 
sense of propriety, and of the lofty presence 
in which he stood, b«^n to be scandalized 
at thii scene of violent sorrow between 
persmu bo dlsaimilar In condition as a fnture 
Conntesa of Delamere and an Arab ser?an^ 
at length Inteifered, somewhat abmptly, to 
end that prolonged weeping farewell, at which 
the old lady stared, haaghty and vacant ; 
while the child, nnaceustomed to contradlo- 
tion or control, looked angrily and defylngly 
towards her plebeian nnele, and nsolnttdy 
maint^ed her place by Hassan's (ride. 

Dr. Hayley, the soft-vdced chapMn, 
wfai^tered to his lady. Her features relaxed ; 
she looked more graeionsly to the indignant 
little ghrl, fancying she pereeired a small 
Raring of the swan-Uke neck, an indescrib- 
able proad turn of the aristocratic head, as 
Blanche looked pontingly and scomfnlly 
towards Mr. Jerris Yates. 

* The blood of the DelamePM " wae a»- 
Bnredly monnting In this small and degenerate 
^eimen of the race, and her ladyship haQed 
the rign. The chaplun and {he lady whis- 
pered again; and then the reverend personage, 
stepped forward, and in a very bland voice 
and coorteoas manner, informed the child 
that her kind grandmamma, the Counteee of 
Delamere, would receive Hassan into the 
household until she should become more 
familiarized with her new home. It was in 
the speaking eye of the Arab, that Blanche 
read the meaning of this speech, even before 
be interpreted It to her In French, and as 
rapidly and eagerly ottered his own thanks. 
The delighted child. Instantly comprehending 
what she had gained, and from whom, sprang 
as of impulse towards her noble relative, 



giaceftilly kissed her hands, and pressed them 
to herforebead and kissed them again. The 
stately lady waa taken by anipiise. She 
was alraost oSbcted. 

" What a lovely, graceful creature, and 
how very likal" was the whisper of the 
honsekeeper. 

The Counten, reeolleoting herself, drew 
np, saying coldly, " Enough, child ; " and 
At bowed Hr. Yatee and his counsel off, 
and gave orders that " Lady Blanche Dela- 
mere" should bo conducted to the nursery 
apartments prepared for her. The word^ 
the title, (albeit one of mere courtesy,) spoken 
in the hearing of his lawyers, half appeased 
the resenbnent of Mr. Jervie Yates, who 
shook hands with his grandniece, and, bowing 
profoundly, backed out of the Presence, and 
for years saw no more of his Intended 

The IttUe Blanche, on the insinuation of 
the chaplain, who, as usual, dined tete-d-t^te 
with the Countess, was sent for after the 
dessert had been placed on the table. Her 
costume was nngnlar, and her ways even 
mora "odd" than her eastern dress. Her 
Imperfeet English, and wild glances of shy- 
ness, of proud defiance, or of keen eerntiny, 
were pronounced boldness orsullenness. His 
Beverenoe judged better and more kindly; 
and good-naturedly ventnred to impute the 
child's shyness to her etrange position ; and 
advised that she should be let alone ; while 
his noble patroness mannderingly bewailed 
her own hard fate in being plagued vrith 
such a charge, and the desolato condition of 
the house of Delamere. 

A plato of dates served in the dessert, 
attracted the regard of Blanche. She fixed 
her eyes pastionatety upon them, burst into 
tears, and threw herself upon the carpet in 
an agony of sorrow. The chapl^n hastened 
to present her with some of the fmit, and 
she pressed fondly to her Hps and bosom the 
memorials of her home In the Desert. She 
was, by his caresses and signs, induced to 
eat ; and she soon emiled to him, and forgot 
her grief. The Countess Stared at the child 
in an amusing stote of perplexity. There 
was the creature she had wrested from the 
hands of Mr. Jervis Tates, — her grandson's 
child, decked out like a stage-player, and 
unable to sH upon a chair, like a Christian 
child, or to speak a word of English, — yet, 
alas ! the heiress of her house ! 

There was a ringular mixture of refined 
awkwardness and free, natural grace, in the 
looks, and motions, and attftudn of the child 
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ef the Desert; yet, it innit be owned, 
Blanche was indeed, at Uiii tim^mDch moie 
like a yoDDg gipay than a well-boni English 
girl. The chaplun found anniannent in 
watching her pioeeediDgt ; whila ahe, in 
tarn, eeemed t6 drinic in, with her eesrching, 
luatrona qree, the oonrenatian wliioh was 
maintained about herself and het parenta. 

Before lights bad been ordered, the win- 
dows of the small dining-room need by the 
Countess when alone, wn« tlirown open, at 
her demre, to admit Uia pnfnme of the tnbe- 
roeee, and other plants, arranged in Um ter- 
race which ran along this front of the Ablray, 
the Delameres being, aa she always oinerved 
when repeaUng the sain* order, " epionree in 
flower-scents." 

" And this little lady displays the heredi- 
tary taste," the chaplain ventured to nmark, 
as Blanche, recognising the flowers of her 
Syrian home, darted oat upon the terrace, 
kissed their petals, addressed them, fondly 
flitted about among them, like a butterfly, 
enjoying their beanty and odour, and finally 
sung to them a wild and low, but beautiful 
Btr^n, in some tongne, the Doctor said, "un- 
known at Cambridge." The stately lady wm 
somewhat mollified. She had baffled Mr.Yatea. 
Good digestion had waited an appetite ; and 
a few glasses of old Madeira, medically 
ordered, and strictly administered by the 
chaplain, had attended on both. He again, 
in the Rgnlar conree of hi* duty, at physician 
in ordinary,asbody-CDmandBeul-prMerv«r, 
filled her glass. 

" I am almost mro I have had my proper 
qnantity already, Doctor." The chaplain 
protested, and solicited ber attention to 
Blanche : — 

" Weil, really, it ie not an angraoeful, 
though forrign-looking, little eieatare — but 
all English children hare now goi a sad 
foreign air, and wear trousers ; — and if those 
Yaleses can be kept aloof— whieh mnst 

be " 

" Shan be ! " reiterated the emphatlo 

"If she Is properiy trained, and never 
hear nor snnnise one word of what is low in 
her descent — for which I shall issue imnie- 
diate orders — who knows, my excellent 
ftiend, but that the Providence who has ever 
gracioody watched ortr my illustrious race, 
may even from this insignifieant girl rear up 
anew the desolate house of Delameie 1 Th« 
throne of Great Britain will, in all human 
probability, one day be filled by a f^ri, 
goodly as was the family of noble eon* 



whidi my queen and my friend, Cliarlotte ef 
Strelit^ bore to England. Shall I Uten 
repine, when the njal house is tbus left 
desolate, while mine may again be rajeed 
from the dust 1 But, alaa, that it should be 
by such means ! The child shall, however, 
never know any tiling of her origin, not 
even of the unhappy person who gave her 
birth ; yet what, my dear friend, can cure 

tiiat fatal taint 1 Yon guess, my excellent 

friend, that a double-Del amere, like myself, 
must have faith In blood," 

* And that the pure and noble will over- 
coma the mean," replied the chaplain, who 
really sufl^red daily martyrdom from the 
twaddle of his patroness ; thoi^h, with a 
steady eye to the expected rectory, he bore 
all with exemplary philoaophy. " Your 
ladyship's usual acuteness perceived how 
the little lady bore herself, when that person, 
Mr. Jervis Yatee^ interfered with her : one 
spark shows the flint as well as a thousand. 
But what is the child about 1 " The doctor 
liastened to the window. The crescent moon 
had risen in her brightness, and was shedding 
sQrery radiance on the ancestral towers and 
woods of the little heiress. This fair orb 
was yet another dear friend met in a strange 
land ; and, tnming from the flowers, Blanch* 
was gracefully kieshtg her band, and bendlii^ 
in adoration to the Queen of Heaven. 

" It is worship," said the chaplun, smil- 
ingly. 

" My Heavens ] is the child an idolater 
alao^" cried the lady, falling bock, quite 
shocked, in her pile of cushions. Theclei^- 
man was not half so much alarmed for the 
ortltodoxy of Blanche ; and when the girl 
clapped her hands, and the Arab sprang to 
her side from the gardens, and botli ti^ether 
talked, gesticulated, and pointed with rapturo 
to the moon ; and when the child drew the 
chaplain to the window, and, in broken 
English and with joyous looks, showed him 
t)ie blessed planet, and attempted to say, 
" She shines in Syria too," he could not help 
thinking her very like her beautiful motlier 
—that poor Margaret whose suflferings from 
their joint patnmeea he had so often pitied, 
and whom he could alrooet have married 
himself, provided he had first got the 
rectory. 

He rigned to Hassan to be gone, shut tb* 
trindow, ltd the cliild to her grandmother, 
and, witii a little pious fraud, or perhaps two 
frauds, pretended to interpret to the old lady 
the flatten!^ and kind tlung* which Blanche 
had said 1b Arabic, (a language of which he 
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knew not a word,) of her "de&r, grand, 
piinceu grandmamma," and of her own lore 
and gratitude. The humour of the ConnteM 
became bo giacioiiB, that he even ventured to 
Bonnd her upon keeping up some sort of pm- 
dent connexion lietween tier IieiMBS and the 
enormoiuly-ricb mannfacturer. But on tliia 
topic he soon sang dumb, marvelling withal, 
welt as he understood her, at the incredible 
folly of the woman, who eud, vehemently 
and bitterly, " His money perish wi<h him, 
— sordid dog 1 The very air at the north of 
England b polluted with these filthy factories. 
Some one," she continued, glancing rather 
■uspicionsly and scornfully at her chaplain, 
"has had the impertinence to inform my 
woman, Martin, that this very fellow derives 
more profit from his dirty cotton concerns 
than tiiie whole revenues of the Delamere 
estates. It is a Ue !— a base lie ! But, if it 
were true, who shall presume to weigh filthy 
lucre against the honour of an ancient race— 
againiit the rich blood of princes ? " 

The child was staring, with her search- 
ing, sonl-beaming eyes, upon the excuted lady. 
"Send her away — out of my sight!" she 
exclaimed ; " she is like her mother ] " And 
the chaplain himself hurried Blanche away. 
Another affray arose. The child would not 
sleep with onJy her newly-appointed nune 
in her chamber ; she demanded Hassan. 
She wept, and stormed, and stamped, like a 
little fury ; and tbe Arab, who had scarcely 
been parted from her for one day of her 
short life, seemed equally resolute to main- 
tain his post in her apartment. There was 
a compromise, and he slept as usually at her 
chamber door. 

These early difficulties were gradaally sur- 
mounted. Both llassan and his charge be- 
came favourites with the household, and were 
tolerated by the Countess. The peace-mak- 
ing chaplain was the steady friend of both ; 
and there were suspicions that he was eren 
the secret correspondent of Hr. Jervis Yates, 
who had. if not livings in his gift, then 
money in his purse. Blanche, in a few 
months, made couMderable progress in the 
English language, though very little in the 
Church Catechism ; and when she either 
kissed hands to the Hoon, crossed herself, or 
called on Allah, her spiritual instructor was 
charitable, and bad no more doubts of the 
ultimate Christianity of an English Countess, 
than of her aristocratic feelings springing up 
in due time. Her grandmother, on perceiv- 
ing her readiness to cultivate the friendship 
of all sorts of people, and especially of the 



children admitted to weed in the gardens of 
the Abbey, hinted to the chaplun that the 
little wretch had, she feared, naturally the 
same democratic taint with which old Yales 
had, at one time, nearly vitiated the mind of 
her unhappy grandson, by 'unaccountable 
and most abominable interpretations of Scrip- 
ture, to which the Church gave, she was sure, 
no sanction: — such as, that to honour the 
king meant to honour the Iaw,and such like 
seditious and Radical trash. 

The chaplain — always, however, " through 
the grace of God and the noble example of 
his patroness," — hoped the best for the child, 
whom he probably loved, and to whom bo 
was uniformly indulgent and attentive. 
was a trial to Blanche, as well as to the 
Countess, when, after a very severe winter, 
the old incumbent died, the long-expected 
living became vacant, and he departed. At 
first, he spoke of remaining and appointing 
a curate ; but then came his strong sense of 
spiritual duty in these awful times. He was, 
in truth, heartily tired of the weary wo of 
attending upon and studying the caprices of 
a weak and violent woman ; hut, though he 
wished to recover hie freedom, he also wanted 
to retain his influence. 

The piety of the Countess, it is to be feared, 
languished after her chaplain's departure, 
and the education of Blanche stood wholly 
still, He was olways looking out for a 
chaplain and tutor, but none proper to tlie 
bigh and double office could be found ; so 
he still paid his patroncsg frequent and long 
visits, for the advantage of her soul, and «f 
the mind of her heiress. The arrival of Dr. 
Hayley, or " Madam Grandmamma's Re- 
ligion," as Blanche named him, wna ever 
welcome to the Countess, as an event in the 
dreary monotony of her elevated and dull 
existence ; for she was now becoming a 
indolent in body as enfeebled in mind ; and 
there was ever something to he discussed 
relating to the dignity of the Delamerea, 
which no one could uadersland or appreciate 
so vrell OS " the good Doctor," 

Blanche alone, of that grand, cheerless, 
monotonous, and heartless, aristocratic house- 
hold, was happier than she knew. Many 
loved or seemed to love her, and all flattered 
her and bent to her will. The imperative 
orders of " Madam my grandmamma," (as 
the child termed the Countess,) under pain 
of dire displeasure, and the penalty of instant 
dismissal, had prohibited the slightest mention 
of the story of her moUier's ignoble birth ; 
yet, by some means, Blanche divined much 
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of ihe tnith ; and nature had already con- 
stituted her the warm champion of her 
plebeian mother. The interdict of the Coun- 
tesa could not extend to the Arab, who freely 
indulged the little^l's tender cnrionty about 
her parents, and kept alive m her mind that 
beloved Syrian home, to which she ekintmed 
back, flying through the air, in those rap- 
turous dreams which she recounted to Hassan, 
and sometimes to the chaplun ; her beaming 
eyes and Uvely getturea telling more than 
half the stoiy. So excited did she become 
in relating her dreams, that the nurse-m^d 
Bometimea half fancied the little idolater and 
her wild attendant held intercourse by means 
of broomBtieka, with the pagan lands they 80 
glowingly described. 

Want of the society of childi«ii was the 
most severe of the present privations of 
Blanche. The little, ahoelesa, merry urchina, 
in their smock-frocks, who weeded in the 
garden, or scared away the birds, had been 
formally tabooed, to the heiress, for leaBons 
she could not he made to understand. Tbe 
meaning of such English words as Um, vulgar, 
plebeian, were to her as! IncomprehensiblG as 
" Hadam Grandma's " lectures on gules and 
argent, grifiins and wirems ; nor coold she 
be mode to underatand why she must not go 
beyond the park walls, and run about the 
village green at play with the other children, 
on whom she looked so wistfully as often as 
a distant, glimpse of them or their sports 
could be obtained. 

"Take nte to the village— tell me of my 
otm mamma," were the only wishes that 
conid not be complied with ; though the 
penonal attendants of the Lady Blanche, if 
not judidoosly kind, were attentive and 
indnlgent ;*and all were studious to gratify 
the wishes of the only yonng creature that 
for twenty yeara hod gladdened the dreary 
icudence with the munc of childhood's speech 
and joyous laughter, and with the sweetness 
of childhood's smiles — of her, moreover, who 
was the fntnie lady of all, and whose young 
and warm. heart it was theit interest thoa 
early to impress and attach. 

llirough the glades and wood-paths of the 
wide domain, Blanche might gallop her pony 
at will, Hassan running by her side ; but 
tlien come thoie impassable gates, guarded 
within by cross old lodge-keepers, and 
assailed without by terrific giants and (^res, 
under the appalling names of Steing and the 
Weavers. On tbe other point, Blanche was 
more BuccessfiU. If the Emperor of Austria 
could not prevent his gntndson, the young 

Vol. in. 



Napoleon, from hearing the wondrous and 
interdicted tale of hie tuihtr, it was not to 
be expected tliat the Conntem .of Delsmere 
could prevent her heureaa from learning some- 
thing of her beautiAil and gentle but low- 
born mother. 

Notwithstanding the edict which cut off 
the child &om all congenial society, and her 
still imperfect knowledge of the language, 
it was indeed wonderful how much gte know- 
ledge she had acquired and stored for future 
rumination during her first year in England. 
A scanty acquaintance with the language — 
more apparent, however, than real — some- 
times betrayed her into ludicrous blnnders 
and mistakes. She seemed to attach to 
particular words the meaning given to them 
by deaf and dumb persons, who very often 
apply the trve instead of the proper or the 
amvmtional word. Where another child 
would, even at her age, have softened the 
word ujffy into plain — or a He into a false- 
hood, or a/K — Blanche unconsdously spoke 
the true word. Many of her ideas were as 
odd and tavage, or anti-dvilized as her words. 
Instead of priong the society of the little 
gentlefolks who were occarionoUy permitted 
to come &om some of the neighbouring seats 
to visit and play with her, die still sought 
the tabooed hoers and weedeis. They were 
more living, slie would say, and more fimny, 
and ran and jumped better, and she loved 
ihem more. This native, innate vulgarity 
was studiously concealed from the Countess, 
who, in the frequent passionate caprices and 
headstrong hts of the mismanaged child, was 
pleased to see the blood of the ]>elamere3 
" assert itself." 



CHAPTBR IV. 

T&B Conntessa Delameie, who liad never 
wholly recovered the insulting deciuon of 
the Peers, was now often confined to her 
winter suite of apartments ; while the X«dy 
Blanche, almost nine years old, reigned, with 
Hassan as her vioer, supreme from the 
stables to the attics of the Abbey — from the 
laundry to the conservatory. Her ignorance 
of longnage fortunately rendered the patoit 
of nearly all the under domestics to her an 
unknown tongue. j 

One day, when Blanche had been above a i 
ym in the Abbey, she flew to the i^iartment | 
of the Conntess, exclaiming,.— " Hadam . 
Grandma, your Religion is coming ; I <saw | 
his carriage in the avenue. I am so happy '. I 
I shall dine with yon to-day ; and pray do . 
No. 03. I 
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order the poaeher for dinner. Yonr Religion 
UkeB game — I have oftan h«»rd liim ta.j m — 
and I wiih to est ft bit of B poadwr niTself ; 
in SyriM we nev«r had an;." 

" My Religloii, duld," Interrapted the old 
lady, " coming up the arenne in a caniogel 
What do yon ntean 1 And to order a poacher 
for dinner! — jcnimeaiia;>itAi>iwf,IpTe0iuiie. 
Bnt yon nerer will learn your mother tongue 
— I mean pure EngHeh," caagfit up tiie lady, 
who fancied she had made a dip in using 
the word motW. * I tataf you mean that 
Dr. Hayley iscomli^ — my former chapl^a 
— who/though a worthy minister of rdigion, 
is not Mf Beligion." 

Blanche wa« not conTinced. "What^ 
then, ia it t— this t" She touched the large 
gilt prayer-book, which now fonoed a part 
of the cnatomaiy gamltore of the dreadng- 

The ConnfeaB slightly frowned. 

« Or this ?" And Blanche Kmched rere- 
lently tits sacred, crimson-velTet haesock. 

" Hy HearenB t snch deplorable igno- 
rance I ' exclaimed the petrified Countess ; 
"something miist be done with this heathen 
dilH." 

"Oh, then, Qiete are only what yon da 
reli^on witli--iiot yonr religion its ownself— 
I understand. I knew a lady at Aome, in 
8yria, who had bo beandfttl a Religion ! a 
sb^g of beads |bs long aa so, and a little 
Jems of gold. Bnt do, good madam, my 
grandma, order the jiM«A«p for dinner — the 
poacher the keepers shot last night." 

" My Hearens, child ! tJie fellow fs mrely 
not shot dead ! Good God ! fo what the 
gnilt and audacity of the lower ordeni are 
driving persons of condition, in defending 
Uieir property ! Bnt where is Martin — where 
your maid, young lady 7 — and why, with so 
little ceremony, do yon Intnide on my 
privacy uncalled T " 

The nurse-mud tapped, entered, curtsied, 
and looked very demure. 

" Yon are come just in time for a rery 
nanghty child, Mrs. Martin," continued the 
old lady, ae the nane-maid stood curtsying 
on, and Mghtened as t« the consequences of 
her pnisoit of her fugitive charge. "Pray, 
Is that wretched man — one of the Watertons 



"Smartly winged, my lady, and richly 
deserving it, the desperate villain ! to go to 
clamber into the preserves, in spta of your 
ladyship's strict orders abont the game, 
every feather of H; though your ladj^p's 



homekeeper, in distributing tiie flannels laat 
Christmas, gave his mother as nice a petti- 
coat~thnw ftill widths — as any of yonr 
ladyship's servants need wish for Uteir own 
wear. Well, he won't olamlwr over my 
lady's park pales in haste agun, ongrate^ 
vagabond ; so please come away now. Lady 
Blanche ; bnt tell her ladyship&st howyon 
ran off in spite of me." . 

" I did," said Blanche, gravely, and without 
once looking at her nunc, iriio stood dangling 
the young runaway's bonnet. 

" Then, madam, a poacher is a man. I 
shall remember to tell Hassan that — not a 
bird— not a beast," aald Blanche. 

" Surely, duld ; a wortUess, lawless 
wretch, who breaks into Pip pr estr vas to idll 
and desln^ the gams — u^ bans uid ny 
pheasants ! " 

" And yoD hire the tceepers to shoot 
poachers yrbna they shoot birds)" 

** Surely, child," s^ the instructive grand- 
mother; "but not quite tliat. I, and persons 
of my rank and condition, have gamekeepers 
to protect our game, and not merely to shoot 
poaeiert." It was a dislinodon too nice for 
Blanche. 

" And weaMTt, too, grandma ? do the 
keepers shoot weavers t Did I ever see one, 
Martin? Is it a bird or a wild beast ? " 

" The child is an absolute fool," exclaimed 
the vexed lady, fearful Uiat even the rich 
blood of the Dehuneres had not ijniokened 
the plebeian puddle of the Yateses. "A 
weaver is a sort of a man, certainly— a low 
kind of man — one of the lower orders, and 
wild enou^ probably." 

Blanche was wrapt in musing. There 
were other " chimeras dire, " of which At 
had heard in the imTsery, beades poathert 
and WMwrs, — and of which there were no 
pictures in her little books of natoial history. 

" And Smittf 9" she said at length. "Bat 
I fancy ha is a fiery-dragon, or peAaps a 
giant." 

•* To fly away with nanghty little ladies," 
said the simpering nnne, who had probably 
used the dreaded name to subdue her charge 
to the wholesome terrors of the nursery. 

"JSj Heavens ! what shocking ignorance 
snd perverted knowledge ! " cried the alarmed 
noble grandmother. "Where can the child 
have heard of all those disagmeable and 
horrid things? This must be looked into. 
She Is almost nine years, and can read, and 
has been carefully taught her prayers and 



" Oh, yes '. " exclaimed the little girl, 
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mgeriy; "andllUTeitBoiil; hare the lonvT 
ordan male, granimA i Yonr Religion tokee 
MR of your ladTship'* booI, Hratin sayB. 
Does any one t^e can of the poscfaera' 

"TnJy, child, yon get too deep for me, 
and not a little impertinent," Mid the Conn- 
ten, hanghtily, while her secret thought was, 
" Here ia the blood, of the puritan with a 
vengeance." 

TIm command was given — " Take the 
Lady Blanche to her nniaeiy, Mn, M&rtin.'* 

" If madam my grandma don't tell me, I 
don't can," cried; the angry and excited 
child. "Plenty of people will tell me what 
Swing is. " Am not I a girl of qoallty and 
fortune, Martin !" 

" To be Bure yon are, tady Blanche," 
replied the nurse, in a c&reaiing tone ; yet 
HH if aftvid that etair-walle might have ears. 
" Though a very young lady, you will be 
roiatnss of all, and a generoue one too : bnt 
my lady, though a dead old lady, may 
hold out a long while yet. But hen comes 
the Doctor : now, do belwTB handsome. 
Lady Blanche, and credit your nurse," 

Blanche, always glad to meet her gr«nd- 
mother's smiling, bland, and comely Eeli- 
gion, and doubly so now to learn Uiat Ms 
pocket contained sometMng to be exhibited 
at dessert, forgot Swing and weavers, end all 
sorta of fearful and nondescript English 
animals ; and, with unusual patience, suf- 
fered herself to be eqdpped for her drily 
wslk in the park, attended by Martin and 
followed by her own footman. Master Harry. 

The gates, the impassable gates, wen at 
all times the point of attraction for the 
walkere ; and this autumn evening, " my 
Lady" being secured at table for at least two 
bonrs, the gate next the village was the 
favourite rendeevous, for there newa might 
be obtained of the desperate eldrtnish of the 
former night, between the poachers and the 
gamekeepers. Several men wen believed 
to be wounded in '.the aflray, and severe 
wonnds bad been inflicted on the keepers ; 
bnt only one delinquent had been left in the 
hands of the captors, the unfortunate Wa- 

The pale fece of this man's wife, who sat 
on a cnrb-stone without the gate, a child in 
her arms and two at her knees, was the first 
object that met Blanche and her attend- 
ants who slowly approached. The woman 
sprang up and forward — a gleam of sad 
pleasure diooting, for an instuit, across her 
meagre features. 



"Oh, Mre. Martin, how happy am I to 
have met with you ! The cruel gate-keeper 
will not admit me, though I hoped, that if 
I could see you, you would epeak to the 
housekeeper, to plead with my lady for 
poor Tom." 

"Soh I indeed, admit you, Mrs. Water- 
ton ', It is more than his place is worth, or 
mine -dther, to admh any such, or yet to 
speak of so ungrateful a law-breaker, to the 
best and kindest of ladies, wlto does eo much 
for the poor every Christmas. Hans 
and pheasants, forsooth ! Why, it is not 
often we have any thing better than rabbits, 
or barn-door fowls, at the seoond table. 
Oood bread and cheese, or bacon and snet 
dmnpHng, wen likelier food for your family, 
good woman." And the ignorant and 
"pampered menial," though not an ill- 
natured woman, tossed her head in scorn. 

" Had I that same, or fcr worse for 
themt" returned the mournful woman. — 
"Alas, alas I it is little the likes of you 
know of ns, or what wa have, or what we 
want. Tet, would that he who is tying in 
Stoke-Delamere jail, a mrimed and bleeding 
object, had left ns to beg or starve, rather 
than have brought this ruin and misery on 
himself and us !" The poor mother 
struggled with her taars, but the children 
■wept aloud. 

" To offend my lady, who is so kind, and 
so particular about the game !" continued 
the nuree, less severely. 

" And break down the walls," eaid the 
footmau. 

"And de9tToy_ the park pales," growled 
the gate-keeper. 

" Alack, alack I irhat know I of your 
laws, but that they press hard on poor 
folks T" sighed the woman; "but if yon, 
dear Mn. MarUn, who have so much to say 
with [my lady and the housekeeper, would 
but speak a good word for that poor fellow. 
'Tis his very firet oflence, and indeed we 
wen starving ; and be Is come of the good 
old stock of the Watertons, who have for 
two hundred years, they tell me, been under 
her ladyship ; and, were he only to get out, 
we would go to the far-off Potteries or Facto- 
ries, or any when, and never mora trouble 
my lady's game, or any living thing It was 
her pleasure to fevonr, were it but a stoat 
or a weasel." 

" Mine dadda, mine dadda ]" sobbed a 
baby, like a chorus, to bis mother's petition. 

" Don't weep, little boy," cried tie Lady 
Blanche, thrusting ^ her careering hantb 
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through the bare of the gate — "I had a 
father once, too, but he dlei]. When I am 
a big leAj, I will not allow the keepers to 
shoot,' at your father ;. for. I know now a 
poacher is not like a partridge or a pheasant. 
A poacher is a man, and tiaa a soul. XKiD't 
cry, ma'am, pray. Tell me what to say to 
Madam, the great Countess. 1 am the little 
Countess myself, and yonder is Haasan, my 
Arab friend." 

She clapped her hands, and her familiar 
was by her side. She addressed him in 
their natiye speech, witb lirely emotion, 
frequently with eager gestures pointing to 
the woman and the cbildien. His eyes 
flashed fire, and his gestures, as he threw 
his clawed hands over bis head, were pas- 
nonate and violent. 

" I have told Hassan, my friend, (hat 
poachers are men," sud the. animated little 
lady, taming to the poacher's wife, "whom 
the Clmstian keepers shoot in England if 
tltey take a bird t« the t«nt for the cUldien's 
supper. He says Allah vrill be. very angiy 
nith them ; for they are . wicked men, and 
Madun, my grandmamma, a bad old woman, 
for making her people shoot yonr baby's 
father for taking a few flying burds." 

"Fie, fie, my lady!— bow you do talk!" 
said the nurse-maid, dragging away the 
chUd. 

" I teill talk," replied Blanche, resisting 
firmly. " Tell me what to pray and ask for 
yoo, ma'am, and Hassan will do it too ; and 
I shall make grandmamma's Religion do it 
for the children." 

" Her Religion ! dear child ! dear, kind- 
liearted, lovely child 1" returned the poor wo- 
man ; " for, lady-born though ye be, you have 
your dear motier's heart in your bosom. — 
Say to my lady, that a whole poor family — 
five miserable creatures, though still her 
fellow-creatnres — cry to her for mercy to 
him who has ofinded only from too tender 
love for us. — Oh, Mrs. Harttn, you can 
better tell my sad story to tliis dear, good 
child." 

., "A pretty story indeed! — Aren't you 
ashamed of yourself, to keep up such a con- 
fabble with low villagers, Lady Blanche, 
and saying such things of my lady, yonr 
own grandmamma, and drawing Mister 
Hany and myself, after you to the gatee^ 
which is more than onr places are worth!" 

" Woman, that's a lie 1" returned the im- 
perious little Countess, whose rincerity and 
frank-dealing were much more unimpeachable 
than her choice of words. " Yon led me to 



the gate ; bnt I won't tell— I am cunning — 
Hassan says I must be cnniung among you 
Christian do^" The footman and house- 
mud exchanged meaning looks. 

" Is not money good for something to all 
you Christians 1" continned Blandie, ad- 
dresnng her m^d. 

" Siaely, my lady," returned the nurse- 
maid, forcing a smile ; " good for every thing 
in tlu whole world." 

" And I have a great ^eal of money, 
ma'am," rejoined Blanche, addressii^ the 
poacher's wife, — "a great mint of money, 
which my plebdan cousin, Mr. Jeny Yates, 
will give me when I many. I heard so 
yestwday from Betty Thompson, in the 
laundry ; and I mil be sure lo give you and 
tiie children plenty of it then. Bn^ if yon 
know when my vulgar connn lives, you 
may go to him, and say it will be best to 
give you some now. Please tell him the 
Iiady Blanche, the Little Connteas, orders 
him to give you some of the mint of money 
he has to give her when she marries." 

The whole group smiled at the mimic 
dignity with which the Idttle Conntesa 
issued her commands, interpreting them, at 
the same time, to Hassan. The Arab better 
knew tlie Christian world ; and the scene 
closed by the nurse being ordered to sar- 
render to tbe poacher's wife the one bright 
sovereign which she kept for the Lady 
Blanche, to give to the church collection on 
some approaching holiday. Her attempt to 
kiss the liaby, at parting, through the t>ars 
of the gate, fairly upset the nune, follow- 
ing as it did, so soon on the compulsory 
levy. 

" Marry, come up ! kiss and fondle such 
like cliits ! I should not wonder if they gave 
her the itch ! Fellow-creatores, indeed ! to 
the Countess of Delamere, a peeress in her 
own right ! In good sooth, there is some- 
thing . in gentle blood, and in churl's blood, 
too, Mister Hany, as my lady says ; and it 
tells in an instance that shall be nameless — " 
and her eyes dropped on Blanche. 

"You mean me," cried the quick child, her 
eyes flashing. "Yon mean nijf mother's 
blood. I have heard the Great Countess 
talk of that ere now to her Religion, when 
she &ncied I did not understand her ; but I 
did. I am cunning since I was a Christian. 
I said not a word to her; but from you I 
won't bear it. Hassan says, my own motiier 
was never a great Countess, and my own 
friends in Syria say that she is an angel in 
heaven ; though, when I went to Madam 
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my graadmamma's, I most not spe&k of hei. 
I thuk of her, tbongh, and any my prajera 
to her. I am not a foot, and I hate yon all, 

lel Christiana ! I lore only Hassan, my 
father's friend." 

" Goodness gracious ! Lady Blanche ! my 
lady !" screamed the alarmed nurse, " Did I 
m? Gonld I mean? — Mister Horry, tould 
oean any thing so disrespectful as my 
Lady Blandw fancies, of her nutrnma T' 

" Do not lie to me mora," sud the indig- 
nant little giri, taking the hand of her Arab 
friend, and walking on. 

*' Here is a kettle of fish I Was ever such 
a little vixen i But I don't knOw whether 
to tell the honsekeeper of all this or not. — 
Yes, 1 daresay it will be wisest to sing dumb 
-' a close mouth catches no flies.' " 

Ulster Horry's judgment soncUoned the 
prudent resolution : — " Better keep oil from 
■ ears of ' the old una.'" 



li^on," when admitted to the dessert. He 
had heard of her diverting mistake about 
the poacher, and b^on to joke with her 
obont it ; but Blonohe become very grave, 
and spoke low and earnestly — "Hassan 
saya, 'tis wicked to shoot men so — Allah 
willbeangty with Hadam mygrandmanima, 
when the poor woman weepe, and the little 
babes cry to Him, because their father was 
put in the prison for seeking their food, 
when they were hungry," 

"Hush, my dear!" whispered the peace- 
making Doctor; and he diverted the dis- 
course ; and Blanche had a hundred ques- 
tions to ask him, all treosured up against the 
time he shonld arrive, — doubts of her own 
and Hassan's, and mostly turning on " the 
er orders," to which class her mother had 
belonged, and on people of mean blood, and 
the poor. Blanche owned that, after dne 
rumination, she was persuaded they had 
souls; for, only yesterday, she hod heard 
the groom, who was breaking the colt, say 
to the old deaf man, who brought sand to 
the maids in his donkey-cart, " Damn your 
old soul ! get out of the way ! " ond gave 
him a sharp cut with his whip. Dr, Hayley 
smiled ot the soundness of hei logic. 

" Is that groom a Christian ? " inquired 
Blanche. 

" That act and speech did not show him 
to b« nich, at all events," was the reply. 

" Is the Bible all true ? " was the next 
gtave queiy. Luckily the old ConntesB was 
nodding in her easy choir, .... 



" All true and all good," was the solemn 
reply. 

" Then, I fancy, the Christians do not 
believe it, nor caie for it ; and are all like 
the Greot Countess, my grondmommo, and 
my vnlgar cousin, Mr. Jerry Yates." 

" Hush, hnsh ! Well, but how do you 
think sol" 

" Ob, I have been reading the Bible so 
much since you were here last, and moking 
the Quaker lanndrese read it for me ; and I 
don't think it will ever moke me a Christian 
like grandmanuno. ' It is so much the other 

"The other way," was o peculiar and 
significant phrase with Lady Blanche, with 
her stjll limited English vocobulaty ; but 
Dr, Hayley had an understanding of what 
she meant; and, as the Countess showed 
symptoms of wakening, he produced the 
pretty little volumes of coloured plotes of 
an imals, which he hod brought for her. The 
Iddy Blanche did not now weep over dotes, 
or Idw the flowers which resembled those of 
Syria ; yet it was with lively joy she recog^ 
nised the gazelle and the dromedary. At the 
camel, she paused some seconds, and then 
addressed the learned Doctor. 

"Madam my grondmomma is rich — is 
she not, sir 7' 

"Certainly, my dear — who properly can 
be called rich, os well as illnstrious and 
honourable, if not my noble patroness the 
Countess of Delamere ? " 

" Grandmomma, you have no camfls in 
your park — there are plenty of them at koae 
in Syria : — ond they are so large — so huge 
— bigger than two bullocks," 

"I have seen camels, child," said the 
Countess, peevishly. 

" Then, madam, do yon know how hard it 
will be for you to get to heaven ?" 

" Doctor, is this child merely impertinent, 
or fool?" The question was difficult to 

" The Bible says — I can show it yon my- 
self—* It is easier for a camet to pass through 
the eye of a needle, than for a rich man to 
enter into the kingdom of hearen.' - But 
Hassan don't think the Christians believe 
one word about thot hearen of theirs, they 
love this earth'so weU. -But, were I you, 
and so old a lady, I shonld give away oil 
my money, grandmamma, that I might get 
to thst happy place, where my outt mother 
is an angel, for she was poor and good." 

" Good God 1 How that strange child 
sfexdwrnedthe excited lady, "One 
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might fancy the puritan, hei gianiUather, 
spoke tluougli her lips; my nerves — my 
banused spirita — oannot aUnd such ihocka — 
tak« her away instantly." 

A worw shock anoited the noble lady, 
The alarm bell of the Abbey suddenly broke 
on the stem silence nbich ever brooded over 
tite domain. The report of fin-anna wu 
beard in quick nfocession. 

"'Tia the Radioala, my lady I" exolaimed 
"my lady's woman," estering, and becoming 
hystericsL 

" 'Tis tbe poachers ! " cried the houn- 
keeper, who followed in haste. 

"'Tis Swing himself 1" announced the 
butler. "What, Doctor, ahaU be done? 
The left wing is on fire— we most wtc the 
p^ers, the paintings, and plate : I hare sent 
for a party of dragoons." 

The housekeeper fuutad>^the waiting- 
moid soieamed — Mid the Arab iiuhad in, 
and snatobed away the Lady Blanche. 



Swing and his Salellitet. 

Thb inmates of the Abbey of the Holy Cross 
were now in confusion worse confounded. 
Li Qia conflagration of a great house, as at 
the end of a battle, the general TnH-Tim is, 
&met qui ptut; and when the little Lady 
Blanohe, having struggled out of tba arms 
of her Arab rescuer, flew back to her grand- 
mother, she found that noble dame aban- 
doned by all hei servants, and in something 
like cataleptic rigour, ttom wjilch it was 
difficult to rouse her faculties. 

" Haste, haste, my lady grandma 1 " cried 
the little girl, clasping her aims fondly about 
the rigid, motionleBS lady ; " I will carry 
yon ; Hassan will cany yon. Oh t come, 
my own father's mother — come with us— 
vrith Hassan '." A myriad of broken, con- 
fused, and distracted thoughts flashed, as in 
a nightmare dream, across the brain of the 
perturbed lady. She was in the psycholo- 
gical state of the Uttle tipsy old woman in 
the ballad who doubted of her own identity. 
Was she indeed Marguerite Blanche Rade- 
gunde Hilda, Countess of Delamers, sole 
lepresentatire of an illustrious line — left 
alone, deserted by "her people," and her 
mansion in flames over her head, from the 
torch of villaaous and ungiatefiil incen- 
diaries? And was this Ekigland) 

The Arab gave do time for mminaticni or 
parley ; and a more unceremonious handing 
down the great staircase than his could not 



well be imagined. In the open ur, the dis- 
cordant voices of tlie people and the glare of 
the torches acted upon the senses of the 
Countes^ and partially restored them. She 
was hurried — dragged across the lawn, and 
Jhittff upon a bench under a solitary and mag- 
nifioent beech tree, whence she might undis- 
turbed contemplate the progress of the c 
flsgration, 

"It might better have become the last 
Delameie to have perished in the ashes of 
the old nest," said tiie reviving lady ; " but 
God's will he done !" 

" Oh, don't be sorry, dear grandmamma," 
replied her only companion, yentoring i 
carcM her aged relative with more freedom 
than at any previous time of their inter- 
course. "Fred, will soon put out the fire, 
and yott will get hack to yonr own warm 
room again — never fear that. Let me put 
my sliawl round yonr feet." And, as ttie 
little girl knelt to perform this act of atten- 
tion, the aged Countess, nnder the iufluenus 
of one of those electric t«aches which soo 
or later come to ail, suddenly kissed the 
afiectionate and intelligent creature minis- 
tering to ber comfiHt ; and Blanche, though 
she had often aulvrei her grandmotlier's 
fonnal salute, felt that this was the first 
mathirlii kiss that had ever been given to 
her. She repeatedly Idssed her grand- 
mother's hand ; and, looking up wiUt her 
moiher'B sweet eyes, which glowed through 
tears, ahe exclaimed — "Grandmamma, you 
love Blanche! Do you? Not so well 
Hn. Simpson at the laundry loves little 
Lucy. Oh, she is to happy that poor child ! 
But some little you love me. Ah, when I 
feared you should be burned alivi^ poor old 
grandma ! how I loved you then — when v 
came back for you I But now !— — " 

"Did you indeed return for met Do you 
indeed love grandmamma, Blanche 1 You 

are a strange, a very strange child 

Who else caree for me?" added the lady, 
sorrowfully but hangbtily, recalling in full 
force her lonely situation, as the deserter. 
Dr. Hayley, approached in haete. "My 
people, base poltroons, fled — leaving their 
too generous, too easy mistress to the protec- 
tion of a foreign menial, and the kindness of 
a child. My friends .—those who had called 
themselves such " 

"Madam, you wrong your aervaats," in- 
terrupted the Doctor, "and the most devoted 
and faithful, though the humblest of your 
friends. I had flown for aid to convey 
you to a place of safety." The good Doctor 
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Bkid nelblDg of nndir aull nftttin of euh 
and papan in hu own apArbncnt, And now 
hastily secnred abont hit penon; yet his 
Btatemcnt was nibatantially trne, 

"I find," he continued, "I have been 
uitieipatad. The flamei are hapidly oom- 
plettly Gubdned. To the main Inilding tlMie 
nerer waa any duigtry— thonka to the 
aanrage of a yonng hero, or rather to the 
knowledge and eeU-poiiKgnion of a young 
phiioaopber, 1^0 baa to-ni^ earned the 
gratitude of every £neod of jnt ladydt^ 
and the family." 

" It is Fred^" eried Blatiehe, enUtiugly. 

" He ia the gardener's and Mrs. Smpson's 
nephew, Lucy's eonsin, and a Boholar — not 
a gentleman. Oh, ht is so clerer and bo 
good, and they a» aU w proud of him! 
He is the friend of Hassan, and knows onr 
language very well. I love hini rery much 
myself, .... Ob, here he comes I" — and 
fflanehe sptai^ towards tht youth, who was 
eagerly Bdvancii^,baiehead»d, and blackened 
inthsfiMe. 

"Yon are safe, lotty Uandwr* said the 
lad, eagerly. 

" Yes, yes ; come, Fnd., to grandmamma." 
And she dr^ged the youth forward, who, 
OD recognising the august and awfol Conn- 
tesa, was modestly shrinkjng back. 

" Ah, this is your ladyship's young cham- 
pion against the Fire-king," said Dr. Hay- 
ley, afifecting gaiety. "Though he does 
bear sable tokens of the combat, permit me 
to present Hi. Fiedeiick Leigfaton to your 
ladyriiip." The Coontees eaw a handsome, 
s%ht boy, with a pole and intereeting, thon^ 
now a shockingly begrimed faoe. An expres- 
sion of mildneHB and benignity, and a smile of 
tingnlar sweetness — at least as his eyes fell 
upon the triumpbant little lady yibo hdd 
hia hand — were more remarkable than the 
featurea thrauelvee. The Countess was 
moved, and most gracious. 

"The family of Delamece,this young lady 
and myself, are, I understand, greatly in- 
debted to you, sli; and a Delamere never 
foiget* a service,— nor yet an injury." She 
extended her hand. The abashed youth 
muttered some words of acknowledgrnent, 
and bowad most deferentially upon the gra- 
cious hand of the lady, for he literally fell 
fainting at her fbet. 

" Pom: boy I his feelings have overeome 
him ; he is nnused to a Praseuoe like ours." 

Dr. Hayley had more Bciioos fears. 
" The poor fellow has, I fear, sustained some 
severe personal injury while on the roof of 



the steward's wing. WhaH,lAdyBlaDahe, 
is Hassan! — he b a skilful leecdL" 

Lady Blanche ran eemaming acaoe the 
lawn towards her " Arab fri«ad f and, as 
the Countess was now snmmnded fay " her 
people," steward, butler, housekeeper, own 
maid, and own footman, all alike tespeotfnlly 
eloquent, in proUstations of attachment, and 
explanaUona of the accadent; and as the 
bench and the sward around her beoame 
Utoally cushioned, clothed, and carpeted for 
her oomfort, aa if by euchantment, no one 
longer regarded the Arab, the heiress or the 
fainting boy. 

** Take him to my own nnnery ; we will 
watch him ouiHlrca, HasMm — hu aim, you 
say, is broken 1 — only broken — boy* don't 
die of broken arms — Fied. shall not diet" — 
And the Lady Blanohe heroically cut away 
the sleeve of the boy's shirt, and hii blood- 
clotted hair ; and, under the directdoni of die 
Arab, who was indeed no ooulemptible sur- 
geon, peifonned the besprinkling duties 

She then flew back to poor " Madam 
Grandma," who, now leaning on the aim of 
Dr. Hayley, was contempla^ig the ravages 
of the fire, so happily airested by the in- 
teOigenoe, courage, and activity of Frederick 
Leightou. 

" He is a noble boy," said the CountesB, 
onusnally exdted ; " and I have long 
marked him. It is the privilege of English 
nobility to patronize aikd to reward talent in 
the lower orders. I shall write to the eom- 
mander-ia-ohlef ; or, should he prefer the 
Qiuicb, I have livings in my gift. And 
Blanche is a good child, too," added she, as 
the gill burst to her through the phalanx of 



"And he la living, grandmother I Fred. is. 
I put water on his face, and hs would not 
lire ; I held smelling salts to him, and Has- 
san gave him a good shake, and he vrould 
not live. And then I wept, and kissed him, 
uid tdned him, and he lived ! — He opened 
his eyes so wide, so — uid said, 'How good. 
Lady Blanche 1' " 

Dr. Hayley smiled, but made his usual 
significant gesture of silenoe. 

The features of the Countess were assom- 
ing Ijiat peevidi, perplexed look, called forth 
by the odd ways of her grandchild, when 
Blandie, who had a lavage's aenteness in all 
her aGases^ called ont — ** Hark ! I hear the 
tramp of horses." This was disputed fiir 
some minutes, until iht more distinct beat of 
the horsed feet, and the flash of torchea in 
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the woods, proved that the troops sent for 
were approaching. 

" Th&nk Heaven !" ejaculated the Coun- 
tess. " Browne, Ht. GrimBhaw," (she 
addressed tier head-butler and lier ateward,] 
" ie the i-uffiau named Sudnff, the rillMious 
incendiary, secured ? I should wish the 
military to find that my household b not 
altogether inadequate to the defence of my 
property." Mr. Browne was half afraid to 
tell that tliere was no trace of any sti«nge 
incendiary ; and yet that both he and Dr. 
Hayley, and indeed every one whom the 
care of their own goods and chattels had 
given leisure for oheervation, had noticed 
some very suspicions circumstimces attending 
the fire. It had broken ont in the steward's 
busineBs-room ; and, what was remarkable, 
while the furniture and building timl>er 
were nearly unharmed, a mass of valuable 
and inipottant papers had been consumed, 
and even thick account-books destroyed, 
though kept in stone and iron repositories. 
What of them the flames had spared, water 
had wasted ; and all was one heap of inex- 
tricable confusion. 

The steward wrung his bands in despair. 
He was ruined ! for ever ruined ! The 
scene was overacted ; and Dr. Hayley, 
remembering the hint he bad received from 
Frederick Leighton, coolly bade the worthy 
man Ijo composed, for the butler should 
maintain vigilant watch over the half-bumed 
premises, until the affair could be probed to 
the bottom by the proper functionaries, who 
might, perhaps, find it necessary to caU in 
the Bsdstance of soma of the keen-eighl«d 
gentlemen of Bow Street. It was long after- 
\vards universally alleged by the servants, 
that Mr. Grimshaw had started and changed 
colour at this hint. 

" Bow Street officers, thief-takers ! rum- 
maging the dwelling of my noble and 
honoured mistress, under the direction of a 
common county magistrate — of probably 
Jervis Yates — taking the depo^tion of the 
Counlesa of Delamere ! May Uie old eyes of 
the failhfiil follower of her house be spared 
by death from that sight !" 

" Ay, indeed, Doctor, how should you 
talk of Bow Street officers and Jervis Yates 
ransacking lay family repositoriee — taking 
wj'depowtion — about the base, low wretches, 
who presumptuously have fired the mansion 
of the Delameres ! — But the military gentle- 
men approach. I charge you, Browne, that 
all fitting attention and hospitality be ^own 
to our hrave defenders, his Majesty's troops. 



The commanding officer will, no donbt, wut 
□pon me for his further orders — I mean for 
the necessary explanations." 

"And leave to me, my lady, to the most 
devoted and now the oldest servant of your 
house, to look after Svinff, while Mr. Browne 
attends to his duties in-doors," aaH the 
steward. " If your ladyship should catch 
cold in the night air, or suffer from this ex- 
citement : — but, no ! True Delamere ! ever 
the mora calm and self-posieaBed as danger 
rises higher ! — I think I may venture to 
show your ladyship this diabolical scrawl of 
the monster Swing, written in cliaracters of 
blood — sealed with the death's-head and 
crasB-bonee of the Irish Papist, O'Connell — 
threatening my destmction for my fidelity 
to ' that brimstone harridan,' as they wick- 
edly and blasphemously term a certain nohk 

"Good Heavens I Grimshaw — my poor, 
futhfal Grim^w — to be thns menaced 1'' 

" Alas, madam ! I was fool enough to 
fancy, that my own poor place and my few 
ricks at the Grange only were threatmed, 
while destruction hovered round the honour^ 
ed dwelling of my noble mbtress." . 

"Let that epistle be preserved for the in- 
spection of the magistrates," sud Df . Hayley, 
authoritatively. 

" Perish tiie thought, sir ! " cried tlie 
steward, instantiy tearing the precious docu- 
ment into a huiidred pieces, in his virtuous 
fuiy. 

" Not, save at the price of my blood, shall 
any eye rest upon the contumelious epitheta 
applied to my thrice-honoured and honour- 
able lady, by these bloodthirsty monsters ; 
and, least of all, to the eyes of Mr. Jervis 
Vates. For myself, I welcome the ruin and 
personal distress tliat may spare Lady Dela- 
mere a moment's pain." 

" Ay, indeed, doctor ] — such language 
going through all the Jacobinal journals, as 
applied to me ! — Let the vile scrawl never he 
seen again !" 

"Incorrigible fool!" thought the vexed 
and angry ex-chaplun, as he impatienUy 
wuted Uie arrival of the dragoons,—" Fawn- 
ing rascal, if not black, designing villain 1" 

"Don't you be so sorry, pray, for Mr. 
Grimshaw," said Lady Blandie, addressing 
herself to the consolation of her grandmother. 
"He won't be rmned. 1 have heard Mr, 
Browne and the housekeeper say, many's the 
time, be had feathered hb nest well, and had 
made very pretty pickings." 

lu spite of "the august presence" thore 
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was a snppreued titter among the uninter- 
«Bted bystuidem ; while the steward gare 
one blighting ude-glance at the little girl, 
whom her grandmoUier commanded to ulence, 
as malapert. 

What could stay the military latel]r heard, 
aad expected now for several miautes t Bad 
some one, in league with the iDcendiarles, 
led them from the two miles long and now 
neglected avenue, whiuh led from the Stoke 
Delamere gale 1 Were they, man and horse, 
over the crags into the river? No nich 
tiling. But, after having really been within 
the Park, they had been told ^he fire waa got 
under, and recalled to snppress a riot in the 
boroDf^ where a lawless mob had set fire 
to the jail, and rescned the wounded poacher, 
Waterton. That dnty performed, they now 
eame gallantly on, at a brisk trot ; and, as 
they emerged from the avenue, and were 
loyally received by the cheer of the spec- 
tators, which was returned till the echoes of 
the old Abbey rang again ; and, as the nume- 
rous torches held by the servants flashed on 
plumed helmet, and glittering sabre and 
harness, the boeom of the andmt lady swelled 
with proud and long-forgotten emotions. 
Here was a shadowing of the gaUantry, the 
goi^eonaneis, and the inspiring dangers of 
the olden time. Just so might the Abbey of 
the Holy Cross have looked on that evar- 
memorable night when it enjoyed the never- 
to-be-forgotten glory and felicity of sheltering 
the fogitire royal Charles and a band of 
gallant cavaliers. Sneh as now looked the 
young and handacme lieutenant of hnssars, 
who, gracefully dismounting, stood un- 
helmeled, bending lowly before the lady of 
the manmon, at the grand entrance to 
tiie saloon, might the royal Charies have 
looked. 

The gorgeous dream had an abrupt 
awakening ; there were here men and titinga, 
intrurive, vulgar realities, which had no 
prototypes in the glorious days with which 
the Countess pampered her fancy. 

" The Colonel," said the officer, " with 
lus most respectful compliments, charged me, 
madam, to express hia deep regret that im- 
portant afiTsirs in another part of the coonty, 
at this disturbed time, have prevented him 
from taking this duty in person. I may be 
inexperienced in such delicate aflairs ; but I 
walk by this gentkmsn's wisdom," — and 
he turned round. — " Mr. Jervis Yates, 
madam, one of your intelligent and well- 
affected county magistrates, who volunteered 
thia duty. I am hiqipy, however, to find 



that jour ladyship requires none of my 
serrices — that the iStii is over." 

"Nor those of Hr. Yates's either, sir," 
returned the Countess, drawing haughtily up, 
as the bustling and aomewhat consequential 
magistrate, who had thrown his bridle to his 
old acqnuntance Hassan, hastily advanced. 
" My own household are perfectly adequate 
to the defence of my life and property ; if 
not, my attendants must be augmented." 

"Don't you consider it rather curious, my 
lady," said Yatea, "that the firesliould have 
done so much damage in the steward's busi- 
ness-room, without spreading farther? 

Ha I my noble little cousin. Lady Blanche ! 
how d'ye do, my dear ? " 

" Madam grandma, may I shake hands with 
my }>bM<in cousin?" asked Blanche ; but the 
Countess moved off. " Pray, sir, did the poor 
poacher's wife come to you from me, to get 
some of that money to buy food, wtiich you are 
to ^ve me when I make a great match with 
a grandee, and make you unck to an Eail ? " 

Mr. Jervis Yates smiled, the undigested 
pMctonnotwiQistanding. "Thisfrank young 
lady, Lieutenant Wynne," tali he, " is my 
little cousin, I^ady Blanche Delamere, a young 
lady not yet perfect in hei Engllsl]^ though 
otherwise, it seems, abundantly precocious. — 
Thinking of marriage, the great act in the 
woman's drama, already, Blanche, my dear 1 
Ah, ha ! a touch of old Mother Ere in all 
bloods. Doctor." 

" I intend to marry Fred, myself if he 
will have me," continued the frank-spokeu 
little muden ; " and every body, except 
grandma and the Doctor, tells me I am a 
young lady of title, and a great heiress, and 
may do just as I please : and I will, too." 

The young officer smiled, and bowed ap- 
probation. 

"Very pretty, my little lady," returned 
the merry magistrate. "Any thing, you 
mean, becoming your duty, and your exalted 
rank and station." And be winked — yes ! 
Mr. Jervis Yates made some sort of slight 
motion of intelligence with his left eye, at or 
tmoardt Marguerite, twentieth Countess of 
Delamere, whom the naj'vet^ or pertness of 
her grandchild, and this fresh audacity, 
appeared to have frozen to atone. 

" But to business ] " cried the active 
magistrate. " Hera are no ordinary matters 
for investigation." And, in defiance of the 
remonstrances of the steward, Hr. Yates 
went on, till midnight, plunged forty fathom 
deep in examinations and depositions ; and, 
with all his acuteness, was so efiectually 
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faafflad, that he totric nothing tor faU paiaa 
sare a veijrMrere oold. 

Th« diftingiiuhed Koall party iB the 
diiuiig>roam, mcuiwhik, partook of tidntit- 
nunta ; and tha tea tnwpen and their 
Mrgeant, in the Berranttf hall, joyoiuly 
Te^Iad thenuetres [ whil« Blanohe and 
Haaaan Mmained with their patient. 

The Coonteaa mlkilf, though eiUntly, 
reaenttd the amallneH ot the miJltaiy party 
tent to her aanitance, thoa^ this wMbntone 
of tbe many mortifioations to irhich she waa 
this night doomed ; for tha joTial troopera 
did not conmder tlumuelvaa haJf qoalified to 
pronounce upon the quality of the far-famed 
double ale of the Abbey of the Holy CroM, 
when a moanted mesiengei brought a amn- 
mona to their' oommander, from a neigh~ 
bouring magiitrate, to come promptly to the 
defence of another place threatened by the 
Stoke Delainere rioteis ; not could the indig' 
nation of the Counteaa be diBgoiaed, when 
the oommauding officer — himaelf a loianof 
Norman nobility — hastened thur departure 
&Qm her almoet uutaated boepitaUtiea, to the 
protection of tome tnugpety ootton-factori«% 
a few miles down the Talley, reapeotfolly 
atating, that he waB bound instantly to 
obey the oidere of the mvil magiatrate, of 
Mr. Jerris Yatea. 

It was long paat her uiual hour on that 
memorable night before the CoanteH waa 
nndressed, put to b«d, and had reoeived her 
Hadeira-whey from her f^thful Martin. 

"la Lady Blanche in bed? Yon tell me 
the poor boy's arm is properly wt, and that 
magiatrate person gone with biit followeta." 

" Yea, my lady ; and I trust in a gradons 
Proridence, my lady, that the prayers of 
youifaithAil aerrants, mylady,maypreT«nt 
the gout ^—'" 

"There must be family-prayers, thanks- 
giring, in the hall to-mormw, at twalve 
preciaely," intetrupted the Conntcas, "for 
my dgnal deliverance from Hue moat guilty 
and horrible attempt. Let tii« seirants be 
warned, and eee tlutt the state apaitmente 
are in order. Doubtless there will be distin- 
guished viflitBrH at the Abbey to-morrow. 
Many will sympathise with me in thb 
calamity, O Martin, what will society — 
what will mined, unhappy England come to, 
between poachers and weavers t Well might 
the immortal Pitt exclaim in bis dying hoar, 
'O my country! myconntryl'" 

The afflicted Countess swallowed the final 
gulp of her wine-whey, and was tucked up 
for the night, to digest her grief and chagrin 



in Bwaa-down blaukata and Mtin covariala, 
under a ooronetad canopyi 



CHiPTBB VI. 

Gout of Conteieaet. 

The eonseqaeaoaa of that fin wess many 
and vaiioD^ which, to hor dying day. Lady 
Delamere pcrriated in attributing to that 
omnipresent, and, it would aeem to some 
imaginaUonfli that omniaciait misci^aut 
Swing. In the first plaoe, it brought an 
influx of the provintnal nobility and gentry 
— from the Lord Lieut^Laiit, the Bight 
HoQoorabla the E^tl of Fanfaronade, and 
his Countaas, downwarda — 'nith congratnla- 
tiona, condolences, friendly offers of service, 
and of laagusB for mutual protection ; and 
widi the expiwnon of warm sympathy in 
this undoubted conspiraoy against the aristo- 
cracy, and extravagant praises of the high 
s]urit displayed by the noble safftrer. Its 
fntura oonseqnencas were, inextricaUy- 
ravelled accounts, numerona petty proseou- 
tions of tenantry, an e:qMnaiTe idiaueary 
suit, long afierwards instituted by the heirs 
of Mr. Grimahaw against Blanche GonntMS 
of Delamere, and the loss of la^ nnaaeer- 
tained balances of rents. 

Awkward or impertinent aa Blanche had 
lattariy bseu on the previous night, the 
maika of her instinctive attachment to her 
deserted grandmother were not forgotten by 



that lady ; and on the day of general giKti 
lation. Lady Blanch* behaved bo well, and 
was so moch commanded by the noble 
visiters, for improved growth and appearance, 
preposKaalng manners, and a decided reson- 
blauca to the Delamere family, that she had 
never before been so high in favour. A 
prq>er governess was forthwith to be engaged 
for her, on the reoomnundation of the noble 
governess of an " iUuatriona pencmage ;" 
the Arab waa to be sent horns to his own 
country; Blanche was to have her hair 
tamed np, wear longer petticoats, and be 
otmfirmed, along with some junior bnnoheB 
of the neighbouring noble families. 

The Countesa, In the plenitude of hex 
exultation, also declared that ahe had re- 
solved to provide for Frederiok Letghton, 
either in the amy or the church, iriiiohever 
waa found most auited to his genius. With 
this last piece of intelligence, which she had 
picked up with her usual qnickneas, the 
Lady Blanche fiew back to the bedside of 
the patient, whom the Countess bad herself 



, Google 



BLUIGHE DELAMEBE. 



ocmdflMaiidtd to villi that mocning, tliMt^ 
Blaocbe had been prohUtiUd the indnlgcnsa. 

" Be ft Kldier, Fied^ if yaa csmiat be a 
great nan. Do not, HaMan mjb, be a prieet 
— to do nligion, and flatter, and imbibe, and 
play oardfl all day with old women like 
grftTidinTHnrn a," waa the oamevt exhortation 
of Lady Blanche. 

"I wooJd rather be a tcholar," eaid the 
mild yosth. " Bnt do, Lady Blanche, lesTe 
me ; the ConnteBB will be eo diepleaaed with 
yon for bei&g here againrt her orden." 

" Then you don't like me noar yon, Fred. ; 
yon like Lucy better ; yon do not lore ma to 
be with you, to watoh yon, and give yon 
drink." The boy sighed, and tamed away 
his head. 

_" I wish yon loved me aa IloTS yon, Fred. ; 
bnt yon won't look at me — then I don't care 
tat you either." The Lady Bkndie walked 
off, in disdain, and in eoirowftil anger. She 
■ongfat Haaean, to tell him of her caasea of 
grief ; bnt found she ooold not now tell him 
that Fred, did not lore her ; so ehe proposed 
that they ehonld have a gallop to the Stoke 
DeUmere gate, to hear of the leocned poacher. 
It wae long past her ordinary hour of exereiBe, 
hat she naolved to go ; and the Arab never 
banlked her In any wild wieh, though In 
violation of all established mlee. Blanche 
stole backtohernnrseTyfoTherriding-nhip, 
which happened to be there, and also to be 
friends with Fred., If he aeked her ; for a 
qnaml of above five mlnntes with any one 
ibe loved, and, above all, with him, lay like 
a dead-weight on the heart of onr hemine. 

Aunt Smpeon, from the laimdry, was with 
him, and little Lncy — the pretty, fair, and 
fiuryLncy, — waaprattHngto him, and holding 
Ms hand. Urn heirese stole back nnperoeived, 
sikntly mounted her pony, and soon ftr out^ 
lode even the fleet pace of Hassan. 

When he overtook her, he fonnd hei 
stretched, as If dead, in the path, beude what 
he believed a poocher'a great-coat and a. dark 
lantern, whldi had probably startled the 
pony. The world, at this ^ght, seemed a 
blank to the Arab. She had, however, re- 
covered long before he got her home, and 
merely said she was sleepy— ehe shonld like 
to deep. The greatest alarm and distress 
pervaded the establishment. The real oonse- 
qnence of ibe little heiress had never been 
felt till now. It might now have been 
thought that the Countess had no object in 
existence save her grandchild, for whose 
preservation heaven and earth were stirred. 
The fomily smgeons, three in number— the 



Fanfaronade fomilf surgaon— the "vary able" 
medical friend of Mr. Jerria Yata^ were ail 
in turn eagerly weleoiDed. Their learned 
fears, diverted ttom the brain, finally rested 
on " injnry to the spine." 

Perftot inaction, a ooustantly reeambent 
posture, was the cruel sentence^ after long 
consullationa, pTonouitoed npoa tha lively, 
restless, and qniok-epirited girl t and rigidly 
was it enforced by the entire household. In 
tiie accenion of die I«dy Blanohe, every one 
placed hope^ and no one knew what might 
be&ll to place and per^niilte under the 
r^ime of the unknown Irish boy and his 
mother. 

Ttie Countess, horrified by the idea of the 
death of her hurese, oi of he* possible de- 
formity — deformity which might prove an 
obstacle to her marriage — to tha greatest of 
earthly intereeta, the Bneal transmission of 
the family hononn — yielded to, or anticipated 
her every wish. Her early kind friend, 
HiB. Simpson, was, at ber dedre, perma- 
nmtly plaoed la her apartments, as her 
prindpal attandant. The pitttj, gentle, 
little Lucy was engaged ae her playmate ; 
and Frederick Lsigliton, until be was sent 
to the University, was her daily reader and 
master of dedgn ; Dr. Hayley taking long 
spells of the same duty. 

Hassan alone, the wild Arab, fancied it 
cruelty, perhaps dedgning cruelty of tite 
Franks, to fasten his companion, his wild 
gazelle,' his graceful antelope, all daylong, 
like a dried mummy, to a board. He be- 
came more and more moody and diasatiefied 
— he was not fitted for an in-door attendant ; 
and, though the Lady Blanche afiectionately 
received his daily visits, their interoourse 
began to be leas Iiappy. Her intellect 
was rapidly expanding — new thoughts and 
images were with her raf^y aeemnnlating, 
while the mind of the Arab was as oom- 
pletely stereotyped as that of the English 
Ckiuntess. As his influence with the hope of 
the bouse appeared to decline, Mis. Hartin 
became saucy to him, and Mr. Browne sorly; 
and, on several occamims, the fiery Hassan 
bad half drawn his dagger, and upon one he 
used it. Blanche dung to him still ; and It 
was, perlu^s, fortunate that the dedre to 
part came on his own side. During a tedious 
and severe winter, which nearly precluded 
out-door pursnlts, now his only pleasnte in 
England, Hassan was seined with tike home- 
dckoees — with that indeaoribable, languish- 
ing denre, that unappeasable yearning for 
home and kindred, to which medicine has 
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^ven s nun«, though nature alone afFords 
the remedy. He was finally wnt borne with 
liberal presents, and an annuity which, in 
his own country, made Hassan a sort of 
chief. 

It was not until the ere of Iiis departure, 
that the Arab secretly committed to his 
young mistress a sacred trost, which he Iiad 
cherished with Mabommedan fidelity, — 
namely, ereiy scrap of the writings which 
had been in her father's poaacMion at his 
death ; among which, were her mother's 
diary and daily correspondence while a g^l, 
the reader of the Countess ; and that good 
grandfather's letters, of whom Mrs. Simpson 
delighted to teU her, tliat virtuous pastor of 
Stoke Delamere. Her grandfather's daily 
familiar notes of counsel and direction for 
his daughter's studies and i^wdnct, and the 
open, affectionate, and cordial, and often play- 
ful interchange of mind and heart between 
father and dai^hter.werenowall in her pos- 
session. , What preciooa treasures, as Blanche 
came to consider them ! One sealed packet 
was addressed, "To my daughter, Blanche 
Georgiana, to be read when she shall be 
seventeen." Blanche pressed it to her lips. 

Thoi^h occupied by these parting gifts, 
the Lady Blandie wept a long day for the 
loss of the giver, her " Arab friend," who, 
in exchange for a lock of her hair, had be- 
stowed upon her the precious amulet bronght 
from Mecca by his grandare. From mingled 
sentiment and superstition, Blanche secretly 
wore this charm in an armlet, till old 
enough to smile at the fond folly, and, 
alas I to sigh at the discovery that it was 

The Lady Blanche was soon left yet more 
to her own resouroes. Frederick Leightou 
was away at his college, and Lucy with an 
annt in Chester, who wished to adopt her ; Dr. 
Hayley was at his living, and tia Countess 
gouty, rheumatic, feeble, peevish, and repin- 
ing. The fiat of the phydciana still held 
Blanche recumbent, allowing her only a 
couple of hours a-day for carriage exercise. 
It was a trying discipline for one with health 
so good, and animal spirits so high, and whose 
former existence had been nearly that "of a 
dweller out of doors." Reclining, she could 
now work, sing, draw, play with and arrange 
the flowers heaped upon and around her 
bed, or her conch, or the floor, on which she 
was condemned to lie extended for hours. 
But soon her business, her pnrenil, her en- 
grosung pleasure or pasuon, was reading, 
followed in a very irregular and desultory 



manner, but with enthuKOatic ardour, incom- 
prehenuble to all around her,except Frederick 
Leighton. " Save for books," was her speech 
to him in aftertimes^ " I should, under medi- 
cal torture, have become a maniac or an 
idiot : blesrings be with them, my preservers ! 
my comforters !" 

Of "Mr. Frederick" so flattering were 
the acconnia of his tutors to Dr. Hayley, 
that the Countess resolved to have him yet 
Archbishop of Canterbury ; but he was first 
to be constituted, when qualified for the 
important office, her domestic chaplain and 
private secreta^. In the meanwiiile, he 
was employed, at every recess, in directing 
or rather sharing the studies of the alleged 
invalid, Lady Blanche, and as her language- 
master. In general literatute she had, he 
said, far outstripped him, which was pro- 
bably true ; for she had lead lovingly in the 
light of her mother's often gay and girlish, 
but heart-inspired . criticism, and of her 
grandfather's profound and eloquent com- 
mentaries on thoBB favoured works which 
were at first, on this account, the volumes 
most fondly cherished by his young descen- 
dant. In this weary, sad, but most impor- 
tant interval, when Uie habits of her mind 
were strongly and rapidly forming Bhmche 
owed much to her humble ftiend Mrs. Simp- 
son, This matron was a Quakeress, well 
and solidly, though plunly educated, who 
had been thrust beyond the pale by the 
Friends for a love-match, which, however, 
she had not yet, when past middle age, 
repented. On being left a young and desti- 
tute widow, her exquisite skill as a laundres 
and sempstress had recommended her, spite of 
dissent, to the housekeeper at the Abbey; and 
for many years she had reigned matron para- 
mount of lawn and linen, and independent 
mistress of the romantic and comfortable 
residence within the Park, a cottage omit 
called " the Laundry." She had moreovar 
been, strange as was the foct in & great 
house, universally beloved and esteemed. 
There were some things remarkable in her 
history — she had saved money, and refused 
several olfen of marriage from persons of 
consideration in the Countess's establishment ; 
and while duly performing her appointed 
bu^ess, she hod cultivated her mind. It 
was, however, tier motherly kindness of 
manner, and perhaps her pretty talea and 
ballads, that first won the heart of Blanche; 
and certainly neither her acquired knowledge, 
nor yet her high moral principles or singular 
religious opinions. Thes^ indeed, she kept 
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to herself, and let her life and conversation 
declare them. 

In this humble matron Blanche fonnd a 
friend to irhom ehe could communicate her 
doubts and intrust her distrsBaeH, and 
whom she could even converse about her 
books and her pTojecta for the futqre. 
one could manage the Lady Blanche, the 
petted, wayward, capricious heiieia, save the 
QuakeresB ; and, with her, Blanche, afibo- 
tionatfl and docile, reqnind veiy little 
management. 

" I obey my grandmother because it b my 
duty, and I ^U not grieve her, and my good 
Dr. StiA-lgi never exacts obedience," said 
she one day to Lbt yonng tutor, now become 
Mr. Frederick Leighton ; " but I obey ma 
bonne" — her caiessing name for her humble 
friend — "because I defer to her clear judg- 
ment and strong intelledv and know tbat 
she lovea me for myself and to do right for 
its own sake ; and because it gives me snch 
pleasure — oh! such heartfelt pleasure — to 
comply with the wishes of those I love— of 
thoee whom my compliance can render 
happy. . . . They are not many." 

'nUs was spoken in a melancholy tone — 
melancholy for one so young and so much 
the darling of fortune ; one naturally so 
gay, M afiectionate — to whose feet, to do 
homage to whose charms and high endow- 
ments, all that was noble, or great, or illus- 
trions in the world of I^gland, would yet 
be gathered. So dreamed the silent. listener 
during a long pause, laaUng till Rollin, the 
study of the day, was resumed on the sug- 
gestion of the pupil. Lady Blanche was 
now almost fifteen, but she looked at least 
three years older. In her long reeumimqy 
she had grown rapidly; and her always 
animated features had taken a higher and 
more refined and thou^tfnl espresrion. 
" Deep, humid eyes, surmounted by a brow 
of lofty thongbV' had been a descriptive 
flight of Mr. Fred.'s, the truth of which Dr. 
Hayley was unable to challenge, though he 
scarce approved its warm tone. 

A maiden lady, a visiter to the Abbey, 
commisnoned for the purpose of scrutiny, 
had written a more minute account of the 
personalities of the great heiress-hermiless, 
to Lady Blande, the married daughter of 
Lord Fanfaronade ; a distinguished leader of 
fashion, and a very clever, brilliant woman, 
only . half of the world, but who was still 
quite willing to use a little sisterly diplomacy 
for the advantage of her second and favourite 
brother in the way of matrimony. , | 



With this brother she mt in her dressing- 
room in May-Fair, ready to go out, letter 
and watch in hand. 

"'Just entered sweet sixteen — but looks 
nineteen — a deddedly fine figure; partly 
lost by a carelesa slouching gait.' Well, 
that is still quite remediable under good 
treatment, and, I dare say, caused by tiiose 
abominable spine-doctors and their strappings. 
Hy belief is, that Blanche, who, three years 
ance, was as firm and elastic as a young 
fawn, has no more f^ine than I have, or, at 
any rate, than she should have, being an 
inch taller, and that encourages this nonsense 
to gratify an indolent habit of sauntering, 
and reading poetry and romances, under cover 
of study with this Abelard, whom her foolish 
grandmother has chosen to give her — with 
the usual consequences, no donht of it — if my 
good-nature and your good fortune, your very 
good fortune, Horatio, shall not prevent them." 

The tady read on. "A certain curious 
awkward elegance, or rustic gracefutness of 
manners, b conspicnous ; yet she is qtute 
ta^brmtd. No discretion — less rttenu than 
a child of seven years old. She will laugh 
at nothing perceptible to other people, like a 
mad creature ; and they tell me she is as 
easily moved to tears, though we, fortunately, 
are not favonied with any displays of sensi- 
bility. Save for her long protracted vale- 
tudinary state, the young lady might have 
been masculine or hoydeniah ; now she 
inclines to the lackadairical. They speak 
here of her candour ; I can witness for her 
bruiguerie. She can be positively, downright 
ill-bred. Her admirers say she has very 
generous and warm feelings. We see nothing 
of them. . If she has a heart, she keeps it 
to henelf. She has been remariced from 
childhood for obstinacy, and liability to 
bursts of passion, especially with those she 
loves ; and she has imbibed some most extra- 
ordinary religious opinions, which b no 
wonder, considering her origin amongHahom- 
medans, Jews, and Catholics, and tbat her 
spiritual director, or sole director in her 
grandmother's family, is not really Dr. 
Hayley, bnt an old Quakeress or Moravian, 
her Jf«(Asr-confessor. 

I have been," continued this nseful 
correspondent, "at your request, sounding 
the Countess about allowing Lady Blanche 
to vi^t you in London; but the old lady 
will not let her go into the world in any 
shape until she is confirmed ; and to thu 
ceremony the strange, obstiuate, and impious 
girl will not submit." , , 
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"Well, what think yon of all this, 
Horatio? I hsTe Bhown you the very worst 
of it," Bud Lady Blande, foldii^ up the let- 
ter; " a very, reiy fine fortnw, and mora 
in expectancy — a fine permn — no frail of 
youngar brothers and Bisters; and, in heart 
and mfnd, good material and plenty of it, 
oat of which a sensible man may faehion an 
stbnirsble wife." 

"Have her up for judgment by all 
meana," said the laughing brother ; and he 
tAok the letUr to read for himself. 

Lady Blande soon afterwards in person 
claimed the fnliUnent of an old promise, 
that the Lady Blanche should be allowed to 
rislt her for three or foui months, in order 
to have a sly peep of the world from her 
nursery windows. She would be taken euch 
care of as neTer was taken of young lady 
before, " They were so quiet In good old 
Grosrenor Square : —indeed the very high- 
est circle in London waa ever the most 
quiet — no fashion, no Tulgar dash." 

Blanche was pa^re, yet pleased wUh the 
graceful pressing kindness and fasdnaUng 
manners of a pleader who would not be 
refused ; and Dr. Hayley was urgent for her 
departure. Blanche, from rapid growth— 
he was unwilling to beliere it might be any 
cause more serious — had, ever since her acci- 
dent^ now several years back, become more 
and more delicate in habtt, and thongbtfnl 
in mind. Languor, fluctuating spirits, and 
fits of unaccountable waywardness and de- 
preBsiou, were among the gloomy train of 
symptoms which he observed and lamented. 
The provincial phj^idans had varied their 
treatment of her case, and CKhausted every 
means of their art. In Loudon, she would 
be under the daily care of that famed and 
fashionablB physician, already two or three 
times brought down, but whom even the fees 
of a Lady Delamere could not lure for many 
days from his lucrative practice. The 
Countess consented. Marljnand Mrs. Simp- 
son were to attend the young lady ; and, 
lest any inconvenience might arise, she was, 
with Lady Blaude's pemdsdon, to have her 
own carriage. 

" After this long retirement, we may 
afford to dash off our heiress a little, — though 
not brought out," said the Countess less con- 
fidently to the Doctor. " That duty I lake 
upon myself. If God spare me, it is her 
grandmother shall present the Lady Blanche, 
^ture Countess of Delamere, to her sove- 
reign, and his Illustrious consort. Only, I 
insist tiiat, before moving, she shall be con- | 



filmed. She shall not leave her ancestral 
home a tall heathen, to shame ui aB." 

■"nie Lady Blanche," said the g 
Doctor, hentatJngly, " still doubts her fitnesa 
for what, to a young person, seenu, and ii 
one sense is the most solemn rite of the 
Chureh. I own I reepeot her scntples so 
much — your grand-daughtei's is no coi 
mon mind, my lady — that I should : 
reluctant to see your ladyship use your 
undoubted authority at this time. — A leetl» 
time, a leetle discussion. — There are eminent 
theologians in the Church of England, who 
do not consider confirmation quite an esse 
tial — an absolute essential, 1 mean," 

" Not be confirmed 1 — not obey me ! • 
serup her independent judgment, not alone 
against me, her only parent, bnt ^unst her 
spiritual directors and her ChurtA ! — I will 
not. Doctor Hayley, longer tolerate such per- 
versity and rebelUou. My grand-daughter, 
before she stirs beyond these walls, shall be 
confirmed in Delamere Chapel, as I was. 
These are not times when well-bom persons 
may, with impunity, set an example of 
laxity in the fulfilment of their religions 

Blanche was mmmoned. There was i 
point up to which Blanche, young as she 
was, and headstrong as she was reputed U 
be, now readily yielded her ovm will to the 
vrishes of the Countess, sometimes In lofty 
forbearing compasdon witb her age and her 
narrow understanding, hut as often from the 
generous desire of contributing to the happi- 
ness of one ever more favoured by fortune 
than afieetiou. The Countess uiged her 
purpose. T^e Bishop had kindly offered to 
come himself to the Abbey. The family 
chapel, so long unused, had been rep^red, 
and decorated for the ceremony. 

" Why make a hypocrite of me V ssjd the 
^rl, driven to the lart resort. " My Bible 
tells me nothing of it. Indeed, indeed, 
grandmother, I cannot. Leave me alone — 
I am not yet good enough — I am not 
religions in the Articles. I am a very igno- 
rant^ simple Christian." 

" The Articles, child ! how indeed should 
yon pretend to understand such things? 
The Bible ! what know you of it, save as 
you are taught to believe f 

" Madam, am not I, like yourself, a Pro- 
testant ! You have had me taught to read 
— inestimable blesdng! — and my Creator 
has given me reason and understanding. 
Shall I extinguish the divine light in my 
own mind — strive against inborn conviction ?* 
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" Grant me patience I I« she a Quaker, 
Doetorf They rave something, don't they t 
— about inwud light I believe. Has tliat 
artfal woman, who has mch sway with her 
— and whom I only letain because she 
imdentands her miiBtftation — haa she cor- 
rupted her retigioiu pHnciplee with which 
we have taken each p^ns? I thail nerer 
foifive Martin for having introduced a Dis- 
senter into mj taaiHj, What an alt the 
nice olear-etarehtng and swaU-pluting in 
the world, oompared with bringing hveey 
into a great household like mimf 

Blanche half smiled ; while the sUghtmt 
possible shade of contempt mingled wiA 3te 
fwling of the Indicrotis, qnivcrtng on her 
Up. 

"Do you presume, young lady, to have 
more reason and understanding than your 
gnndmother — more tiian the whole of your 
ancestors 1 — 50U, a diild — a baby but 
yesterday t" 

" And therefoK not fit for this solemn rite 



i you 
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cannot believe other than my SAvionr has 
bidden me in those plain doctrines and purs 
and holy precepts to which my Inmost heart 
reeponds." 

" Child, child," cried the excited Conntess, 
** does not all the world declare against yon 1 
Every young lady — nay, I am happy to say 
that, in these improv^ times, every yonng 
gentleman also, publicly performs his religions 
duUee. Yon are sorely distracted. There 
never was an En^ishwoman of title a Dis- 
senter, save Lady Hantingdon, to the grief 
and shame of her family, and with no advan- 
tage, I can tell you, to her own character. 
A Hethodlst, a Q,uaksr,>-a what is she. 
Doctor t" The Countess held up her spread 
hands in horror. 

" I am neither, madam. — Give me time. 
1 hold to the Sciiptoree as my rale of faith 
and life; I don't understand beyond that. 
Many of my ancestors were Boman Catholics, 
and most Uien have held the doctrines of the 
Church of England damnable heresy. My 
maternal ancestors have, I learn, been 
Pnritans and Nonconformists, tad Qionght a 
hierarchy erroneons and anti-Bcriptnral. In 
the country where 1 was bom, there are a 
great diveiMty of faiths. My friend Hassan 
worshipped the Prophet whom yon call Antj- 
christ ; I once kissed hands to the Moon ; 
and my early protectors were zealous Roman 
CathoticB. I have since had the great benefit 



of Dr. Hayley's instructions, and Uioee of 
roy bamt. I have, in these long, weaiy 
years read my Bible in the light dwd upon 
it by tbs pure and holy life of my grand- 
father, and with tlie advantage of his instmo- 
tioni to his daughter, my own poor mother. 
I am of no peculiar sect ; I am of the fvth 
of Jesos Christ and of his gospel, as, in 
all fanmility, ray reason appr^iends it. It 
is the faith my soul needs, tfie AuQi my 
heart cleaves to ; and I am not of tlie 
Church of England — I am a more simple 
Ctuietlan." This was said in a low deep 
tone, but wift. an earnest vehsmenee wbidi 
overpowered the hearers. 

" Simple enough, God wot, and mad too," 
arid the vexed and angry lady. " And, 
pray, what eall you a Christian ? Am net 
I — is not Dr. Hsyley a Christian! 

"I tmst yon are. The more pure and 
holy in heart and mind, the mom wannly 
and actively good in thought and deed, titen 
Uie mom religions, the more Christian, I am 
bernvd to consider every one, whether poor 
01 rich. I know of no other standard than 
— ' If ye hicw these things, happy are ye if 
ye da them.' Scripture speaks nothing t« 
me of a religion apart from goodneee. One 
of your own High-Church philosophers says, 
' The more I am a good man, the more I am 
religious — the more a Christian.' I eoj^ 
pose Mr. Coleridge did not confine this 
opinion to rank or sect." 

"And does.lhe Chnrch of England make 
distinctions of rank! No, ignoralit child: 
persons of all conditions, boors, nay, parish 
panpers, may receive the comfortable rites of 
the Church ; and, if they repent their sins 
and believe, are not cut off from salvation." 

" Providence, donbtiese, for wise and merci- 
ful ends," put in Dr. Hayley, " has decreed 
a vast variety of conditions in this transitory 
life, many of them, no douht, trying and 
punAil ; but with God there is no respect of 
persons. And what are the ills and poverty 
of this brief existence, to the everlasting life 
set before the pious poor, and the suffering, 
when God's own hand shall adjust the 
balance, and the last be first, and the first 
lastr 

"And what, abo," said Blanche, "the 
goods and luxurious enjoyments of so very 
brief a life! Why so tenacious for the 
privileges and distinctions of the threescore 
years and ten, if we really believe that the 
grave levels all distinetions, save those created 
by snperior goodness? — Oh < It is a strange 
subject, and might well perplex a stronger 
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has said to me he could not thiuk the 
we&Ithy, grandee Christians believe their own 
reli^on, else they would exclude the poor 
and vulgar from their heaven, and keep it 
all, or at least the beet places in it, for them~ 
selves, exactly as they do here on earth." 

" What shocking, nay blasphemous notions 
have been infused into this child's mind ] " 
cried the Countess, piquing herself upon 
dignified forbearance wiUi the ignorance and 
perverrity of her grand-daughter. " Why, 
child, that person — a respectable enongh 
individual, I believe, in his own way — your 
relative, by the maternal ude, Hr. Jervis 
YBt«8, has, as I am informed by my Lord 
Fanfaronade, at this appalling ciius, when 
the welfare of the State and the security of 
property are so indissolubly connected with 
the maint«nance of the Church, publicly 
renounced dissent, and returned to its boeom. 

Go, diild, I hare long borne with your 

ignorance and petulance — ' and shall I say 
presmnpUon — from reflecting upon your 
disadvautagee in childhood, and that you 
were full ten years old before you were 
taught your catechism. I leave Uie Doctor 
to converse with you. But confirmed yon 
shall be. It b your duty ; it becomes your 
condition as my apparent heiress; and it 
cannot be longer delayed." The Countess 
swept off in her grandest manner. 

Good Dr. Hayley was any thing but an 
overbearing and pertinacious, and much less a 
penecuting priest ; for, though he every day 
more and more abhorred (Usaent, he loved 
his ease ; and was more likely, in ordinary 
time^ to have erred upon the side of in- 
difference and laxnese than of Btrictnees and 
severity in "mere matters of opinion" — of 
" mere ceremony," as he now deecribed the 
stumbling-block placed in the way of 
Blanche. " What was it but a ceremony ? 
— and, thon^ most becoming In the ob- 
servance, particularly in young ladies of 
condition, not materially differant from a lad, 
on entering the University, subacribing the 
Articles of the Church. It leads to nothing," 
he continned ; " and merely shows the 
colours likely to be afterwards worn by the 
individual. It is certunly not worth vexing 
the ^ed Countess about, who has set her 
heart on .the performance." 

" Why diould my grandmother be vexed 
about a mere ceremony, if to me it is stu6 
of the conscience?" said the nnconvinoed 
Blanche, quickly ; "or yet about what I 
privately think 1" And Blanche argued the 



matter in her own earnest and simple way, 
drawing her sharpest arrows from the qniver 
of Hilton, whose prose writings, landed and 
quoted in her grandfather's letters, given to her 
by Frederick Leighton, when he bad last gone 
to coU^ie, had, for some months back, with 
some pieces of Robert Hall and of Foster, 
been the private study of her recumbent 
solitnde. 

Jejune as the remarks of his catechumen 
might be, many of them were perplexing to 
the good, ijoifnjr Doctor, who, failing to move 
the understanding of his disciple, wisely 
rested his case on an appeal to her heart, in 
behalf of her " aged and pious grandmother," 
whose peace of mind and happiness depended 
M> mnch on her compliance with " the cete- 

He carried his point ; only "the ceremony" 
was to be delayed for a few months, until 
his instructions had brought the young lady 
to a more auitahle frame of mind, and take 
place immediately after Easter, and l>efare 
she went to London. 

Both ladies looked fbrvrard with some 
anxiety to that period. Blanche was i 
untaught in elegant female accomplishments, 
so deficient in ereiy tlting, that her grand- 
mother became uneasy for her, and, for relief, 
took up the good Doctor's idea, that the 
education and acquirements of her heiress, 
though di&erent, were more valuable and 
aoUd than those of most other young ladies ; 
and she rsaUy knew a very great deal — 
perhaps, in one sense, a great deal too much. 
These matters formed frequent topics of 
conversation between the Doctor and his 
patroness. 

The Countess had one peculiar source 
sympathy with her grandchild. Enjoying 
many of the privileges of the other sex, her 
pride had often suffered under the legal 
prescription of women— or at least of won 
of rank; — and if she could not reason, ahc 
could be at times very indignant, that, while 
the Earl of Fanfaronade was Lord-lieutenant 
of the county, she could not be a deputy ■— 
not even a magistrate like Mr. Jervis Yates ; 
or do judgment at Quarter Sesdons on 
poachers and paupers, like her own steward, 
Grimshaw. And Lady Blanche also, thoi^h 
destined to be that exalted being, a Peeress 
in her own right, was the proscribed entity, 
a woman. Dr. Hayley had little sympathy 
with these feelings, which he fancied very 
ridiculous ; hut he bad a very bad opinion 
of Mr. Grimshaw, the steward, or chamber- 
lun as he was styled — who, he was sure. 
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Bjratematicallj imposed upon the Coantfaa ; 
and he wu thet«fore aware of the importance 
of the Lady Blanche, with her proepects, 
obtaining' a competent knowledge of accounts, 
and, perhaps, of the outline of the laws and 
interests of the country in which she had so 
vast a stake. Besides her large estates in 
diflierent parts of the kingdom, Blanche 
would, in all probability, succeed to the great 
moneyed fortune of Mr. Yates, and an interest 
in manuAictaring aad mining concerns. 
Some knowledge of the eeoaomical Fesouroea 
of the country and of the British constitution 
was nqninte; and Lord Fanfaronade was 
consulted, and approved of the idea. His 
lordship had caught the opinion, probably as 
people catch a prevalent epidemic, withont 
knowing how or when, that iu the one case 
Adam Smith was the standard, and iu the 
other Blackstone infaUible ; and no doubt 
Hr. Frederick Lelghtoo, the young fovourite, 
witii whose fortunes Lady Delamere charged 
henelf, and of whose intelligence, learning, 
and good principles, his college tutors spoke 
M> highly, was the very domesUc oracle to 
expound titese legitimate authorities. A 
regular course of study, to be undei^ne in 
three months, was accordu^ly drawn up by 
his lordship, cut-and-dry, ready to be ad- 
ministered, " But]er*8 Analogy" was to 
iJtemjtte with " Chesterfield's Letten^" and 
Hannah More and Warburton balance 
Horace Walpole and Lady Mary Wortley. 
Memory was only to be refreshed- in English 
history ; for the Lady Blanche had already 
been initiated into " History, C>eogTaphy,and 
the Use of the Globes." 

" I will have Lady Blanche intimately 
versant with the history of her own country, 
and of France, tiie land of her Norman 
ancestors," said the Countess, at a solemn 
family conclave held in the library. " But 
she must know nothing of politics — politics, 
Hr. Frederick, I e^iressly debar. Nothing 
is so odious, improper, and nnlady-like as a 
female politician, save, indeed, a female 
sectary.' Understand, Mr. Frederick, that I 
confine the Lady Blanche's studies to History 
alone." 

"To the politic* of every year but the 
present," whispered Blanche ; and she added, 
alond, " Pray, Doctor, what do politics become 
after they are fifty years old t " 

"Politics," interposed the Countess, "are 
always vulgar and nnfeminine, and parti- 
cularly nnbecoming in young ladies of con- 

** Shall I tell you, Doctor," continued 
Vol, in, 



Blanche, in by-play with her old friend, 
while the Countess lectured and documented 
the young tutor intrusted with so predous 
a confidence as the farther initiating the 
heiress of Delamere into History as it should 
be tangbt to young ladies. "Shall I tell 
yonl I found it oat quite of myself, I 
assure you, from a conversation I had with 
ma bonne and Frederick, the other evening, 
about the times of the Civil Wars. Why the 
turbulent, saucy, scolding, quarrelsome minx 
Politics becomes, in forty or fewer years, 
that grave, staid, and dignified matron, His- 
tory, whose deeds it is the province of women 
to study, until they have at their finger ends, 
how Elizabeth was the lion-hearted Protes- 
tant princess ; how Charles I. suffered mar- 
tyrdom on the 30th of January, 1649 ; and 
how his gradous son was blessedly restored 
upon the Z9th of May, 1660 ; and such like 
important events, never once all the while 
venturing to inquire into or reason about 
the causes which sent the one t« the block 
and the other upon his travels." 

The Doctor shook his head in smiling 
menace, as if he said, "You are incorrigihle ;" 
and the Countess, who had caught all that 
was good tor her, went on, — " Certainly,' 
child ; these are the exact dates, I believe. 
My Lord Fanfaronade is quite of my own 
opinion, that a tolid and lateral education, in 
the station in which it has pleased God to 
place you, is necessary; — that, notwith- 
standing your sex, it is your duty to under- 
stand the laws and leading interests of yonr 
country, and particularly those of our Order, 
which bthe first in the state. I make no 
doubt Mr. Adam Smith has placed all that 
in the proper light. 

" Though I have the utmost confidence ii 
the zeal of one so devoted to my family ai 
you must be, Mr, Frederick, I shall deem it 
a duty to look, from time to time, into Lady 
Blanche's progress ; and you will not, I am 
certain, neglect Lord Fanfaronade's excellent 
hint about the analyns or theme from Smith, 
to be submitted to me. Mrs. Simpson here, 
of course, pnrsues her needleworic while Lady 
Blanche studies. I need not commend the 
child to your best care, nor yet say, that, a 
her parent, I depute to you all needfhil 
authority. Your arm, Doctor." 

And tiie Countess sailed away before the 
disclaiming or complimentary speech of the 
young tutor — blushing as much from the 
arch side glances of the pupU as at the lecture 
of the lady. 

" Well, sir, are you to whip me, or only 
No.M. 
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lock up the naught; girl in tbe dark closet, 
if she is idle or disobedient ? " said Blanch^ 
as he shnt tlie dooT of the pretty apartment 
formerly named tiie Bchoolroom, but now 
Tefiumished, and filled with all her literaTy 
and other treasDres, and di^ified with the 
appellation of " Lady Blanche's study." No 
answer was returned. 

" Dear lady," said the Quakeress mildly, 
"my friend Fred., feels this to be misplaced, 
perhaps cruel, jesting." 

" Let us resume our task,'' said the still 
embsiraaeed tutor. 

" Oh, sniely, sir ; but, on penalty of whip- 
JHng — which, I dare say, I may deserye — I 
shall take my own way with my Smithiau 
exercises." 

!' Yon wiU deeply ofiend the Countess," 
eud the young gentleman, with the utmost 
gravity; "but I beg pardon — yon know 
best ; I hare only to submit to your will. 
Lady Blanche." 

" Every one, (tf course, submits to Lady 
Blanche's will," replied Blanche, in s tone 
of pique, yet with deep feeling, though an 
afiedcd playfulness of manner. " Will any 
one in the world ever care for her enough to 
control her will — to make her leason submit 
to a more enlightened or wiser will than her 
own ? " She hastily looked up — the eyes of 
her tutor were riveted upon Adam Smith, 
and a nlence followed, embarrassing from its 
mere protraction, before the gentleman fal- 
tered ont — " Is she capable of this 1 " 

" Who is there to try her 1 who erer, 
save yon, ma tenM—yon who are only too 
indulgent to my faults — and my Arab— who 
never saw a fault in me — has eve^ in a 
kindly spirit, bestowed one precaons pearl of 
truth on poor Blanche 1 — Bat to our studies," 
she hastily added, with the conscionsnesa of 
having gone too far. " I ahall, as I have 
told yon, find such things in this pleasant, 
li^t reading selected for me, as shall make 
my grandmother and Lord Fanfaronade be- 
lieve I have been studying Tom Faine or 
Cobbett under your care." 

" When the Conntess will Ite deeply of- 
fended — perhaps put an end to our readings." 

Lady Blant^e appeared sunk in reflection. 
This was a result she hy no meana desired. 
"You must not be implicated, bowerer. But 
I cannot refuse myself the pleasure of ee^ng 
how Lord Fanftironade will staie and grand- 
mamma look. Remember how for three 
years I have been a prisoner in bonds, and 
do not grudge me a little pleasant revenge." 



CH4PTXR im. 
Studies of an Heirai. 

Upon the next visit of the Earl, the Lady 
Blanche was summoned to give an account 
of her studies to that paternal and urbane 
nobleman ; and she went, her prepared theme 
in hand. " Nay, then, dear lady," said the 
Quakeress, in genUe expostulation, and laying 
her band on the paper. 

" Nay, then, dear fiiead," returned the 
Lady Blanche, laughingly, " why baulk my 
sport 1 I assure you, Frederick — Mr. Frede- 
rick Leighton — shall not suSer from ray 
temerity." She gently extricated the paper, 
crying, as ahe ifent off, 

"Itit DDtnnipait 

To >« the mginen hoist -mtb hit dwd petud .'" 

Anived in the presence, and the preliminary 
oeremonies over, the theme was produced, 
and the {air student assured her noble auditors 
that it was wholly her own — Mr. Frederick 
Leighton had not even read it. This drew 
forth the compliments of the Earl ; and the 
young lady being accommodated with a 
reclining chair, commenced reading a cento 
of sentences from Adam Smith: — '"I. Of 
productive and unproductive labourers, or 
ploughmen and footmen.' — ' Labour was the 
first price, the original purchase-money that 
was pud for all tl^gs.' — Doss that, my lord, 
include the price my anceeton paid for their 
fief) — Is feudal serrioe laboui^ productive 
labour ! " 

"Certainly, Lady Blanche, my dear — 
most certainly, Countess. What labour so 
productive as that of imr minds in the council, 
and our swords in the field f " 

Blanche proceeded — "'The labour of a 
manufacturer generally adds to the value of 
the materials upon which he works, that of 
his own maintenance and his master's profit. 
The labour of the menial servant, on the 
contnry, odds to the value of nothii^.' I 
beg Me. Smith's pardon there, though," 
intermpted the reader. '^I do think the 
cook adds very eonuderably to the value of 
the chicken die roasta iat me ; and the 
chambermaid eveiy day to the value of the 
bed she makes, and the rooms she deans for 
me. But my author perhaps means lackeys, 
when he says — ' The maintenance of a menial 
servant never is restored. A man growq 
rioh by employing a multitude of manu- 
&cture[B ; he grows poor by piaintaining a 
multitude of menial serrantc The labour 
of some of the highest orders of society, is, 
like that of menial semnts, unproductive 
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of U17 Talne. The Sorsreign, for example, 
with all the officen both of joBtiee and vru 
waier him, the whole anny and navy, are 
tmpreduetive tabouren.' " 

" ChUd, what jargon u thial" intei- 
rnpted the Countess. " They are gentlemen 
— they ate not Ubonnis at all." 

" Trae, madam. Yonr definition is the 
exact and suentiSc one," taii the Eari. 

Blanche did not perceive any definition, 
and she wu ngnaled to proceed. 

"'Though the profusion of the Oorem- 
ment must, nndonbtedly, Iistb retacded the 
national progress of England towards wealth 
and improrainsnt, it has not been [ able to 
■top it. ... In the midst of all the 
exaction c^ the OoTemmen^ coital has bean 
diently and gradually accumulating, by the 
privata frug^ty and good conduct of indi- 
viduals.' " 

" When did the man write this stuff, 
Blanche, ipy dear ! " said the Cooutess. 

" About mxty or seventy years since, 
madam." 

" Host extraordinary! I da fear, my 
Imd, you have been imposed upon in thk 
Scottish writer. — Sixty yean ago was long 
before the Jacobins I " 

The noble Eari seemed unsaay ; he took 
ninfi'', and Blanche, though tickled, with th* 
charity of tms potitenesa, read on. 

'"II. Taxation, Com-Lawa.' — 'Tazsanpon 
the necesaaciea of life have neariy the same 
eSiset upon the circnmstaneia of the people 
as a poor soU and a bad climate. Provisions 
are thereby rendered dearer, in the same 
manner aa if it required extraordinary labour 

and expense to raise them To 

lay a new lax upon them because they am 
already ovnrburdened with taxes, and, be- 
cause they already pay toe dear for the 
necessaries of llfb, to mate them likewise 
pay too dear for the greater part of other 
commodities, b certainly an absurd way of 
making ammdg. Such taxes, when thev 
have grown ap to a certain height, «r* a 
ame, tjitaltotitbarremwieftieeartlkand 
tlu iw H imMty <(f tie ^Memf, and it is in the 
richest and most productive coontriee they 

have been generally imposed A 

tax may take oat of the pockets of the people 
a great deal moie than it brings into the 

pnUia treBsnry, in four ways: — Fir*l "* 

"Have done with that tra^ child," said the 
excited Coontess. ^'Surely a writer quoted ia 
FaiUament, and so extolled, must have some- 
thing better than that nonsense, and I trust 
yoo have |»efita4 by hfan in somethiBg." 



" I have learned all abont the effect of 
bounties and prohibitions, madam." 

" That is well enough for merchants and 
tradera, and so forth, but of little consequence 
to persons of family and estate." 

"Primogeniture and entails, then?" 

"Ay, indeed," said the Earl. "Primo- 
geniture, the P^adium of oar Order, my 
lady ; along with the Church, the very 
bulwark of the Constitution ; and Entails, 
the fundamental principle, the basis of primo- 

" Bead on, diild," Bud the Countess; and 
Blanche very demnraly read — 

'"Entuls are founded on the most absurd 
of all suppositions — the suppontion that 
every successive generation of men has not 
an equal right to the earth, and all that it 
possesses, but that the property of the pre- 
sent generation should be restrained and 
regnlated by the &ncy of those who died 
p^haps five hundred yean ago.'" 

"Hear you that, my lord?" cried the 
Countess. "There must be some great 
mistake — some very serious blunder here : 
that, child, camiot be Smith." 

" Yes, madam, it is — quite right, I 
assure you. He says farther — 'Entails are 
still retained, through the greater part of 
Europe, in those countries especially where 
noble birth is a neoessaiy qualification for 
the enjoyment of either dvil or militaiy 
honours.'" 

" Cortamly,— save now, in tiubippy, do- 
ganerate, revolutionized France," siud the 
Eari 

" ' Entails,' " read Lady Blanche, " ' are 
thought necessary for the maintenance of 
this exclusive privilege of the nobility to 
the great offices and honours of Ae State.' " 

^'Certainly," repeated the Earl, empha- 
tically ; and he pompously went on^ — " The 
career open to talents — a novel, innovating 
principle — may be the maxim of a Repub- 
lican Usurper, but can never find pUoe in 
a legitimate mooaichy." 

" Was Napolsim a Republican, my lord ?" 
inquired Blanche, gravely. 

** He was. Lady Blanche, the very child 
of Jacobininu and Revolution." 

" And a tyrant, too," SMd Blanche. ** But 
to Adam Smith— 'The Order of nobility.' 
— 'That order having usurped ime mjust 
advantage over the rest of their fellow- 
dtisens, lest their poverty should render 
them ridiculous, it Is thou^t teaaonable 
t)i^ should have aaather,' " 

" Grant me patience '. Is this, my Lord 
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Fanf&ronade, the book you have pnt into 
the hands of niy granddaughter ? Yon 
roust have been dreadfully deoeired ; the 
man is s rank democnt and leveller." 

The discomfited Earl again took Bunff. 

" He ie a philosopher, grandmamma." 

"Ay, ay, a SeotcK philosopher — periiapB 
an iniSdel ; but pardon me, my lord. It 
shall not be said I have condenmed unheard. 
Head on, and — " 

" ' AU for thenaeUiet, and nothing for the 
rett of the world, eeems in every age to have 
been the rile maxim of the Masters of man- 
kind. As soon, therefore, as they Ct^e feudal 
nobility] conld find a method to consume 
their rents upon themselvea, they had no 
disposition to share them with any other 
person.' ["He has just been describing, ma- 
dam," said the reader, " hon in rude times the 
feudal nobles kept a great many retainers, 
until the gradual increase of luxury afforded 
them another and more selfish way of con- 
enming their revennes."] ' They sold thdr 
birthright, not, like Esau, for B mesa of 
pottage, in time of hunger and neoessity, 
bnt in the wantonness of plenty, for trinkets 
and baubles, fitter for playthings for children, 

than the serious putsoits of men 

. . In countries where a rich man can 
spend his revenue in no other way than by 
maintaining as many people as it con main- 
tain, he is not apt to run out ; and his bene- 
volence is seldom so violent aa to attempt to 
maintain more than he can afford. But 
where he con spend the greatest revenne 
upon his own penon, he frequently has no 
bounds to his vanity, or to his aj^tion for 
his own person.' " 

" I am astonished — confounded !" cried 
the Earl, unable longer to restrain himself ; 
" there must be a fatal mistake ; this cannot 
be the work I mean — Smith's ' Wealth of 
Nations,' Lady Blanche?" 

" Indeed it is though. He goes on to tell, 
madam, how the estates were tieared, in the 
manner Mr. Grimahaw went over to Donegal 
to help the Irish agent to clear your property 
of Papists and paupers ; and how farms were 
enlarged and rack-rented, and yet" — and 
the tone of the speaker became earnest — 
"how the wrath of man worketb the 
righteousness of God, and socie^ was bet- 
tered even by this cruel means." 

" Don't cant, child," interrupted the Coun- 
tess, angrily; "I detest cant But how, 
my lord, shaU I aver forgive y<m for allow- 
ing this incendiary work to come into my 
Jibroiy 1" 



She attempted to soften the severity of the 
rebuke by a smile. 

" I bIibII never forgive myself. Lady Dels- 
mere. I have been strangely deceived. But 
what siioll we say, when sedition and secto- 
lianism may be found lurking in every thing 
we read 1 I have heard this man quoted by 
those who ought to have known better. 
What edition b it that your ladyship pos- 
sesses?'' The edition was ascertained. "I 
knew it ! This has been interpolated, I make 
no doubt, by some seditious Scotch editor." 

Even with this explanation. Smith was 
ignominiouely espelled from the library of 
tlie Lady Blanche, and her theme committed 
to the flames ; and thus ended three weck^ 
study of "Political Economy" by a great 
heiress. 

The study of the British ConstitntJon was 
deferred. The Earl, having mode one fatal 
error, could not be certain even of Blackstone 
himself. Beudes, Blackstone had written 
before the French Revolution, and many 
things, though nominally the same, were 
now, in reality, very different. It was 
therefore resolved, that the Lady Blanche 
should, except histoty, suspend all her more 
serious studies, and betake herself ta the 
"well of English nndefiled," as the Earl 
proudly phrased it — to Shokspere and 
Milton, Dryden and Addison. The Earl 
remained to dinner, and Mr. Frederick 
Leighton had the honour of being admitted 
to table, and properly lectured by the Peer. 

"You comprehend the widies of the 
Countess, for Lady Blanche. The poets— 
down to Pope, and no later — the dramatists 
as I shall select them ; our best essayists ; 
with county histories, memoirs, and anti- 
qnities. This u «ny idea, my lady ; and, as 
a Uttle indulgence," continued the graciously 
smiling peer, " suppose we throw in a romance 
or two — Richardson's or Scott's. He is 
safe," 

"Quito my own idea," responded the 
Countess. 

"And make good use of your time, my 
dear young lady. My daughter Btande will 
be down at Euter, and will not lea\-e the 
country without you ; so, by the middle of 
April — itb DOW hard on February — you 
will require. Doctor, to have your interesting 
pupil in proper training. It is vrith you, 
tar, I believe. Lady Blanche reads Italian?" 
and he turned to Leighton. 

"Lady Blanche has read a little Italian 
with me," replied Mr. Frederick Leighton; 
" but that beanljfal language was one of her 
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natire, her childhood's tongues. She hoe not 
learned oho baa merely recalled." 

"I hsTB a eniack of all the tongnea of 
Babel," said Blanche, laug^hing, "save Irish, 
whidi gTandmamina has promised to let me 
over to her fine old, deKiied pUce in Donegal, 
to catch, some day ; and I have too a touch 
of all national chanctMS, which, I suppose, 
is the cause of my prejudices bebg kept in 
equilibrium," 

Leaving Dr. Hayley to do the honours, the 
aged Countess, coouderably exhausted, sought 
her comfortable /atOaal for her afternoon 
sleep, and the Lady Blanche flew to her 
Bomie. Her colour was high ; for the palest 
rose tint now seemed as the deep lose hue in 
tile Qsnally marble cheeks of Blanche. Her 
eyes glowed, her spirits were elated. She 
communicated all her good fortune. Her 
joke had told ; perhaps one or the other of 
her noble auditors might ponder some one of 
Adam Smith's apophtlu^ns, and Lord Fan- 
faronade try to make independent provi^on 
for his younger sons and daughters. The 
benertdent Quakeress shook hei sagadous 
head. 

" Oh, that hope-damping, Burghley shake, 
AM bonne!" cried Blanche, laugMng. "Think 
that I have still three months of delicious 
Spring before me, and nothing to do all day 
but drive my pony-chaise, gather flowers 
with you, and read, nad, read — poetry and 
romances ; or, better still, hear Fred, read, 
read, read, and you talk to us about it! 
Will it not be delightful I Nay, 1 won't 
sufier that second shake. Thus I prevent 
iL" And Blanche playfully placed her 
hands on each side of tiie neat lawn crimped 
coif of her nutema] Aiend, until they almost 
touched it. 



CHAFTKB vm. 
Lote Triali of Iha Terra in High and 

Fo>TUi% omnipotent over mortal woman, 
will sometimes disconcert the best-laid and 
most prudent schemes, and as readily tliose 
of the Duchess as of tlte dairy-maid. The 
three spring months which the Lady Blanche 
Delamere bad promised herself were to pass 
like a vision of enchantment, in tha fairy- 
land of Shakspere and Spencer, and the 
blighter rt^opa of her own young Romance, 
began in disappointment, and ended in endu- 
rance, if not in sorrow. Three days fled on 
wings of rapture ; but, on the morning of the 
fourth, the young tutor — so hononied, so 



trusted by the Connt«es, so affectionately and 
frankly treat«d by her gianddanghtei — had 
left the Abbey of the Holy Cross withoot 
leave asked or given! The immediate or 
alleged cause of his disappearance, as ex- 
plained in a letter to the Countess, was tha 
illness of his mother, who had expressed a 
nish to see htm ; and with many gratefuJ 
acknowledgments for her ladyshi^^s munifi- 
cent designs in lua favour, he respectfully 
declined her future patronage. The Church 
was not suitable to his views, and lie disliked 
the Army. He intended to prosecute the 
study of medicine, of which he had always 
been fond ; and hoped to turn his acquirements 
into the means of supporting himself until he 
was qualified to exercise the profesuon he 
had deliberately chosen. 

The surprise and displeasure of the Coun- 
tess were extreme. Here was respect ! — 
here was gratitude ! Dislike the Church ! — 
dislike the Anny ! — not suitable to his tastes 
and views I 

"How, indeed, should they! — both are 
the professionB of gentlemen. So, Blanche, 
my dear — bow very late you are, child, this 
morning! — this Hister Frederick Leighton 
chooses insolently to decline my patronage, 
and the line of life I had selected for him. 
He is quite right ; he is unfit for the profes- 
uon of a well-bom man. He chooses to be 
an indepeadetU apothecary — a compounder of 
drugs — instead of my chaplain and secretary, 
and probably a future dignitary of the Church 
of England." 

Blanche had her own deep and peculiar 
causes of grievance this morning vrith her 
runaway tutor, to which her troubled brow 
and clouded eyes bore testimony, though one 
which, fortunately, het grandmother could 
not read ; but she was too high-minded to be 
unjust, and she held a proud nlence, not only 
then, but all through that day, brooding and 
moody, and at times retiring to weep alone. 
Not one word had she deigned to address to 
her Botme, who had sat with her, dejected 
and slent, after several attempts at esta- 
blishing their ordinary happy and confidential 
intercourse. 

"'Tis thy hour for bed," sdd the mild 
Quakeress, who had meekly andcompaa^n- 
ately bome the young lady's waywardness, 
in sympathy with her sorrow, "Thou art 
feverish and heateii, dear lady. Shall I send 
Martin to undress theel — or wilt thou per- 
mit thy grieved friend the pleasure of serving 
thee?" 

I'll have no Martin— I can serve myself. 
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thank yet" cried die j-oiing lady, prandlj, 
though scarcely able to restrain her tears; 
and she broke forth — "You, at least — jmt 
whom I hare loved aa a mother — revtred as 
my bettor angel— yon who, I beliered, lo»ed 

me Bnt'tlano matter! Good-night! — 

good-night!" The Lady Blwche rose, and 
waved her hand. 

"Nay, I win not leave thee thus. Thou 
ksowest I conld not sleep ; and thou Vouldst 
be Borry to-morrow." 

Blanchs was melted. 

" Have I been very petulant ?— mllen 1 I 
fear I have ;— -and I detest sullenneas. And 
proud too ? — Irat my pride ig humbled to-day. 
How very condeBceOding — yea, it was — how 
gncioQB and compassionate It was, In yonr 
nephew, Mr. Frederick Leighton, to leave 
message you delivered this morning to 
the Twn, giddy, perhaps — yes, jwAop*~th« 
forward nnmaidenly person he must con- 
sider myself! Most generous to flee ere the 
forlorn or lovelorn daiidsel had farther ex- 
posed herself. Oh, how I hBt«-^how gladly 
I could kill myself — could I Imagine that 
my heedless indiscretion bad given this inso- 
lent, this moat unparalleled, presumption but 
a shadow of cause!" 

And scalding tears forced their way in 
torrents 'down the boniing cheeks of the 
heiress. Her friend Buffered this paroiysm 
of irritated pride and wounded affection to 
expend itself. 

"And you — you won't speak to tne — 
you whom I hare regarded as my wisest 
and best friend ! — struck dumb with pity, 

9 you, for the love-aick girl, whose silly, 
childish heart waa given unsought, and 
flung back unprized ?~ How little all of 
you know her ! No, truly — Mr. Frederick 
Leighton need not hare taken such deadly 
alarm. Oh ! I could ank into the earth for 
very shame that he may have gone hence 
with 80 false, so humiliating an idea of my 
real sentiments. Surely, ma botme, you who 
read my Inmost heart, know that I am in- 
capable of the most unwomanly weakness 
of giving, were it to a piiqce, my love 
unsought." 

"I know it well, believe firmly — thou 
couldst not do aught unmaidenly ; thy 
faults are all on the side of the pride which 
would die and make no sign. Wert thou 
thy grandmother's milkmaid, Instead of her 
proud heiress, thou must be wooed to be 
1. But thou art under strange miscon- 
ception, dearest lady. Deeply dost thou in 
thy displeasure wrong poor Frederick ; 



deeper still thine own noble nstoifl, wfaldL 
will yet do him jtutice. H« haa follvmd 
the clear line of duty and honmr, probably 
with no little sacrifice of ri^ue hopes, idly 
and too fondly cherished j and, in thy 
esteem, he will yet obtain no mean portion 
of his merited reward." 

The t«ars of Blanche rained fart and 
faster ; but their source lay deeper in her 
heart than the scalding drops which pride 
and Indignation had wrong forth. Was it 
conBcienoe barbed the arrow wlilob, rinee the 
delivery of Frederick's complimentary and 
simple message, iiad rankled in her proud, 
and maidenly, and na# desolate heart 1 

Gentle as was the hand of the maternal 
Quakeress, she kindly and wisdy fbrbore to 
probe that young bosom, quivering In its 
first-felt woman's agony ; and when the 
more gradous and healing shofrer Was speut, 
Blanche had recovered herself. She dried 
her eyes, Snd half-smiled. " This is all very 
foolujii ; but, thcUik Heaven, no one can 
guess save yon. ... If Mr. Frederick 
Leighton most needs go home — if his duties 
here were become so unpleasant to him — 
though, once, he seemed to like to be with 
US — might he not frankly have s^d sol 
Md he fear that, because I was childish 
enough to sh<nr my satisbction at the 
arrangement for my studies made by the 
Countess, his incUnatioIu were to lie forced! 
— or was it that he must kindly steal away 
lest the ^y girl should not have fortitude 
to see him part V 

" Deeply thou wrongest him in thy proud 
speech, lady, to whom thy secret thoughts 
do more jnstice. Thou knowest the natural 
diffidence — the utter Want of seH-confidenee 
and presumption — of him on whose spirit, 
oevertheleas, the yoke of dependence would 
have pressed hard, though imposed by a 
lighter, more delicate band than that of the 
Countess. In this matter, pardon me — thou 
art thine own accuser — thine own tormen- 
tor. Frederick's healthy, right ndnd pointed 
out the necessity of bis going. If in the 
manner there was fault, that was mine : — 
I approved the measure, and I urged speed. 
He has dallied loo long — been but too sen- 
sible to the pleasures and fascinations of a 
life to him enervating and perilous, and for 
thee, hoble maiden! — pardon that frank 
sincerity without which my £riend«hip for 
thee were of no worth — for thee most un- 
wise — for me, thy humble friend, unworthy. 
That is done which time, which society must 
shortly have accomplished, but only when 
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tatnngement wigbt, lure been ttlcire paiiif Hi; 
when hop«H, uuwiwly placed but fondly 
jsheiuhed, nught have made tiiat death to 
thy pteeumptnons plajiinata wUch to tbkt 
had been sport." 

"Sport to me the pafai of Frederick 
Leighton! Nij, then, I have a rigfat to 
bbme jon — joa ill understand me. No 
hopes that he eopld hsre framed in lelatlon 
to me — to my own self, «e — (he poor 
oiphan Blanche'— could I ever dare to view 
M pTesamptaouB ; ImpoBalble a> I am aware 
their fulfilment might be, while the customs 
of society conspire against the happiness of 
all womankind, and most agaiiut thoae in 
the highest station — against mine, whose 
seeming independence is bat i, mockery. 
fint enough of Frederick ,* do not mistake 
me so far as to imagine that, notwithstand- 
ing the accident of my birth — and Heaven 
knows that hithertd it has been no hiesdng 
— I ever daied to compare myself with man 
or woman bnt by the one stMidard of supe- 
rior intellect or greater goodness. I require 
to reflect that I am placed thus high ; for, 
do believe me, I bnt very rarely feel it — 
and never when I am either very amiable or 
yet veiy happy. Why do I esteem thee, in 
thy pinched coif, petulant and wayward as I 
have been to-day, far beyond the noblest 
matron in the baid that I have ever yet 
Seen, or am, I fear, likely to see V 

" I will not call tliee flatterer," replied the 
gratified govemante, wHh her softest mater- 
nal smile, " but I will call thee dear, fond 
enthusiaat, and pray that thy generous, ex- 
panding mind may guard, whfle it sustains, 
thy pure and ardent heart : — and now good- 
night indeed. Thoo hast forgiven Frederick 
Leighton? Hany years may roll away, 
and change come to all of ns, before we see 
him i^in. Bnt thou I know wilt do him 
justice ; for thine is a nature to sympathize 
with the noblest struggles of tiie inward 
wai&ie — and those I fear have been his." . 

"Had he bnt suffered me to ahow how 
firing 1 could have seen him depart — how 
frankly have cheered his honourable pur- 
pose ; — but it matters not ; — and so farewell, 
Fred, whom I have liked too long, too 
young, and perhaps too well, ever to have 
been in lore with ; that was impossible, yon 
know, ma bonne, in an intercourse so kjndly 
and familiar, and, until these last day% so 
frank and brotherly as onrs." 
' The bonne half nniled. " Spite of ' thy 
rank and conventional relations, how true 
t* thy sex's iiutincts art thon — to its 



haiigfatiest caprices, as to its deepest tender- 
ness <" were her secret thoughts. 

Whatever poets and dramatists may have 
recorded, the dawning love of dxfeen is we 
opine rarely found dangerous to the lasting 
peac^ of its victim. The lady Blanche, 
bravely as ^e bad borne herself before the 
most trusted Mend she had oil eniih, wept 
Sadly enough for one half-honi when dark- 
ness aiid the bed-curtains had fairly veiled 
bet weakness. She felt as if she most be 
miserable while life endui«d ; and so she 
rose and re-pemsed in the moonlight the 
scene in "Cymbeline," whidi had formed 
her reading on the former evening, when 
her heart had thrilled so rapturously while 
her young tutor enthnsiastically dilated 
upon the exquisitely feminine character of 
the herbine — and then she remembered, 
half-iesentfolly, how her bonne had abruptiy 
put an end to the twilight rererie which fol- 
lowed the reading. Blanche knew that it 
was idle to return to bed, as repose to her 
was impoBuble, however bravely she ahoold 
bear herself during the day, so that not even 
the should guess how deeply her affections 
had been entangled. It was therefore with 
some vexation that the Lady Blanche awoke 
next morning, at the usual hour, after a 
long and profound slumber. No, no — the 
dawning, innocent love of the (era* never 
yet cost enamoured swain or maiden a whole 
night's sleep ; and, upon the whole, in wise 
and kind hands, like those in which Blanche 
was placed, is very easily manageable. 

By active and varied in-door ^ployments; 
and out-door exercise, and frank and fre- 
quent conversations about the absent hero, 
tiiose dreamy reveries wMcb are the food of 
passion were prevented ; and discussions on 
the duUes and reel difficulties of the manly 
part which Frederick had chosen, and by 
which he must abide in working his way to 
independence and distinction, dispelled iHu- 
sicm and cast down wild imaginations. He 
was to be a physician ; and, if possible, an 
eminent one — or his should not be the fault. 

Although the irritation produced by the 
reproaches of the Countess, by moving the 
generous ardour of Blanche's nature to the 
defence of her absent frien^ kept him con- 
atanUy in her mind, Ur. Frederick might 
have been mortified to learn from hia aunt's 
letters how soon any painful sense of his 
disappearance faded in that noble household. 
Other occurrences intervened, and other 
interests arose. The masterly organist from 
a distant town, who had long been Lady 
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Blonctie'B instructor, nas ordered to come 
more frequently ; and the rite ol confirma- 
tion, to which she consented with great 
inward reluctance, and with many tears, 
flattering:ty ascribed to the tenderness and 
warmth of her devotioual feelinga, was fol- 
lowed by several solemn festiToJs at the 
Abbey, and by a few visits, strictly en/amlle, 
as the young lady had not been presented at 
Court. The open profession of adherence to 
the Church of England, exacted from her, 
had endeared her to the Countess, whose 
original unreasonable dislike for her heiress 
seemed changiug into doting, superannuated 
fondness. 

" What would Frederick say to my step of 
this day?" said Blanche to her friend, on 
escaping from the entertainment ^ven to the 
Bishop, the Earl and Countess of Fanfaro- 
nade, and a small " distinguished " party at 
the Abbey, in honour of tliis important event 
in family annals — "to that step which we 
have so often debated — and which, save for 
my scruples, he seemed to regard as little 
important." 

" What says thine own conscience — whose 
silent response is more to thee than the ap- 
proving or condemning judgment of all man- 
Hnd!" 

" That I have taken my first downward 
step, and that with my eyes wide open, venial 
as the wrong may seem, and pure as is the 
motive — to content my poor grandmother. 
On the rights of conscience — in my private 
protatant judgment — girl as I am, my mind 
has never wavered." 

The subject was not stirred again ; and 
weeks flew by serenely and happily, because 
bu^y and profitably to health and mind. 
Gradual relaxation hod taken place in both 
medical and educational discipline. Lady 
Blanche, in her studies, required rather the 
rein than the spur, good Dr. Hayley said ; 
and the Countess generally adopted his com- 
monplaces, and used them until she fancied 
them the original inspiration of her own 
wisdom. The heiress, in her long mornings, 
was therefore left much to her own devices ; 
and to her, saga and womanly as she had 
grown, few were more pleasant than getting 
beyond the Park walls, and pasungly renew- 
ing her acquaintance with the friends of 
other years. Among these was Phtebe 
Waterton, the eldest daughter of the poacher. 
Of this dispersed and ruined family, few 
knew any thing, and no one said good. The 
father was skulking from justice, helplessly 
lamed ; the eldest boy hod been transported 



for a petty theft ; the mother had died in the 
work-house of a broken heart. Phcebe alone 
— the fair, pretty, merry Phoebe, the joyous 
playmate of the Lady Blanche in her early 
escapades t« the strawberry-pickers and 
weedersia the Abbey gardens — wm doing 
well, and still living under the protection of 
her grandmother, who was one of Blanche's 
ont-pensionsrs, through the miniatratioa of 
her Quaker bonat. One day, a vidt vas to 
be made by her to Dame Waterton, and 
Blanche also volunteered — "It is mouths 
since I have seen little Phiehe. I daresay 
she cannot leave her old grandiootlier, save 
when she is at work — field work. I hope 
it will not make her ngly, she is so pretty 
now ; I am sure I should tike it myself, 
however — hoeing and hay-making — far 
better than scrubbing and dish-washing ; 
but Phcebe fancies house-service genteeler, 
and I promised her a good turn with the 
housekeeper. If she could smuggle her into 
the laundry, or the dury, gnudukamma's 
oonscience would not be disturbed with the 
sinful example of giving bread to a poacher's 
child. — That poor family ! I cannot think 
of them without sorrow; — con^pted, dis- 
persed, mined. I know not wbetl^r aristo- 
cratic game-preservers, with their insulting, 
irritating, tyrannical laws, or the desperate 
invaders of those laws, are worst; bnt I 
know with which I the most warmly sym- 
pathize." 

The pony phaeton, which Lady Blandie 
usually drove, was left witliin the Stoke 
Delamere gate, and with her friend she took 
her way to tiie solitary cottage of Dame 
Waterton, which was a little way beyond 
the village, and on the outskirte of one af 
the fanus of him who, without the Park 
walls, was generally named " Squire Grim- 
skaw." It was about ths hour when Phcebe 
might be expected to reet from her field 
labours ; and there she was, sunk in a comer 
of the settle, weeping, and the old dame 
stamping on the day floor, in great apparent 
wrath and excitement. As the light, elostte 
figure of Blanche appeared on the spot where 
her presence had always made sunshine, 
Ph{Bbe started up, half-screamed, and, draw- 
ing her shawl suddenly and closely around 
her, agtun sunk down, and wept afresh. 

"What is wrong, Phmbel Dame, I fear 
the lady's visit is ill-timed?" said the 
Quakeress. 

" Graimie cross, Phoebe ? " whispered 
Blanche, laughingly. *'0b, never mind. 
Mrs, Uartin is to hire Phcebe, dame— very 
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soon, too. One of the lanndiyiD&ids is going 
to be roomed — oh, to your old ftdmirei', 
Ste^n Dnelc, Pluebe ; but don't despair 
for that, laas." 

" O mji young Lady Conntees, yon irho 
was alwajn Bo good to the good-for-nothing 
quean I O Himu Simpson, raarm, has she 
not shamed us all — there, where she uts, the 
Tile, light huasey 1 I'll brain her ! yes, I'll 
brain hei ! — to bring ine to shame in my old 
days. Never nill ehe get creditable place, 
never honest husband ; the 'rectJon-house is 
the fit place for her — and too good, too." 

The wi«tcb«d girl, teking her hands from 
her face, cast one wild, despairing look on 
her grandmother, and rushed from the honse. 
Her alight and very girlish figure, and pretty 
baby face, contnsting with her enlaiged 
■ica, too plainly told her sad story, withant 
the angry cixnmenlary of the furioua grand- 
mother. 

Blanche, inexpressibly shocked, became 
raddenly faint, and leaned against the little 
mantle-4helf, which it had once been the 
pride of Phcebe to deck with flowers and 
abelli, and which yet flowed some of her 
own old toys. 

" Tlie vile, wicked slut 1 — her wickedness 
will kill my lady too " 

"Peace, peace, dame — fetdi a cup of 
walor if yon can — and not another word," 
said the Qnakeiesa. 

The dame, " sadly flustered " as sha said, 
had not performed the Tequired duty, when 
a village matron entered, screaming — "Dame 
Waterton ! your grandchild has drowned 
heraelf in Squire Grimshaw's pond ! See 
what comee of your wonreting the poor 
wEneh, aa if she were the first girl in the 
porisli had ever gone wrong, or woald be the 
last either ! — Lor* bless me, my Lady Conn- 
tMi here too I" 

The woman's dreadful information acted 
aa an instant restorative to Blanche, who 
fining oat of the cottage, and flew to the 
qpot indicated. It was a little pond, bordered 
by willows and alders, and divided bom the 
path to the cottage by a narrow strip of 
meadow. The despsiring and maddened 
girl had darted across the meadow, and at 
ODce plunged into the water, from which ahe 
had been rescued, in less than a minnte, by 
a labourer, who was trimming tlie trees. 
She now by on the grass, with her eyes 
shut, and completely drenched, but, by the 
time Blanche reached her, perfectly sensible. 

« Thank your God with me, Phfflbe, who 
has merdfoUy preserved you from a nah 



and fearful act." And, stooping. Lady 
Blanche took the girl's hand. 

" Oh, my lady, do not speak so kind to 
roe ! It kills me worse, ten times, than 
grsndam's scolding," sobbed Phoebe. 

" She will not be so harsh to yon again, 
poor Pluebe. I will beg her not. Here she 
is coming hobbling to yon, poor old body, to 
comfort yon. She was so proud of you, 
Phoebe." 

" Oh, she wiU kUl me— she will kill me— 
aha vowed she would — if ke would not marry 
me — and, oh, cruel ! he won't. — Why did 
they drag me out of the water, and not let 
me die at once, and never see the Ught aguni 
Oh, if it were but night, dark, dark to hlda 
me !" And, wrenching her hand from the 
grasp of Blanche, she writhed in despairing 
anguish. 

The party from the cottage had now come 
up ; and the crone, relieved frmn immediate 
fear for her granddaughter's life, agun began 
to pour abuse upon her, aa if the strength of 
her righteous indignation were to atone to 
the bystanders for the girl's uns, — whUe the 
Lady Blanche stood the image of shame, 
horror, and grief. The Quakeress dimcted 
that Phcebe should be removed ; and re- 
monstrated, though in a very gentle tone, 
with the clamorous grandam. 

" Be merciful wi' the wench, dame," said 
the labourer who had dragged Phcebe from the 
pond, " or thon'It drive her far enough. . . . 
If the chap do not the handsome dung by 
thee, Phcebe, my poor lass, the whole neigh- 
bourhood will cry shame on him." 

"He wo'nol, he wo'not," shrieked the 
dame. "Did not the wretdi hut an hour 
since go down on her kneet^ and crawl like 
a yeart)i-worm before him, at the parson's 
honour's, who axed him and coaxed him to 
make the wench an honest womanl — and 
first he denied, the villwn '. that the child 
was bis, and then swore that he wo'not 
marry an inch of thee, disgrace of me i — ■ 
Get thee gone to the wotlfhouse with thy 
brat — or to bridewell— for my roof shall fall 
on thee ere it cover thee I Why, neighbour 
Robert, did ye take her out o' the pond, 
when she was well in it? The vagabond is 
looking after the smith's daughter, in roy 
lady's laundry, who haa a portion will buy 
him a team [ — I ax a tea thousand pardons, 
my lady ; but that wench has put me mad— 
I was so proud of her — and she'll never now 
hold up Uie head of an honest woman." 

"This is a terrible scene for the% dear 
lady," whispered the Quakeress; "conldst 
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thou not retnm ttl<mfl to the gate, and m | 
home, or else depart and wait me there 1 " 

"Dreadful indeed — bat unavoidable — a 
dark chapter in woman's life ; bat I mUst 
now see to the end of it. I cannot feel it In 
my heart to leaya the wretehed creature with 
this ontrageone woman, in the present temper 
of both — >nor can I desert het. Saj, could 
we not place her somewliere! The laundry 
— dear old aanctuary ! No servant from 
high to low dam whisper against me." 

The matron conld not approve of this 
scheme, nor coold she abandon Phoebe ; and, 
trusting all to her inlalligenee and hnmanity, 
Blanche, on her request, returned alone — 
and within the Park gate sat long nnder a 
tree, mminating deeply os those tales of wo 
and goilt, which, even in this quiet neigh- 
bourhood, had reached her guarded seclusion, 
and upon the exposed con<Ution of young 
girls in the rank of poor Phoebe Vaterton. 
Her early regard for her old playmate, and 
recollection of the painful circumstances 
which had deprived Fhcebe of a mother's 
guardian care, at the critical period of maiden 
life when that guardianship becomes most 
necessary and ralnable, deepened the interest 
which her fate inspired. 

When Mrs. Kmpaon returned, she was 
able to tell that she had provided a respect' 
able temporary refuge for the girl, and seen 
her seducer in presence of the clergyman and 
Ur. Grimshaw. She described him in a few 
words, as a very young and good-looking 
mstic ; — ignorant, selfish, and, perhaps, 
brutal. The power at marrying or not 
marrying — of deciding a fellow-creature's 
fate — seemed to have mightily augmented 
his self-consequence, especially unce the 
squire and "t3ae young Countess" had be- 
come parties in the affair. But the price of 
a team was his dogged ultimatum. 

" So the unmanly boor, who has won her 
rimple and aflfectiouBte heart, would graci- 
ously accept poor Phcebe on these terms T' 
s^d Blanche, indignantly. " I would give 
her the price of t^ teams, if I had it, had 
she the sense and spirit to respect, in herself, 
fallen as she is, a far nobler creature, and to 
despise this f^ow. — Can any good come of 
such a marriage? — I will talk to her my- 
self." 

Even the benevolent Quakeress was startled 
by the idea of Phoebe, were the offer in her 
power, refu^g, by marriage, to solder op 
her broken reputation ; although, in such a 
union, she owned that she saw no hope of 
happiness, and no foundation, warranted by 



ordinary prndenu, tat these two yoni^, 
ignorant, and improvident crestorea uniting 
their fate. Sbe accompanied the Lftdy 
Blanche next morning on her rlait to the 
foreetet'B cottage, where Phcebe had obtained 
shelter. They foimd her eng^ed in some 
needle-work) which, bluihing the deepest 
scarlet, she hastily concealed, as die loae 
tremblingly to make her little curtsy. Her 
work had been some sort of baby-cIoUiee, 
which poor Phoebe was udly &bricatin|[ 
from her own mdden fiueiy. 

Blanche looked upon her sad, pal^ childlsb 
countenance, with deep compassion. 

" Ah, poor Phmbe, yon hare been fooliib, 
but you have suffered too," said the Quaker^ 
ess. " You have gone through a fiery ordeal ; 
nor la the worst post." And Phoebe, fancying 
this something very wicked, yet pitying 
herself withal, wept abundanUy while mur- 
muring — 

"I btow I am very, very wicked ; but, oh, I 
am very wretched too." And her tears flowed 
faster. 

" We are not come to npbraid you, Phicbe, 
my poor girl," said Lady Blanche, whose 
heart was smitton. She knew her playmate 
to be untutored, vun, and credulone ; but 
she was also Bwee^tompered, affiectionate, 
docile, and, in spite of her frailty, richly 
endowed with that native delicacy whidi 
seems the inheritance of the great majority 
of uncorrupted women, in whatever condition 
they may be placed. She made no complaint 
of her betrayer, cast no blame on him ; 
though, far beyond all that she had suffered 
from remorse, shame, and the harshness of 
her grandmother, was her agonizing sense 
of the brutality with which he had cast 
imputations upon her modesty, and charged 
her, in rude vindication of himself, with 
misconduct, which the clei^yman ffas moved 
to repel and indignantly rebuke. On this 
point only Fhsbe's feelings betrayed her 
into the expression of any thing like resent- 
ment or indignation. 

"He might have refused to marry me — 
perhaps I deserve to be no man's wife ; but 
to say, and before all the gentlemen, I was 
a light, bad girl — di, that w«a wrong, that 
was cruel ! ** 

The sense of injustice and unmanly dealing 
had cut her to the soul, wounded her trusting 
heart to the core, and beyond healing. 

"Surely, then, poor PhiEbe, you could not 
tiiink of marrying the man capable of such 
base, unmanly villany ? " 

" Alack ! he won't have m^" murmured 
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Fhisbe. " I hare no portion. The panon 
begged him, the overteer thieaUned, I went 
down on my knees, as gnndam said, and 
he waa either angry, or laughed at me, and 
said light, jeering things. — Oh, if poor girla 
would but takewanung !" moralized Phoebe. 
" But, perhaps, if my Lady or Squire Grim- 
ahaw ordered Stephen, he might, though I 
amj}ver-bold to speak of it." 

" If we bribed him, forced the nnmanly 
fellow to do you the poor jusUce In hw 
power 1 " cried Blanche. " Oh, no, ni<ebe. 
He does not love yon ; he never lored you ; 
he is unworthy of you." 

Fhcetie looked np in transient surprise. 

" Him you must learn to forget, to despise 
— - Kspect and lore him as a husband, yoa 
surely nefer can ^ " 

Blanche turned to bei friend. 

" Those enforced pariah marriages, how I 
loathe them I To me they seem unutterably 
detestable ; and, to women, how iuiserable, 
how utterly degrading ! — Foi'get this man, 
FluBbe — avoid him — earn your own honest 
bread. Rear yarn infant In peace, if God 
shall give it life. Respect yourself, and you 
will be respected : and, as a well-conducted 
single woman, yuu shall, after all that has 
passed, never want a friend in me." 

Phwbe wept profusely, ere she murmured, 
artlessly — " But, my Lady Countess, I should 
never then be an honeit voman" 

In spite of her habitual gravity and 
deconun, the Quakeress smiled at what she 
knew her pupil would regard as " the honest- 
woman fallacy ; " but Blanche, who was too 
much interested and excited to sympathize 
in these mirthful feelings, replied, earnestly — 
" What shall prevent ! Other than an 
unfortunate girl you cannot now be ; but an 
honest and reputable ringle woman you may 
yet be. Look, then, Phcehe, for your 
redemption to fyourself, not to the pitiful 
atonement which may be wrested from this 
young man, at .the price of true womanly 
dignity and of futon peace." 

" Neither a maiden to have a suitor, nor 
yet a wife," waa Phwbe's melancholy thonght, 
while the Lady Blanche energetically ad- 
dressed her : 

" Phcehe Waterton, give me the satisfaction 
of rescuing you froni,the farther consequences 
of your folly, ensured hy a degrading and 
most onpromistng marriage. Have the forti- 
tude to encounter a brief shame, wliich 
cannot be worse than it is now, rather than 
a life-long, gnawing sorrow. — I leave you 
now to your own reflections." 



The result was, that Phtebe reluctantly 
resigned her hope bf marriage ; while her 
md^ lover, suddenly changing his mind, 
pressed his suit ; and, thongh the clergyman 
was at fault, the parish overseer surprised, 
maids and matrons in consternation, the 
Lady Blanche resolutely maintained that 
Pheebe was in a better moral and social 
portion nursing her unfathered l>abe in her 
grandmother's hut, than as the " honest 
woman" into which, at the expense irf a 
few pounds, or promises and threats, die 
might iiave raised her former playmate. 

"I have but one regreV said Blanche, 
when her friend returned from her first visit 
to the young mother ; " It is, indeed, hard 
that the innocent babe must bear a deeper 
stain of shame than the parents. ThSre is 
nothing, it seems to me, is Christian sodety 
more anomalous and ciuel than the condition 
of illegitimate children." 

" Art thou prepared to say It may not be 
for the beat — may not ward off greater 
Bviir* 

" That the heaviest and the longest punish- 
ment should fall not on the erring but on the 
innocent? Oh, no, that cannot be right; 
yet it may be better that poor Phtebe's babe 
remain a stigmatized child, rather than the 
first of the ofispring of an ill-assorted mar- 
riage, entered on with loatiiing, dragged on 
in strife, and probably hate — the first child 
of a family trained in misery unto all vices of 
temper, if not of life." 

"Thou wilt not, then, approTe of our 
patched-np parish marriages on the Delamere 
estates I" 

" Qnite the reverse. If I ever have power, 
I shall discountenance such alliances to the 
point of tyranny. How much happier, and, 
to my feeling, how much mote respectable, 
may dmple Phmbe become, an unfettered 
dngle woman, earning her own bread, tfian 
the partner, on sufierance, of that coarse- 
minded, ^oi&nt fellow, and the mother of 
a wretched brood, whose first lessons might 
be thelrfathei's ruffianly upbraidings of their 
mother's shame r' 

" But where the tnmsgressors really loved, 
and wished to be united?" said the Qnakeress. 

Blanche reddened, as she gravely replied— 
" Such cases are beyond my joiisdiction : 
love, real love, must l>e a law unto itself; 
the parish or the lord of the manor are no 
more entitled to disjoin united hearts, than 
to bind together hating or uncongenial 
minds." 

Squire Grimshaw had "come good to the 
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parUh" for the coiueqtunMB of Phcebe'e indb- 
CKtion, and, farther to concUiata ths young 
Countess, hod ditmissed Phtebe'B lover from 
his employment in a manner which precluded 
any one from hiring him. Phtebe was to 
be sent to the neighbourhood of Cluster, to 
nurse her child, under the care of a sister of 
the Quakeress, who kindly promised to look 
after her ; and « load was removed from 
the heart of Lady Blanche. 

But the tale of Phabe's undoing hod, 
meanwhile, reached the ears of the Countess, 
through the ordinary medium of village 
gossip, her mud, Mrs. Hartin ; and so out- 
raged were her ideas of morality and parish 
discipline, that Hr. Grimshaw was com- 
manded to hare the fellow fetched back from 
Lincolnshire, whither he had gone, and mar- 
ried to the worthless hnssy at the point of 
the beadle's staff, although his own should 
he exercised on his bride's shoulders tea 
minutes after ths ceremony. The Lady 
Blanche was uck with vexation. She took 
courage to speak to her grandmother — to 
reason with her. The Countess, though not 
made aware of one half the extent of her 
grandchild's knowledge or interference in 
this deUcate aSair, was petrified at the young 
lady knowing, or, at least, at her appearing 
to know any thing whatever of so shocking 
and shameAil a buMness ; and the delicacy 
and womanly feelings of Blanche were deeply 
wounded by the tone of her censure and 
reproaches. She retired abashed and in tears 
to her own apartment ; and a long while 
elapsed before she could unbosom herself to 
her govemonte, which, at last, she did 
abruptly : 

"Were ignorance iammttm, I might deserve 
grandmamma's reproaches," she said ; " but^ 
alas, it is not I I am very young to be 
sure—at least I am not old ; but I have been 
bom into a world of su&ring and sorrow, as 
well as of grandeur and gaiety, and I can 
neither obliterate my understanding, nor put 
my senses of hearing and seeing, and power 
of involuntary thought, to sleep, because I 
happen to be ayonng woman — ayounglady. 
I cannot help reasoning on what I am com- 
pelled to feeL I hoped my strong, natural 
sense of justice and of femala honour, and 
my true empathy with poor Phtebe, might 
have supplied my want of experience, and 
yet not have exposed me to the anspicion of 
indelicacy. I am not satisfied that I have 
dons wrong ; but I begin to feel that the 
world will be too strong for me ; one by one 
J shall be forced to surrender whatever prin- 



ciples I conuder good and right, that an 
Dppowd to its opinions^ be they right or 
wrong, and become the slave of custom, — 
like all womankind." 

" Thou wilt not," sud her friend. " The 
degree and activity of thy oppoution may 
become a question of prudence ; but thon 
vrilt not allow thy understanding, thy con- 
science, the divine instinct of truth, glowing 
in thy young and pure bosom, to be eilher 
perverted or extinguished." 

Tlie Lady Blanche shook her head mourn- 
fully, yet half-playfully, replying — "These 
sons of Zeruiah be too strong for me ! yet 
shall I manfully give battle." 

This battle of wild opinion and extrava- 
gant speculation, as he deemed it, was fre- 
quently maintained with Dr. Hayley, but 
partly in fun and drollery. The Earl of 
Fanfaronade had been tried in these skir- 
mishes of wit; but he was found too dull even 
for a butt. Her strange wild flights of thought 
and imagination threw even the worthy Doctor 
Into consternation, or left him, like Time 
with Shakspere, toiling after the Lady 
Blanche in vain, while her bold doubts, and 
bolder questionings, sometimes hotf-fright- 
ened him, not so much for her orthodoxy as 
her sanity. Her genuine, unaffected indif- 
ference to the advantages of her birth, and, 
as it often seemed, to life itself, shocked him 
yet more than her wild notions. It was 
unnatural, and, in one so young, almost 
revolUng. 

" Of what use is life to me, since it Is of none 
to any one else ? " would ahe say, despond- 
ingly. " A pain — often a burden. I have 
no power of independent action — my exis- 
tence is without value, not alone to society, 
but nearly to any one human being." 

" You are then, I presume, a vtiHtarian 
philosopher," said the Doctor, smiling. 

" Yes ; but one who holds dispensing know- 
ledge, happiness, even innocent pleasure, the 
highest mode of uUlity ; and feels herself of 
small account indeed." 

" It is wrong, nay, almost impious to say 
so, Lady Blanche. Had Providence, who 
has been pleased to plant yon in the highesit 
station, no gracious purpose to advance in 
so doing?" 

Blanche shook her head. " If so, I am 
unequal to it. But I doubt. My grand- 
mother — has she fulfilled her high destiny? 
Or jay great-great-grandsire, him called the 
wicked Earl ; yet he was far more powerful, 
and far more rich ? But if Providence allot 
our social poution, it also allots that of the 
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miUions on miUions uound ua, who live in 
miseiT', and perish in ignonmce. — Ah, no, 
no ! Providence has blessed us every one 
vrith I'eeson — and given us revelation ; and 
we pervert tlie one, and act as if we believed 
not the other — which, in truth, we do not 
believe. Who believea with the undei- 
Btonding ? Few, if any. Who obeys I Oh, 
not one ', and least of all, /." This was 
said with deep emphasis, and in & tone of 
deqtondency. 

"None are faultless," said the good soothing- 
synip Doctor ; " few without blame, though 
surely. Lady Blanche, you ju^ yourself 
harshly." 

"Pardon the interruption, Doctor. I 
gueM what you would say. I have been a 
safely, if not well-brought-np g^l : I break 
no positive commandment — I do not kill — 
I do not steal — I do not swear ; but do I 
not violate every day the purity of con- 
science, and live fcr, far below my own 
sense of right ; inuneshed in the evils of in- 
sincerity and selfishness, and enslaved by the 
tyranny of custom and false shame! Lov- 
ing my Creator with my whole heart, where 
shall I find strength of mind — moral 
courage, — to act as if I indeed loved my 
ne^hbour as myself, even while that love is 
burning in my human bosom? — where, 
with some power of knowledge, and pro- 
bably one day to have much of fortons, shall 
I find fortitude to enter upon a life of 
resolute good!" 

Doctor Hayley, even when arguments 
were at hand, often fancied it wisest to per- 
mit these morbid feeUngs and distempered 
fancies to exhaust themselves in combating 
each other. He was not afn^d that the 
Iddy Blanche would go abroad to tiie lanes 
and highways, nor yet enter drawing-room% 
to preach a pntci religion or higher moral- 
ity ; nor yet that, in due time, the world, 
though it might not gtin her judgment, 
would compel her obedience. 

She was about to be put to the test ; for 
Lady Blande dumed her promised guest, 
and Blanche finally left her grandmother 
and Holy Cross Abbey with deeper concern 
than she could well account for ; and with 
m<ffe ornaments^ directions, and injunctions 
than ever young lady carried to London 
before or rince. The town physician was to 
correspond with the village Eaculapius, and 
daily bulletins of healtii and adventures 
were to be despatched to the Countess and 
her now inseparable Doctor. 

"Dr. W 's duty is likely to be a 



Muecure," replied Lady Blande to the "more 
last words" of the Countess, touching her 
granddaughter's health, and symmetrical 
perfection of figure. 

" I have never seen Lady Blanche, 
always charming, look half so handsome as 
now. Even the tardy roses are budding 
through the snows at last." And she gently 
tapped the delicate cheek, now wearing the 
softest tbt of muden blush. "Budding 
into richest beauty," whispered the graceful 
lady in her most dulcet tones — ^'gather 
them who may." 

* My grandchild has improved wonder- 
fully of late," said the Countese, "both in 
health and person. She lool^ indeed, 
almost too formed for her yeara — too 
womanly. Her Quaker governonte has 
some merit in her training system : — and, 
by the way. Doctor Hayley, as well as my- 
self, is of opinion that it should be pefsisted 
in, even in town, altenuiting wiUi equestrian 
exerda^ — of which Blanche, as a Delamere, 
b eitravi^antly fond. — Riding, and the 
love of horses and hounds, is, indeed, a 
hereditary passion in our family." 

Lady Blande was ready to promise for 
every thing. Had sw immin g or ballooning 
been declared necessary, or a family pro- 
pensity, ahe would have undertaken for 
Blanche enjoying those modes of exercise. 

Until the eve of her departure, Blanche 
had never once spoken of Phcebe Wat«rton, 
now some weeks a wife, by her own glad 
consent at last, and to the great delight of 
her grandmother. 

" She ought to be the best judge of her 
own happiness," said Blanche ; " and, if 
apprehensive for her, and somewhat grieved, 
I am not ofieoded, — But to the point. My 
grandmother has quite enriched me to-night 
— and Phcebe ehall not want the team, which 
would have made her acceptable once, and 
may be useful still." Blanche gave her new 
and well-replenished note-case to her con- 
fidante. 

" Thy marriage gift may not be wanted 
now — yet needed in time — there is no pre- 
sent haste," stud the prudent Qnakeress. 

" Yes, there is ; ahe ehall hwe no chance 
of comfort in her new state that this small 
help can give her. — Yon will do all that is 
proper for me ; and, pray, don't be nig- 
gardly 1 — of your own property you never 
are ; remembw I shall be rich some time or 
other, and, if I may not have even the 
small pleasure of doing a little good to an 
old playmate, of what value vrill wealth 
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bel" She eAUed, in alow and earnest 

ce — "Hf older, dearsr, moi« unhappy 
playmate — have you made thoae inquiries 
which may give ua a clew, yoader where we 
ire going, upon the traoa of her — of Bosa i 
—Rosamond Weston?" 

" I have — but, alas 1 with no mccesa ; and, 
although I had obtained some trace, I fear 
that pooE lost one ii fallen beyond jqux 
■ Ip." 

" Do not say it< Is it not smgolar, moat 
pitiable, that, of the mij fen young girls 
whom I have ever known and cared about, 
two (and those each in her own station the 
most gentia aod amiable) should be thus the 
victims of their own folly ; say ralber of 
tbeir exposed poution, and of that horrible 
licantioiunASB of wUch women daia not 
think, but which Mb the world with misety 
sorpaMing my comprehension ; which makes 
me shnddeT and recoil when I sbould act. 

i we will seek out Rosa. You, dear bomte, 
have knowledge, goodness, and experience ; 
I have a bravs will, as you know ; and I 
shall have power. I would have snatched 
poor Fhcebe from a life of, I fear, wretched- 

IB and degradation, and most certainly of 
poverty ; and, far more anxiously, I will, 
through youi agency, rescue Rosamond 
Weston from the sin and slavery of a life of 
involuntary vice, if it be possible!" 

The young woman of whom Blanche 
qioke, was the daughter of an humble 
medical practitioner in Stoke Delamers, 
and had, aa mattar of grace aud of neces' 
eity, been admitted to the Abbey, with one or 
two more young penons of respectable fa- 
mily, when the heiress, on het firsti appear- 
ance iu England, had been taught dancing. 
RoBamoud Weston was some years older 
than the Lady Blanche, and a ^r, deli- 
cate, and elegant girl, whose gracefulness, 
beauty of person, and sweetness of manners, 
^e little Countess had admired with the 
passionate fondness which female children 
often conceive for young women who are 
kind to them. The sudden death of her 
father had left Rosa a penniless orphan ; 
and to this hour the Countess continued to 
lament l^e handsome sum she had thrown 
away when a subscription was laJsed in the 
neighbourhood to place the girl at school, in 
order to qualify her for a goyemesa. " Fifty 
guineas thrown away on so worthless and 
nngrateftil a wretch ; one of those vile crea- 
tures who employ their beauty and accom- 
pHehments, forsooth 1 to entangle and seduce 
thoughtless young men of family vai fortune. 



Do you know. Doctor, I have been told that 
Uie Honourable Mr. Hotatio Devereux, the 
■ecoud son of my esteemed friend Lord Fan- 
faronade, the heir to his mother's pretty 
estate, and one of the members for the 

county But why explain to yon, who 

know Horatio so well — so riring and pro- 
mising, and indeed so exemplary a young 
man — eo much the pride of his family and 
his tutors — who made that fine speech, you 
know, on the Malt-Tax, and wrote that 
immentaly dever pamphlet about some- 
thing, which Hatchard sent down to me, 
with to eloquent a letter hom. the author i 
But, indeed, he was always one of my 
pets. Well," (whispering,) "there's a mis- 
tress in the Wood, in that quarter, too. 
It is truly shocking ; but so I am informed." 

The Countess did not give up her autho- 
rity — her all-knowing HarUn, namely ; and 
the Doctoi, who however heard nothing that 
was new to him, was duly afiected. 

" This wretched creature has successfnlly 
woven her toils around even this well-prin- 
cipled, very clever, and highly moral young 
man. But it is all over now, I believe ; nor 
have I, my friend, in any respect committed 
myself with Lord Fanfaronade. The cha- 
racter and connexion are, oertainly, in every 
way unexceptionable. And, thank Heaven I 
in matrimonial alliances the Delameras need 
cam little for either title or fortune." 

One might have fencied the lady was her^ 
self meditating matrimony. The subject was 
not new to the Doctor, though her ladyship 
had never before spoken so explicitly. He 
was well aware that her family vanity would 
be unwilling to sink the title of Dclamere 
even in a duoal coronet, and that she would 
be much better pleased to bestow dignity than 
receive it. Besides, nothing could be eauer 
than the united interest of the families obtun- 
ing that title for the Hon. Horatio Devereux, 
wbichjintheevenlof his marrying the Lady 
Blanche, must, at all events, descend to their 
son. With his other advantages, the hus- 
band-elect of the Gountess's fency was not a 
mere penniless younger sou. He was heir 
to his mother's snug estate of £1000 per 
annum, of which he already enjoyed above 
half the income. Had the Doctor spoken 
his inmost thoughts, he would have said 
that it would be all in good time to settle 
the matrimonial interests of the young 
lady some seven years henee. Indeed, he 
saw no great use or advantage in her 
marrying at aU, which event would efleo- 
tually diatwh his own tittle pleasant or- 
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nngementt, &nd prob&bly not contribute 
mnch to her own luppiness ; but, if it 
must be bo, then Hontio WM jnet as eli- 
gible Aa any other yoaag naan of rank. 
He contented himself with merely hinting, 
tlut it would be as well not to disturb the 
young lady's edacatioit, and tha confirma- 
tion of her recovery, by the introduction of 
a topic 80 agitating. 

" Nay, pay ; for that you might tmst to 
my prudence, loy good friend," replied the 
gratified Conntesi. " Uy granddaughter i^, 
in one seme, a mere child. But Q>eciel <4r- 
cumstancas create special cases, my good 
Doctor ; »nd the extin'^on of an illnstriom 
hoota is matter of no ordinary conqideiaUon. 
My project is, if it be the Almighty's will," 
— the Coontes^ wlten she had m^de up hei 
own mind, was always very K«igned to the 
will of Heaven,-^" to present my grand- 
daughter at the lut drawing-room of the 
season, and to marry her immediately there- 
after, if her health be quite firm, fot which 
I have now small fears. The young people 
may spend the honeymoon at Lady Fan* 
faronade's pretty little place in Stafford- 
shire, — a toy thing in the way of a mansion, 
but which, at her ladyship's death, vfjil be 
Horatio's ; and I then intend that, until 
Blanche is of ag^ we shall fprm one family 
here — though I ah&ll not <)lyect to a town 
establishment." 

Though the Doctor was far ftwn satigfisd, 
he had not a word to object ; and he had a 
etrong leserre of hope in the stispected con- 
tumacy of the yonng lady. That the Hon. 
Horatio should be ineenuble to his good for- 
toue was not probable ; and the long friendly 
relations with the Holy Cross of the whole 
Faniaronade fiunily, t^ether with the tx- 
cessive tnpretMOient of Lady Blande, left 
him no doubt 4a ta tham. 



CBifTERIX. 



Our Heroine it 



I New Seme. 



It was certainly not tha fault of her lively, 
agreeable, and thorouj^-bred hostess, if the 
Tiut of the Lady Blanche to London was not 
delightful to her. She was the diatingnished 
and caressed inmate of a well-appointed and 
admirably-regulated establishment ; where 
the most refined Inxuiy seemed but to 
ministec to tast« and bom- Lord Blude 
W'os found an agneable and higbt-bred man, 
lees lively in parts than his lady, but never 
in the way of aocial pleason ; though, be- 



yond bis graceful bow and smile, the joke 
of gentle dulness, and a faultless toilet, he 
might not contrihnte much to the general 
stock of entertainment and enjoyment. 
There were two very pretty children in the 
family, unspoiled and engaging; and Ur. 
Horatio Derereux was, as Blanche speedily 
infprmed her bonae, one of the most gentle- 
manlike and agreeable persons she had evet 
seen — quite a new '^y^ of man— ' with an 
ease and ^mplicityof manner which gars 
her a new idea of the boasted politeness of 
the &^onabIe world — a perfect contrast to 
the stifT dignity and elaborate courtesy of 
his £»thar, and so much more umple, quis^ 
and sslf-poised than his uster. 

"I may say of lus nmnners," inmatked 
Blanche, "as is said of the accent of the 
purest speakers, that he has no particnlat 
manners oi any kind." 

Mr. Devereux bod been the only dinner 
guest on the evening tha^ the fair travellers 
reached London ; and the laifies had not 
been five minutes in the drawing-room when 
Blanche remarked — "I am surprised. Lady 
Blonde, that you did not mention your 
brotherto me, among your other attiaotions; 
I have a sort of pre-adomite recollection, or 
rather knowledge of him, from hearing gnmd- 
mamma and Br. Hayley celebrate his great 
talents and orthodox Tory principles. Once, 
indeed, at an election, I had a peep of him 
fiom Qia nnrsery-window, whan he come to 
pay his devoirs to the Countess; but I am 
afraid I fixed my regards prindpoliy upon 
his beautiful horse " 

^'Ohl Horatio!" replied Lady Blande, in 
a tone of easy indifference— "he is na much 
one of ourselves or a second wt^seif, that I 
never dtould have thought of marshalling 
him the way to your good graces. He is, 
indeed, an uncommon, a very superior man — 
a brother to be proud of ; though I should 
not have fancied him at all likely to capti- 
Tate Lady Delaroere ; but them is no answer- 
ing for the caprices of old, or, for that 
mattei^ of young ladies." 

" He does not seem in toq good health, I 
Eaar," said Blanche. 

" No, that detestable House of Commons 
half killed him last year, and ha was again 
attacked with a low nervous ferer at the 
beginning of this season. He is still a sort 
of invalid, though now mnoh better; only 
prudently keeping out of sooisfy a good deal, 
and, I suspect, glad of an excuse. Indeed, 
he never liked the Hay-fair mobs ; — he was 
always fond of litwatoie— wd latterly 
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politics have quite absorbed him, though I 
doubt if ha be quite the sound old Tory her 
ladyship giyes him credit for. Horatio is, I 
fear, likely to break boandB Bome time or 
other ; but he ia a Tery good old young 
gentleman for all that. Do you know, he ia 
eight- and- twenty — quite apapa,aMethiiwlah, 
in your idea ; — and ao fond of my children, 
that I am aometimes jealous — if a mother 
could be jealona— that he hannta me as much 
for them as for myself." 

The geatleman spoken of now appeared 
with Lord Blande, who, in compliment to his 
gueat, did not go abroad; and an erening 
passed away, the most exhilarating, if not 
the most happy, that ever the Lady Blanche 
had apent in her life. The conTeiaation — 
gay, lively, and, if not absolutely witty, 
something better, — glancing swiftly and 
gracefully on all subjects in that touch-and- 
go style which charms and yet leaves no 
distinct impresdon — was of a kind which 
half bewildered while it pleased the young 
stranger. It waa like nothing she ever had 
heard or jmned in before. It was, she said, 
to her " the lightest alltffro movement of 
converaaUon — champagne-talk;" and she 
apologised earnestly for having kept her 
bome so late out of bed— perfectly a»- 
toniilied to find it waa one o'clock in the 
morning before i^ had fancied it ten 
at night. 

Upon farther reflection, Blanche was at a 
loas to guess whether Mr. DeveiEux was 
serious or in jest in maintaining her side of 
an argument, which hod greatly amused 
Lord Blande ; — namely, that it waa the duty 
and happiness of erery member of society to 
labour with head or handi^ and to employ 
his talents for the common advantage ; but 
he had seemed very earnest and sincere ; and 
they had already discovered one common 
sympathy, in admiration of Handel's mnsio, 
and for a style of mneic with which Lady 
Blande seemed entirely unacquainted, witii 
which the spirit of Blanche had been imbued 
while a child, living with her Soman Catholic 
Aieads in Syria. 

" Fancy me singing with any one save 
Fred., or good old Palmer the organist, or, 
at most, Dr. Hayley!" said she. "Mr. 
Deveieux ha^ indeed very little voice, hut I 
am sure he has murical sensibility ; the 
mumcal part of his nature, wherever that 
may lodge, hae received the Promethean 
touch, wanting to ninety-nine in the hundred 
of what are called accomplished mnsi<^ns, 
Bdfar as I know any thing of them: beodes, 



his love of my dear, old, magnificent, eout- 
swelling chants, might cover the multitude of 

murical defects. But it is time I were 

aaleep now, and more than time yon were, 
Beudes I wish to be in good looks to-monow, 
that the new doctor may not inflict more 
than enough of professional penance upon 

The "new doctor" was the moat courtly 
and indulgent of London lady-cuteia. It 
was necessary to prescribe, as prescnptiona 
are the seeds from which ike fruit— fees — 
springs ; but the Lady Blanche was left 
entirely in the hands of her hostess, save aa 
to late " London hours." Dr. W ap- 
proved of every thing that his provincial 
brethren bad done, and also of every thing 
In which they had been circumvented or 
tartly opposed by Mrs. Simpson. The 
patient was assured that she had nothing to 
do but keep good hours, repose tUI she was 
inclined to stir, take exercise till she was 
inclined to rest, and enjoy herself in order 
to be quite well ; and the Doctor went on 
his rounds, to tell his fur and fashionable 
patients what a maguifioent, unbroken Ara- 
bian filly the future Countess of Delamere 
was, and to stimulate their curiodty to 
besiege the doors of Lady Blande to obtain 
a sight of a greater natural curiosity than 
any the Zoological Gardei^s afforded. 

" Is it true, Doctor, that she preaches how 
we should all work, and that she can chum 
butter and get up fine linen herself V asked 
one noble lady, a few days afterwards. The 
Doctor smiled sceptically. 

" Lord Blande says so," continued the fair 
questioner, "I wonder what his inupid 
lordship would be fit for under the new 
order of things? — could he tie a cravat, or 
drees a lobater, or a salad perhaps, if that be 
work i For Mr. Devereux, he can write 
books, or at least pamphlets : his fortune is 

" It is really cruel, however, in Lady 
Blonde," said another lady, "to shut us all 
out from the benefit of the young lady's 
philosophical lectures on our duties and 
privileges, in being raised to the dignity of 
usefulneBB, in the way of baking loaves and 
milking cows." 

The exclusion Was rigid. Lady Blande 
heeded little the sneers and drolling of her 
acquaintances, and pleaded the delicate 
health of her young chai^, and her own 
implicit promise to the Countess. In her 
house Blanche remuned, therefor^ in aa 
effectual sedurion, in the heart of London, 
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M if at the Abbey of the Holy Cross. Yet 
the most assiduous,' kind, and congiderote 
attention was paid to the eorofbrt angl 
amusement of so cherished and honoured a 
guest, and every morning prodneed a fresh 
selienK for the pleasaies of the day. She 
had been privaU^i at the Theatres, and at 
the Opera-house more than once, and had 
been disappointed ; and she had also seen 
Exhibitions and Piclnre Galleries, and the 
shops, at hoDiB too early for the encounter 
of tlie fashionable world ; and, what was 
much pleasauter, she had spent some de- 
li^tfnl Hay morninga in rural excnrsiona ; 
and one long day was passed at Richmond, 
and part of two at Windsor, with only Lady 
Btande, her brother, and the children. 

Mr. Devereux had occasionally been her 
eqnire, when she had no chaperon save her 
linne, to whatever Uon-ehrine awakened 
curiosity in a rural bosom, and also to 
places of which the &ahionable denizens of 
London had dther never heard or thought 
of before — to a Quaker meeting — a syna- 
gogue^the Borough Road School — a Bible 
Society meeting — and an Infant School. 

The amusement of Lord Blande at such 
sights and visits was so much beyond his 
ordinary tone of good-breeding, though rarely 
indulged in the presence of Blanche, that hb 
lady was obliged to chide his mirth ; while 
her brother drily said — 

" I begin to think that Mrs. Simpson's 
taste in right-seeing, or that of her lady — 
for it is between tjiem — may be quite as 
refined, as it is undoubtedly more intel- 
lectnal, than our own excluwve tastes." 

"Are yon bit, too, Horatio? — I fancy I 
may expMt to see you all go off in a hack- 
ney coach to the Tabeniade some morning 
soon; or shall it be Greenwich Fur?— I 
Muld fancy it pleasant enough pastime 
aqoiriug tiie younger lady there ; but what 
do you make of that tiresome Quakeress?" 

" I do confess she is de trap sometimes," 
replied Mr, Devereux. " Eleanor, could 
yon not persuade this worthy matron that 
it is ainful to idle and gad about in this 
way?" 

" 1 am afraid it will become as needful to 
persuade her to forget that Mr. Horatio 
Derereox engrosses a great deal more of the 
society of lur pupil and nursling than is 
quite proper. That tiresome, imperturbable 
old woman does vex me. A hint is totally 
lost upon her. 1 must, however, congratulate 
yoa upon your increasbg influeuee, Horatio, 
in spite of her. I will not say Blanche is 

Vol. III. 



attached ; but she begins to fall int^i the 
habit of expecting yon — of missing yon — of 
reckonbg on you in all our little plans." 

" And I am falling into the habit of ad- 
miring her beyond all womankind ; the fresh- 
ness and strength of her character are a 
continual feast : — even the eccentric and 
visionary nonsense which fills her exalted 
little head, and makes her snfSciently absurd 
at times, speaks nobility of nature." 

" She is, indeed, a charming creature, and 
I prophesy will make a greater sensation in 
societythsn manya regularly-trained demoi- 
selle of quality," sud Lady Blande. 

"Then, now is your time, Horatio," rejoined 
Lord Blande. " If rfie do not Ueturt, nor 
insist on setting us all to very hard and 
perhaps filthy loori, I could not derire a more 
charming sister-in-law. But the sooner the 
nail is struck on the head the better," added 
the sagacious Peer. "I have a notion the 
young lady, like her father before her, ha^ 
a will of her own, if it is once fairly roused." 

" No will at present opposed to Horatio's 
hopes, I am confident," replied his lady. 
" But I must not make yon too vain. And 
let roe add, that,if I did not believe you truly 
appreciate her qualities, and will make the 
best husband of any man in London to my 
young friend, yon should not have my good 
wishes ; for she is truly a noble creature : 
with more frank, generous heart than would 
furnish the bosoms of half-a-dozen marrying 

" And more genius than would irradiate a 
galaxy of Uva," sud Mr, Devereux. 

The last compliment was repeated to 
Blanche in a few minutes afterwards, as she 
attended Lady Blande's toilette. Her lady- 
ship was dressing for the greatest ball of the 
season, wtiitlwr she went with afl^cted, or, 
perhaps, real reluctance. 

" But I must show myself at D House ; 

no one would believe else that I had an 
invitation ; and. Heaven knows, they are as 
plenty as blackberries. Blaude won't come, 
lazy fellow, till late — long after you are 
asleep ; and Horatio has cut the gay world 
altogether. Between them and the children 
yon will, I hope, be well amused — and how 
I shall envy yoa 1 The demands of sodety 
are the saddest penalty attached to a certain 
rank in life. Among your many reforms, 
pray do, dear Blanche, reform the system of 
London routs in the first place." 

" I will, at least, place myself above its 
inflictions." 

They returned to the drawing-room, where 
No. flS. 
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bU admired the splendid coatnme and biilli&nt 
beanty of the Udy i and, in a sudden fit of 
gallantry, Lord Bknde resolved to attend his 
wife kiniself. The Lad; Blanche wm thos 
left solely to the renatile powan of amuse- 
ment of Hi. Deverenx, and thq company, 
for a little time, of the childien> ~ 

Other eTeningfl of the Nime kind qccurrad, 
in which talk about the escnrsioni of the 
morning, or thiMf planned for a fotus day, 
a little reading, 4 littU mnuc, a littlq chat, 
and a world of deaoltory but agt^wble dis- 
cnssion, whiled away the time ; ud, at 
length, led a man, expenencad in tha ftmqle 
heart, to conclude, th^t — 

" A IMl* Ion, *h«a ugKl ■■ith etff, 
M&j lead & hmrt, and leu it &t" 

Blanche fell into musing &t^ Her gni|4- 
mother'a anxiety for her early marriage wat 
no secret to hei, and ha4 often exoite4 the 
latent spirit of opposition. 

" I must be manied, not that I may be 
beloved and happy, bnt that the world may 
have a ohauce ag^uat being risitad with the 
overwhelming calamity of lineal heirs being 
wanted to the honour^ of Delamere | " (he 
waa wont to say to hw niuw. " Hy nnole 
Yafss, too, it isanu, is n|ost aqxiont for my 
iflarriaga." 

After her intimacy with Mr. Dererenz, 
the idea of mairiage-^ not entertained wiUi 
tlte nnial faelingf of » young l«dy in love — 
became much Ims rqragnant. To her bosom 
confidante she frankly owned that she thought 
Mr. Devereux yary pleasing, very well-in- 
formed, and posi^BBed of many of the qualities 
du ahonld prize in a husband. Ahove all, 
were his domestic taster and the love of 
quiet and intellectnal plewoms, vxd of mnaic 
and litaratoie. She b^d bws exceedingly 
happy in his society and that of his nstei, 
even in London ; and lilfed them far better, 
in ordinary interoontse, thai) ^ny porwus of 
tlieir rank the had ever swo. 

" Thy heart is touohed at la^ prond 
maadm," said th^ Qn^keiwst half sorrow- 
fuUy. 

"Hearts I what hftve gr«o4 pimo^sseq like 
myself to do with heartt^ who most be 
married for the glory of oar families and 
the advantag* of oor heirs I Were I even 
independent, is free cbMoa pffinitted me I 
Below a oartaitt nnk, were any man, thoqgh 
a Plato 01 a WashingtoDt to addnse me, the 
land world~they call it 'the understanding 
of mankind' — wonld impnte to my lover 
motives of mean ambition, or otbars more 
■oidid still. Kay, I mi^ luvact their 



existence myself : and how could love, and 
reverence, and trust nnbonnded, harbour in 
the same bretst with doubt of die beloved ? 
While, on the other hand, how would Uie 
false wodd judge »M bnnd the trfitre* t« 
her rank, to On delicacy of bei se^ hn 
duty to bet fsmily ^nd to eociety, who 
' disgraced heiself * by contiacUng what it 
is pleased to call an nnequal, or {w marriage, 
though with the roan «!>« Iflvei and honqmt I 
Oh, sol the world is in every thing t«o strong 
forme; (ndlronstii) thetrtiifHeTfiT snccomb 
at last." 

" And if Ur. Pevereiq: h^ «btained the 
appiobsti<Hi of the Countess, must thy consent 
foUowV' 

" W1)f, to I presume ; that is, if the 
roighl; pnncees must ne«d| be marned, 
which, howeve)!, she would ather decline. 
I sea no one I like more than Mr. DevereuX' 
I could have fancied something fer — to £u 
difierent ; " and Blanche «gh«d inandibly ; 
" but it was 4 girl's dream, a fond illusion of 
imsginatiDn ; pediapt qome biol^en dieara of 
my pre-existing, eome shadow of vaj fiitare 
state of being. — I am now in the world, 
and it cIwM its own- I «iU endeavonr to 
bend my vUl to what it dictates at my duty 
so fiT •! I «m able ; 4xalte4 heppuues is, 
alas I for few, %nd certeinly not fot noble 
heiresses." 

" She will be this man's viMr" thon^t the 
QnakenH, eadly. " A blighted portion for 
BO fair a natnre — so lofty and yet so tender 
— 80 loving, and faithful, and wmnanly; 
yet will the world pnotounce it blett and 
enviable ; and she will strive to aeqnieeoe in 
the hollow belief end live, H not nnhappily, 
yet how far below henelf 1 " 

"Does Ur. Dsverei»'s fancy aooompany 
all the wild ^hte of thinet" asked the 
Quakeress, one evening^ when Blaudie waa 
TWMunting a conversation on De Grammont's 
picture of the Court of Chade^ ia which 
they had difiered in o[dnion ; " does he com- 
prehend . all thy poetical and half-meta- 
physiaal nonsensB T" 

" Alas, no 1 how ahould he, when I but 
half underrtsnd myself T' eaid Blanche, 
laughing. " I must pardon him thei^ nnce 
his wings were not imped in the Eaat, nrar 
yet full-plumed during a ornmt of maunee- 
readmg nndat the beechea of Holy Cmea, 
with, i^r a companion, a young poet, now a 
philosopher grave and erudite ; but then are 
other pointa on which I have ventnied to 
ring Deverenx, and he has sounded hollow, or 
given na Tsqianai. Oar conversation, but 
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lately, on Uist )>di<nu book of I>« Gnimiumt's, 
vhidi cmbMliM the vary' qniDt«aecii£o of 
wbatBTu ie most Hite, hMrtleui, and profli- 
gate in the mntnal nlatjana and ebligationa 
of the Mxaa, makes mo fear that weentoiain 
opiniona, wide at tiu polM aaandcT, on points 
whioh men and womm in totaety aetm tacitly 
to ban agreed to banish or bnrr, but |rbi<^ 
J eannot baniaii from toy thoughts while I 
anumber poo* Phtehe Waterton. *nd, for 
mora corop a tslo p a t ely, deai Beaa We*toB.^TTT:- 
Ib then no tnee of her 1 " 

" Nona ; she vas not on* likely to blaion 
her shame ; she hw hid herself eomawhen — 
but I have not y^t giren tf inquiiy or 
hope." 

While this oonTaisstion wa* pasang above 
■tain, I«dy Blonde vas amioably rating bar 
brother for, aa ^ said, " rousing tiie Quixotiy 
of Slanehe about that tnunpery, vitty book 
De Granunont. Yon men, with all yoa^ 
conceit, don't understand women half so well 
as we do each other. Blanche is new to life, 
and will, no doabt, yet leant to enrb her 
thoaghts, BE, at least, to hold her ^m^ne like 
other people. But jnst now her head, and I 
dare say her heart too, is filled with many 
wild vagaries and soaring notions about the 
pariQ', and honosr, and ri^ta of women — 
which, as nun abstraet opinions, no one 
would condemn ; bnt then I hare a notion 
die is jnst the damatl to act npon them." 

"Aot npon them — eeitainly ; oaif any 
Uij entertain ideas too high af the hanonz 
of her sex?" sud Detenax. 

" Certainly not," jetnmed the lady, coldly; 
" but Biantdie is of a temper whicdi would 
maka her break off an engagement, f ven at 
the altar, with a man by whom she eoneaived 
anothw wMnan had been betrayed o> wronged; 
on these matters she has reiy peenliar 
notions. One thing candour oompela me to 
say — yan have evidently made a faTOmable 
impnisiDn upon her] she is, probably, as 
mnch attached to yen aa she is capatde of 
being to any man, nntil the epirit of Plata is 
nnqdiend, or secuetbing in that gnmd way ; 
but a bieath miyht dsatroy yonr hjipet." 

- " I ocaoaire you meaung, Eleanor," 
nplisd the gatleman, seemingly shocked. 
" But sati^ yonaelf ; that nnfoitnnale, 
that infatuated business is oompletaly at an 
end; Blande will tall yon that it is now >n the 
hands of my solimtara. The children — r-" 

" Well, wall, uerec mind," intenapted 
Lady Blande eagerly, and nuwilting to hear 
men. *f There," kissing him, " we am 
fiiwds Hfun ; utd now y«a haeamyaerdial 



good wishes. Indeed, Horatio, it went to my 
conscience to hare yon nnder my own roof, 
dangling after my friend, and bo fine a 
eieatnre, too, and so rery eligible a match — 
and that unfortunate jkhmn hanging orar 
your head. Now, to-morrow, pen a proper 
epistle to grandmamma, with a postscript to 
the Doctor ; but be sure to Baoure Blanche's 
BPnsent befbn the faroniable answer comes," 

Hr. Horatio Devenox bowed acquiesc^nee, 
and immediately took his departure ; though 
BOuI-stRBken and melancholy, yet resolved to 
pen the letter — to obtain the consent. 

"Poor fellow, I pity him 1" said Lord 
Blande- " Bosa was so devotedly attached 
to hun ; and it is so old an a&ir bow : and 
really Uie ohildnn an very pntty creatures. 
Do you know the gid is very like you, 
Eleanor ? " 

"Don't mention it, I enbeat. It is a 
dmadful annoyanoe, and from any other 
quarter would be insulting. Tliank God, it 
Is ovtx now, and my brother saved I It has 
grae near to destroy him. Coneeive Horatio's 
pining for the deaUi of that youngest infiant, 
|M if its life had been desiraUe 1 I have no 
patience with snoh preposterous nonsense I 
A« mqch ooneetes<l as if it had been his 
lawful child ! '' 

" Piobably more, Eleanor ; as Hontio 
may aonauve that he has something to 
npnoaob himself vrith. And a man's child 
U etiU his ohUd, wheOer it be hie wife's or 
not," added the sa^utnt and not unfeeling 
Petit, whik his bdy blushed angry, though 
rirtnons, nd|' nd. "Besidss, Horatio was 
really much attaohed to Kosa sad her chil- 
dren. She, indeed, poav thing, bora her 
faculties meekly.'' 

** Snnly, Blande, yen forget yourself,'* 
Mplied the lady, sharply. "^ At all events, I 
dont supposs yon wmild with this fallen 
angel for a rister-iu'law, and her babes for 
your ohildran's oousins 1 Let Heratia make 
all the atmmnant in his power. Hy brother 
is a man of honons — and only too humane 
uid susceptible when female &ailty is eon- 
oemed. Ha hsa pnperly left the affair to 
his aolidtoi^ who are men of sense. And, I 
trust in kearoi, Blanche will never bear of 
it ; for I ^ffirm again, Ae it jutt one ef the 
bigh-4own, remsntie damsels who would be 
off at ansa. — How ehooking thus to disenss 
my hrothei's misfortunes with my huiband t " 
The lady withdnw in haste. 

About fou> at five yean previently to thie 
piiiod, Boawtond Wetton — the money eub- 
ssaibed ta Anish hn eduealion having been 
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more than expended — wut«d apon L«dy 
Blande, in consequence of an advertisement 
for s preparfttoiy governess, whom her lady- 
ship wished to engage for a friend in the 
t»Qntry. Miss Weston called more than 
once, by desire, and both luster and brothel 
were much struck with the beauty and 
elegance of the poor girl, whose aonl seemed 
to hang on the response of the lady, and to 
sink into despair when a doubtful answer 
was returned to her modest application. Ur. 
Horatio Devereux was a man of fine eensi- 
bility— all the world said so — and it is certain 
that his feelings were deeply interested for 
the I>eauUful petitioner. To do him justice, 
he, in the first place, repeatedly urged his 
sister to do something for the girl. She was 
very young, veiy lovely, tolerably accom- 
pli^ed, and an orphan — strong pleas. Lady 
Blande promised ; and, had she been a fury, 
with the power of making fury gifts and 
conferring happiness as easy as speaking the 
word, or by the touch of her wand, Rosamond 
Weston would have been relieved and pro- 
tected. But she wae^ on the contrary, a 
foshionable English lady, whose time, 
thoughts, and, above all, money, were fully 
engaged. She, however, kindly gave the g^rl 
hopes of better success ; and her brother 
assumed the character of her ambassador to 
Rosa, certainly with no premeditated scheme 
of villany ; for he pitied, while he admired. 
Hr. Horatio Devereux was not a rake — not 
B. libertine. He was, as Lady Blande said, a 
man of elegant taste and quiet manners — 
fond of literature, of music, and of refined 
female society ; and indeed very delicate in 
all his feelings about the sex. 

Aa time went on, the imprudent and 
friendless girl, unable to receive the vtuter 
whose kindness and geutie courtesy had snnk 
so deeply into her desolate heart, agreed to 
receive messages from Lady Blsude, some- 
times real, sometimes pretended, at places of 
meeting agreed upon ; which she could easily 
do while engaged in the search for situations 
upon which she was daily despatched through 
London by her school-govemesa. No dis- 
honourable advantage was taken of these 
assignations — probably none was meditated ; 
and, mutually enamoured, and forgetting, or 
never once Tscognising any rale of propriety 
or prudence, this desultory, unacknowledged 
courtship proceeded until, at the commence- 
ment of winter, Rosa, on a particular 
morning, came to the accustomed rendezvous 
all in tears, and informed him-^e durst not 
give him any familiar name even in her 



secret thoughts — that an engagement as a 
ringer in a minor theatre had been offered to 
her, and that the mistress of her school 
insisted that she should accept of it at once, 
or, at all events, leave her house. Her 
whole sonl appeared to recoil from the idea 
of such « life — from the nightly exhibition 
of her person, her talents, and graces, and 
allurtmtna, before a promiscuous or rude 
thnmg ; and Hr. Deverenx warmly and in- 
dignantly partook of her feelings, and vowed 
that she should never go upon a stage. 

Her plan was to return to the north, 
where, perhaps, she might obtain a little 
work, perhaps some pupils for mnric ; but 
she had no friends — none! — and when Mr. 
Devereux nrged that she should try one 
more chance, advertise once again, remun 
one more month in London, and wait yet 
another letter from his sister, she wss easily 
persuaded ; for where her treasure was, there 
was her heart also ! To remun at his cost 
was, she feared, very wrong — and it was 
very repugnant to her delicacy — but to go 
was death ; and she procured a little lodging 
at Camberwell, and remained for tiie time 
specified, and for ever. It was an after 
consolation to Mr. Devereux that he never 
had indulged any deliberate scheme of seduc- 
tion. His stars were in fault, or Rosa's 
guardian angel had fallen asleep; but "it 
was all over now;" and no one in her 
unhappy circumstances was ever more 
delicately treated, or honoured with more 
respectful observance. 

" It was very foolish and shocking," Lady 
Blande said ; " but the girl must either have 
been a perfect idiot, or have thrown herself 
in his way ; but it was all over now !" 

And the liaiton — to use one of those foreign 
terms by which English virtue reconciles itself 
to vice and cruel injustice — was even winked 
at by the elderly ladies of the family, and 
such of Horatio's risters as had come to the 
years of understanding the world, as the 
means of preventing greater inevitable evils 
and more dangerous ties — namely, connexions 
with rapadons and extrav^:ant actresses or 
ballet-dancers — until the protracted celibacy, 
and obstinate fidelity of Devereux to Us 
mistress, begat fears of another kind, — 
either that he might never marry at all, 
—though his elder brother had no family,— 
or marry that artful creature." 

Though Mr. Deverenx had fashionable 
London lodgings, — "convenient," as the 
Irish say, to his duties as a legislator — and 
also an apartment in his father's town 
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hOQM, wbcu he ehoia to occupy it— far the 
giefttei part of hu time, for the laat four 
yean, had l>een spent at what even hia high- 
bred aUtera jeetiiigly termed Ilia "country 
seat," a cottage near Strestham, in wliidi 
he had embowered "his Bosa" and their 
tiro children. Thither he was in the custom 
of riding out every Friday after the House 
row, and in all weathers ; and there he 
remained until ■JuQ' and patriotitm brought 
kim back to town on Tuesdays. 

At " the country seat," in the enjoyment 
of life's best and sweetest blesaiiigs, no more 
embittered to him either by forethought oi 
reflection than served to give cest and 
piquancy io sweetness which otherwise might 
have cloyed, he lived in lisppineas, whatever 
might have been the occasional remorseful 
feelings of tlist delicate companion whose 
mind he had cultivated, whose sensibilities 
he had cherished, and who, loving him with 
passion far more profound than in the hours 
of tier girlish devotion, was now to be told that 
she was to see him no more. Here, where 
he made a home, and planted its dearest 
joys and treasures, Hr. Deveieux was never 
again to appear. He was going to amend 
his life — he was going to be married! 
Devereux had not, indeed, told her eo tiim- 
aelf. Accident spued him that pain. 

Save a ramble on the Continent in the 
fint months of their connexion, and a 
stealthy trip to the Isle of Wight, Hiae 
Weston had hardly, even for a day, gone 
beyond the precincts of her sweet and ss- 
questeied, but most precarious and degrading 
asylum, save when, at hoars not liable to 
remark, "her protector" had sometimes 
taken her an airing, or to see some cele- 
brated Efxit in their neighbourhood. Neither 
the reSned Devereux nor his gentle mate 
was of the intrepiil order of sinners, who 
brave or defy the world's opinion ; and, 
though the raptetabili^ of the neighbour- 
hood at first hotly resented their settlement, 
they had conducted themselves so diter^fy 
—that is to say, tliey had paid their hills so 
punctually, and been so unobtrusive in their 
manners — that the connexion was now as 
leniently regarded as any thing of the kind 
could be by "respectable" people. The 
beautiful and well-dressed children of the 
Cottage were universally pitied, and some- 
times caressed, by ladles, when met walking 
with their nursemaid in the lanes ; while, 
by the less scrupuloua villagers, " the dar- 
lings" were admired and praised. The 
death of the youngest child, a mere infant. 



had been followed by the long and severe 
illness of the mother, from which she was 
not yet fully recovered ; and the loss had 
deeply affected the spirits of her " protector," 
to use another elegant and delicate English 
periphraris. 

We have said that Mr. Devereux's " fine 
feelings" — his family and friends could 
never enough celebrate their trembling deli- 
cacy — were spared the pain of telling his 
unfortunate companion her destiny. 

On his final visit, genUy sad and subdued 
in manner aa he ever found her, until the 
joy of his arrival and the charm of hia 
souety had attuned her spirit to whatever 
might be the prevuling tone of his, there 
was this day melancholy change which 
conld not be mistaken. After an ineffectual 
atruggte to command her feelings, broken 
mnrmura and irrepressible tears were the 
only reply to his constrained and chill, but 
courteous greeting. 

His visits alone had ever brought sun- 
^une and gladness to that lonely home ; and 
tbe happy, unconsuous children rushed to 
" papa," as at other times, and clung around 

"Be well now, mamma!" said Horatio, 
the boy, a i^uick and alFecUonate child, whom 
his young " papa " had graciously honoured 
to bear hk own bonoursble name, because it 
was the dearest nanie on earth to " poor 
Bosa," 

" Go, or I yon trouble your mother," said 
Mr. Devereux, peevishly, pushing back the 
chUd. 

" Go, dearest Ho. ; go, poor boy," whiv 
pered the sinking motlier, in a choking 

" Yes, mamma, since yen bid me." And 
the boy sulkily led away his little uster. 

" Yon are spoiling those children, Bosa," 
said Devereux, sharply, and after a punful 
eml>arras8ing pauee^and the mother's over- 
stretciied heartstrings snapped 1 — 

" TAoM children 1 — your children — oitr 
children ! Oh, tell us our fate, Devereux !" 

Mr. Devereux durst not trust himself to 
look towards the unhappy young woman, 
who, with clasped handl^ breal^kod these 
dmple words in the low, thrilling voice of 
exi^uisite mental agony ; yet was he pleased 
that probably the gossip of the servants had 
anticipated his " psinf ul but most necessary 
duty." He had no friend to whom he could 
depute BO delicate a task — and write he 
could not. A letter, he feared, might drive 
Rosamond mad, and lead to the most 
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painful BcrtiM, perhaps Ui fatal exposun ; 
and he knew hia own ptmn irift "pBor 
Rosa," and had mtolred not to leave btr 
until aha had "come to Huon, And Ms 
Ktigned and oompoHd." 

With some effort, he now -worked htnuelf 
up to atenmeaa and diepleanm at what he 
called her " impsUenee, and nmeaaonable 
nonfienae." What, h« at last demanded, 
though Tcrf mildly is tone, had ihe looked 
for? This refined and faononrable Mr. 
DeverenZ inqDlred, " What eonid At have 
expected else T' and for a tnoment the 
wretched giri glared upon her fanner lover 
with an ezpreaeioiiL which made him quail to 
the inmost lecees of hia daatardlf ^Irit. 
But this was not the natnnl mood of Rosa- 
mond Weston. She had felt as If a shot 
had passed throbgh ber brain — her flesh 
quivered and burned ftr an instant as with 
the thirst of blood-^and then the strange 
feeling waa gone — and, lowering her eyes, 
she replied, dmost inaudlbly, — " Nothing — 
oh, nothing t For mjself, I have never 
expected — never ptesamed. Heneti mj 
weakness — my tneiedlble folly-^my a*ep 
guilt — my misery, my moat intolenUe 
misery! I have long foreseen this day — 
known It — fblt it. It has been river fn«sent 
with me— ud yet I Hved on." 

The (diildren were now heard ftttttning 
with noisy mirA; they brought in fresh- 
gathered flowsn and fresh water-cresses for 
papa — not gifts to propiaate lovo — of 
wUch they bad neither doubt nor fear, 
though this tune papa had forgotten to bring 
them any of the promised pretty things from 
London. He hastily rung the bell, and 
dismissed them. — Not such had been 
their usnal reception. It was a nevr 
agony for their mother; yet ahe Mid — 
" Thank yon for sparing me their sight 
No, Deverenx — for myself I expect nothing, 
deserve nothing. But these children ! — how 
shall I henceforth think of Qieta^ — how 
look upon them, ond endnre to UveP' 

The feelings of Sir. Deverenx were any 
thing but comfortable. Compagsion, re- 
morse, nay, affection, battled with ambition, 
or with what he wished, rather than suc- 
ceeded, in thinking his paittroount duty to 
his family — his father's, not his own — 
and, above all, to "hivutff." Lord Blande 
was right in beUeving him even tenderly 
attached to "poor Rosa and her children ;" 
only he loved himself — nay, his rank, his 
place in the estimation of that small section 
of mankind which h« called eodety or the 



iVbrld, and the means of IneKU&ng Us 
fortune and infldeneB— ^ ^at deal battel; 
and gradually, as the poiiit tros debated in 
Us own mind, better and better, until the 
Appearance of the titled heiress bonidtCd 
every doubt, and left, as the only diffieulty, 
how She *v to be gained, and Rosamond to 
he most prndently, and kindly, onj ffoa- 
roiaBf dismissed. Tes ! Hr. Deverenx deter- 
mlned to be both delieate and most generous ! 
Rosa's genUeneSS and devoted atlachmetlt 
merited ^ood tmtment at his hands. Her 
tihildren — they wete hdw fteMotdy — should 
be sent to France to be educated, and their 
mother Aotild have tat annnl^ sufficient fbr 
her few vrants. Sie wmld no doubt i6- 
tire td some qtll«t, remote neighbonrhoed, 
where nobody could know her, and, perhaps, 
ndj^ht many. — But, no! he ww ahhost 
lute Rosa never would marry. Delicacy, 
love foi hiraself — for deeply, fondly, devot- 
lidly had poor Road loved, and must et«r 
love him — would prevent a step which, by 
a seetning inconginity, bat thiongh « reUly 
natural sentiment, he thon^t at wUh 
jealous, angry pride at the ^rf same 
moment that he waa meffitatitig etemd 
separation. No, not eternal ; peAaps, at 
some future time, fn some change of drcom- 

stances Mr. Deverenx conld not jffe- 

meditate injury to his future wife, or the 
violation of hht own conjugal duties ; bnt, 
while his ambitioii and his pride demanded 
the hand of Blanche Delamers, whom he 
certify admired almost as much as he 
pretended, other, and aofter, and haWtnally 
cherished ftKlingS made bim reluctant to 
snrrender for ever the heart of " his meCk 
and endearing Roaa !" 

Mr. Deverenx was. In tUortj bewildered 
in a mam of sentiment and Mnsibility. Me 
would have been both deeply mortified and 
hotly ofibnded, had Rosa been able to hear 
irf their separation — of her dismissal— 
Without sorrow and despairing agony ; and 
he *aB equally alive io the necessity of that 
event preceding his addreeses to Lady 
Blanche. As he rode ont that mOtUhfg 
to Streatham, his consolatory tiionght was — 
"I know pom' Rosa loves me so much as 
to submit patiently to any arrangement I 
may show her to be for my adranti^ and 
happiness. Whatever her weakneaaes may 
be, no creattire can be more patient and &- 
interested than poor Rosa." 

This very favourable opinion inade Hr- 
Devereux the more angry with her " unrea- 
even While thankful that she 
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bad diThied QA crtUl pi(ttfK hirklllg itt hli 
bmhi^ aod Ipartd hiili the llutm» of nnti- 
iagit. 
But *h hi,n left BIr. DenmdE 111 the 



"S^ieak ndt of rae," eotitiiiiied hli com- 
psnioo. " Ttil m« Of thMe thUdnin. Once 
yoa setmed to t<m tliem — sndl! — howahall 
I now due look upon them, -wfaen already I 
■hiink frwn the d«ep ejM of that pool boy ! " 

" And RUely I do love them, Snd f ou too, 
Ro«(s weM yon only yonndf, and raUD^fe." 
And he Mt«ii|it«d to dnw oaienii^ly tow&idi 
hfan the Ibnddering atld nooUing ^t tMtwMn 
whtttn and Unuelf a frail of separkdon had 
in a moment been isiMd, which ntHhei bribes 
nor blandithmenta would ever ^un orer- 
thro*. 

"Plwric then to at down, madam, till w« 
dismua the matter of your childten," tali the 
now ineenMd Mr. DeveTetuc ; and ho began 
to ttaennt hla wls« tdid genetotu designs. "I 
am awue that K conld be no mon pleaMnt 
thah right that yon fehonld «dncate the chll> 
dnn. niey will be caiefiiUy attended to, 
and yon may oecadonally heat of them. Of 
theboythaiebno fear. If he conduct him- 
self properiy, he shall not want my eonnle- 
nftnCe nor thst of my family ; and for the 
little glri " 

The etpl^ation proceeded do fetther; 
wtti) a alradderin^ gtoan, the nnhappy mother 
of the chiidren ftll into « swoon, and Mr. 
Dferermtt, though shocked, deemed It viwrt, 
on the whole, to t^e odraitsge of hn bttn' 
IdMlity to wlthdnw. 

The old gmdener, who attended the C4)W, 
and tnmmed the tihrtibB, and mowed the 
grasB-pUta, and defended the premises from 
rats and robbers when the master was absent, 
ltd out "nutter's horse," as in happier times. 

" So Madam is to be sent off, yonr honour, 
*t hear," said old Robert, whom the fear of 
beinl thrown ont of a good place had strangely 
emboldened. " Well-A-well ; I ahonld ha' 
got t warning thongh, too ; And so shoold 
Molly, Iny wench :— But I knowed it MmSt 
eoDte to tMt tome time, ivhen yonr honont, 
like other grand gentlemen, tamed off yont 
misB and married a lady. Well-a-well 1 — I 
reckons we'se get mkgn and boHrd, Molly 
and me, to Hichsehuai^ any way — that S 
bttt JnsUce. I'm ernel aorry for Madam, 

too; fot, an' Ab wMe i , sh6 Vb one 

of the Wat kind of 'eiti.'' 

Every nbre^ every drop of anstoctetic 
blood, in tbt body rf the Honourable Mr. 



fiotatio Dereretlx boiled and qoivered to the 
sonnd of th6 contumelious appellation bestowed 
upon "his poor Roto" — and old and new 
wiatb, and a host of maddemng and con- 
flicting feelings were ekpended, in laying his 
horse-lrhip about the shonlders of the gar- 
dener, who, quite ignonknt of the delicacies of 
gentlemanly feding, had supposed he mig^t 
nso plun kpeeoh, especially afl«r "Madam 
had been cast Off." 

"Di'at the Ohapl" sollloqniied Robert, 
after Mr. Derereul had spnmg to his horse 
and galloptod off, U if Jnsdce were after him 
— "IVat the chap! but I ha' a mind to 
take the law on him, for striking me only 
tot oalHng the pool wettdl itdiat hb made her 
his omisslfl" 

The Hononrable 3Ir. Dbterenx did not 
again trust himself at Streatham, nor yet 
change in oiw jot his fixed purpose regarding 
the inmates of his "eonntry-seat." Ag^n, 
"Upon his honour," he assurod his sister 
"that the unhappy bniinett was for erer 
orer." The children were to be Sent to 
France ha Soon O the necedsaiy arrsngements 
conld be made; and "their mother?" — to 
her Mr. Dererenx had penned a long letter 
of admomtion and adriee for her futnre oon- 
ducL " She was still very young and very 
attractive, and might be exposed to the arte 
and temptations of man— if she feU, it 
shonld not be tUOngh the temptation of 
want" 

While these gtatfone tUngS were passing, 
Mr. Derennz ffaS indeed often as "low, 
and nervous, and nooMntioal," as it provoked 
bis sister to see and call him. But it wai^ 
thank Heaven I all over now ; and that day 
he had Spent a long morning in Westminster 
Abbey, the sole attendant of the Lady 
Blanche. Her 5o»n« had gone to spend the 
day with some " Friends" in tlie country ; 
and Lady Blande set down her fair gnest at 
the Abbey, (whispering her brother, "Just 
the Spot to woo a heroine,") under " excellent 
care," and took her np when Mr. Deverenx 
— and he was not more taA nor more pte- 
somptnous than other gentlemen of his 
Standing— flattered himse^ that he had only 
to ^eak and be accepted. 

He had done all but speak, and more than 
Words coold perform ; and Blanche had not 
^wned, nor withdrawn her arm, nor reared 
her neck into her swan-like, nnconacloua, 
and tnvdantaiy hanghty attitude of supe- 
riority. At one time, indeed, when he gently 
npbruded her Impatience for the return of 
I^y Blande, and Imputed weariness of his 
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wxhty, she had said — "I &m not tired of 
your society, Mr. Deverenx. So far from it, 
I find few eo entertuning, pleasttol, and 
friendly." , At hig murmured, rapturoua 
thanke, and sudden, passionate preasuie of 
the very lips of hei gloved fingeis, she looked 
confused, and, as their eyes met, blushed, and 
nalked away, and then stopped to question 
him of Nelsoa's tomb. Mi. Devereux was 
skilled in the paihotogj' of the female heart. 
That evening Lady Slande could not doubt 
that her brother and Blanche were hearts, or 
— to her it came to the same thing — hand- 
plighted. They sat apart, talked together, 
sang together, and appeared completely 
absorbed in each other — Devereux in gay 
and exulting spirits, Blanche mare softly, 
sweetly, and gently feminine than she had 
ever before appeared. Lord Blonde went off 
to one of his clubs, tired, he sud, of playing 
nobody in his own house ; and, at a late 
hour, his lady, who had held oat alone over 
a dull, fashionable novel as long as patience 
and eye* could hold out, playfully pointed to 
the peitdult, and told her brotlier he must be 
off. 

"How very late!" cried Blanche, rising, 
and blushing, as much at her own thought- 
lesmesB as at. the gallant, complimentary 
reproaches of her admirer, who, as he for the 
first time kissed her hand, after he had 
embraced his sister, craved leave to wait 
upon her next morning. 

" Silence is maidenly consent," said Lady 
Blande, gaily, when Blanche hesitated to 
reply. " Come to us as early as you will. 
Ho. ; but go now." And she pushed him 
away. " Poor Mrs. Simpson, who will not 
take slumber to her eyelids till she has seen 
htr lady cared for, must be half dead by this 
time, with her early travels and her late 
vigils, and may besides, perhaps, have a word 
of exhortation to give," she added, archly. 

Lady Blanche hastened to tlie comfortable 
apartment where her friend, as usual, 
awaited her. — " Pray, don't scold me. I am 
enough punished by remorse ; it was so 
heedless, so thoughtless, so selfish — as heed- 
lessness ever is — to keep yon waiting. And 
why wait? Yet I should hare been so dis- 
appointed had you been gone to bed ] I have 
so much to unbosom. — For how many years, 
now,ha8tliisnnrobingbour been the happiest 
of my day ? What would become ci me, 
deprived of our confidential intercourse 1 I 
can never forego it." 

Blanche Delaroere, more from the impulse 
of an almost morbid delicacy, than any pride 



of personal independence, chose to be in 
many things her own lady's maid. She 
hated, she said, to have Martin, or any one she 
did not both hke and love, fiddlics- about her 
person, and annoying her with those offices 
of undres^ng and hair-brushing usually 
performed by aervanla. At this unrobing 
hour, her bonne ostensibly read to her, 
though more of the time was generally con- 
sumed in talking of the adventures and 
incidents of the day. 

"I have a world to tell you of to-night," 
said Blanche to her very grave friend, whom 
she feared her tardiness had serionsly dis- 
pleased: "so very ronch, and wonderAil, 
too, that I am sure, after you hear all I have 
gone through, done, and suffered to-day, yon 
will pardon me." 

" I would have thae first listen to me, lady. 
I have to teU what, I fear, may grieve thee. 
Yet it must be told." 

"What!" cried Blanche, while the idea 
of Frederick Leighton struck on the conscious 
heart, which now first felt that it had that 
day been unfaithful, where fealty, though 
never claimed, was involuntarily given. 
And she was glad that the thick, dark 
tiesses hanging over her arm, to be brushed, 
veiled her deepened colour. 

" A sad tale — yet one that it deeply con- 
cemeth thee to hear, while it is yet time. 
The man to whom thou host all but pledged 
thy hand, to whom thou art unconsciously 
losing thy heart, is bound to another — bound 
by ties which the proud and the false may 
contemn, which man's laws may defy, but 
which the God who seeth in secret and 
judgeth all his creatures in mercy and in 
equity, solemnly regardetli." 

The Lady Blanche was effectually roused, 
and y^t inexpressibly relieved. It was no^ 
then, of Frederick — what but good could be 
heard of him! 

" I have found Rosamond Weston ! Her 
betrayer, the author of the life-long disgrace 
and misery which brings neither suffering 
nor shame to him — though her own passions, 
her own folly, should have been partly the 
cause of her betrayal — is the man who now 
offersthee^Oiunira&& addresses': — Thee, pure- 
hearted, high-minded maiden 1 " 

The outline of tbe tale we have related, 
was rapidly traced ; and Blanche listened 
eamestiy, but with the entire composure 
which gave her anxious friend assurance 
that, however her delicacy or her pride might 
be hurt, there was no deep tenderness to 
wound, no bitter jealousy to awaken. 
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" What aball I do first ?" w&b her eager 
respoiiae — for Blanche never panaed upon the 
necessity of doing BomethiDg. 

" Tliat I leave to thy heart and thy jndg- 
ment, Udy ; to thy wise and joat regard for 
thine own honour and hsppineK ; and — may 
I not wy it1~— for the righit, if not longer 
the happinsBB of thy fallen sister- woman." 

" I will drive to Streatham to-morton 
before breakfast On an errand of mercy, 
you will accompany me * — mercy to myself. 
I have promised Hr. Devereux an interview, 
«4uch can never now take place. I wilt not 
consult I.ady Blande ; I will act by my own 
coonsel in what ho nearly concerns myself. 
I will see Rosamond ; culpable she may 
have been— but how treated? Paley's 'Moral 
Philosophy ' appears to you English people, 
if not altogether canonical, yet a kind of 
supplementary Bible. What says the Rabbi 
of Craven in the passage you made me insert 
in my book of Canons, soon after poor Phcebe'e 
misfortune ? If I remember aright, it runs 
this way : — *Ifviepuriu» the tfieU iff »educ~ 
tion throagk tAs eomplieaUd vtitery which it 
eecatioru, and if it be right to (MimaW erimtt 
Ig/ tie tiasdaef they produce, it tuill apptar 
tmnething more than mere invecttve U> aaert, 
that net one half of the triinetfor tehieh mm 
tyffer death ijf the lata of England, art go 
fl^liou* ai this.'" 



lot 



Rotamond't Boioer ! 

The bright«yed morning of the still vernal 
sommer wore its fresh dew and innocent 
beauty, when the carrisge of the Lady 
Blandie Delamera drew up at a small greeu 
portal, which broke the high wall over which 
sweet-scented hawthorn sprays and bloomi^ 
and the goigeous flowers of the horse-chestnu^ 
were shedding a luxuriance of flonl loveliness. 

It had cost the servants some trouble to 
discover the. sequestered residence by any 
address that Blanche or her governess could 
imagine as appropriate to " the lady living 
under the protection of Ur. Bevereux." 
She could neither be known as "Mrs. Deve- 
reux" — nor, the mother of a family of 
children, as " Miss Weston." In fact, the 
inmate of the pretty detached cott^e, in 
former days playfully named, by Mr. Deve- 
reux, "Rosamond's Bower," and known in 
his family as " Horatio's country soat," went 
by the most common and convenient of all 
names — that of " Mrs. Smith." 

Frcm the narrow precincts of her domain, 



and a ha'i, or thereabout^ laid 
ont in flower-beds, orchard, and lawn, the 
prying eyes of the curious and vulgta- wen 
as jealously excluded as if the cottage had 
been an aristociatic mansion, embosomed 
amidst ** the pamp of groves and garniture 
of fields," in the lordly park of the Fanfa- 
ronades, over whose high walls even the 
prying eyes of the bagman, on the top of the 
fast coach, could hardly catch a passing 
glimpse, though struning his neck like a 
crane, Uiat he might have the pleasure of 
telling ever after, at The Travellers' dinner, 
how he had seen "Lord F.'s cha'ming place." 
'Tia the worshippers make tie idol. 

The sudden opening of the green door in 
the bowery lane revealed a fairy scene, as 
the furydom of gentility is imagined in 
England — that is, a cottage, of the order 
pietumque, ornamented with French lattices 
and a verandah, and embosomed, or rather 
matted and mosaicked, by roses and honey- 
suckle*, paasion'flowers, fuscliiaa, myrtles, 
and ^clematis — the latter disporting theb 
vagrant fancies in a luxuriant entanglement 
of blossom and foliage. The bright, fresh 
turf of the trim, span-breadth lawn, was 
embroidered with violets, primroses, and the 
wild blue hyacinth ; and the folding glass 
door of the hall, thrown open, showed beyond, 
in tasteful ccmfusion, skm mats, mstic seats, 
and baskets, and stands with plants in flower ; 
with a few stofiU biids and animals, and 
fishing-rods and fowling-pieces, slung up 
with garden rakes fit for a lady's hand. 
But the principal ornament of this saloon, 
was a very large and handsome Newfoundland 
dog, stretched across the thre^old, and 
basking sleepily in the morning sun, while 
a lovely little girl strewed his glossy, ebon 
coat with flowers from the stores in her lap. 
Her brother had been attracted frem hec 
side by the appearance of the ladies, whom 
the maid-servant now admitted with the fuss 
and bustle consequent on that wonderfbl 
phenomenon, the appearance of female 
visiters in a place where nothing that could, 
by any stretch of politeness, be called a ta4f, 
ever had appeared — save the poor sempstress, 
who bad lost some of her best or most vir- 



" How sweet a spot 1 " whispered Blanche 
to her friend — "how pure, peaceful, and 
home-like!" She stooped to pat the child 
and the dog — the one giving her welcome by 
bright smiles — the oUier by a benevolent 
growl, and wag of his tail. 
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"Were thii Indeed poor Roettmond's hoot 
—these A«t- ehildMn — vtiich yet an her 
children— how delightful oai lidt to htr— 
how pleseont to renew earlj friendship — how 
gntAora a continaed interconne with one Rd 
amiable end affectionate — Uie mother — the 
tri^— eurronnded by All the sweets of hUme 
and fcmiiy — and ohi more than all, enjoying 
the eeenrity, the Ulf~appTora], wauling 
which all else Is without value, if it be bet 
the tource of remom and imappeBMhle 
angoish 1— How dreadful for an afl^onBte- 
hearted woman to have placed herself In a 
condition In which tiie moat be cotnpelled to 
wish her childr^ imbom or buried 1 " 

The ladies were meanwhile ushered into a 



throtigh the clustetiiig foliage of the lattice 
upon the gay chlntx fnmltnre, the brilliant 
paper hangings, and airy draperies, knd the 
few choice cabinet iricWres, and well-rtored 
Llllipatlan book-cases. The whole teene, 
and every eonlfortable or elegant sccessory, 
seemed so thoronghly domestic, yet so dieer- 
fnl and bright, that Blanche, addressing the 
little girl who toddled after her, for a moment 
forgot her errand, and where she stood. Her 
reeolleetioD was instantly recalled by ft 
portr^ In crayons, which, as the mo»t 
cherished ornament of the hone, hung over 
the mantel-piece. 

** Thsf s papa," s^d the boy, following the 
eye of Blanche. It bore, indeed, a striking 
resemblance to the alleged head of the house- 
hold, if head it might be said to have. He 
whom it portrayed was, however, the absolute 
master of the imnatee ; their sole hope and 
dependence — by whom and foT whom they 
eidsted ; the lord of their destiny. Other 
households have claims and rights; legal 
protection ; tneniSf neighbours, — sustaining 
sod&i sympathy — that strongest bulwark <rf 
the secnrity of &mille^ hound up with the 
general weal of society : this little household 
was thrust beyond its pale. It had been 
drawn together for the licentious, or at least 
selMi, pleasnte of one man— it had existed 
at his mercy — it iVas How to be inmihiUted 
by his fiat. 

With such thoughts passing through th^ 
minds, the unexpected viraters silently wdted 
the appearance of Molly's " Mis^" who, the 
handnudden look upon her to assure them, 
wouU appear " in a jU^." 

As she disappeared, the boy infotmtd ihe 
ladies that "nianuna Was not very Well thit 
morning." 



*lf you KK from town, ma'am, perhaps 
yoti will see p&pO. He bu Hot been down 
for some time. If I ctmld write, I wonld 
send him a letltr, Udding him come, for 
uTTTunt ]b not able to write hini now, die 
enyi—htt headache iS So rery bad ; and she 
cried so, when I Would not let Haiy put 
papa's Ante away ftom mamma's pianofmte." 

Twice had the quick ear of Blanche caught 
a ftlnt rustle, U if a child bmoHed tile door- 
handle, and had then dtdsled as if afrdd to 
venture in. At i third palpaUe attempt, 
the boy Suddenly threw open the door, and 
tbe sad, pale, drooping, and trembHng yonng 
woman staggered, rather Uuin walked forward, 
and failed in an incoherent attempt at speech. 

It was not the Itmocent, happy, and 
buoyant Rosamond Weston of past times, 
thon^ there were many traces of her fai the 
tall emaciated wotnan, who, ttiH in mouning 
for her infant, wore a dress somewhat re- 
sembling that of the Bistert of Charity. 
Lady Blanche advanced with a grave expies- 
don of Sympathy and Aiendllness ; and the 
Quakeress also advanced, with that air Of 
mild and benign kindness and courtesy, 
Whlchwon all unsophisticated hearts. There 
was instant though silent mutual recognition. 

"I may seim an unpardonable intmder," 
Mid Blanche ; " but the motive of my virft 
must plead my apology." The words of the 
young woman, in reply, were unconnected 
and unintelligible ; her eyes were downcast 
and brimming with tears ; her voice tremu- 
lous. The I>oy pressed to his moUier's side, 
in sympathy with those signs of distress, and 
took her hand— and then the tears overflowed 
thebbed. 

"You are the Lady Blanche Detamm," 
she whispered ai last; "and I con guest 
your errand— yef, for a tevr monieirta, spine 
me." She gasped ai If for breath, and her 
colour went and esmk, Blanche ttimed 
away in compasdonate sympathy, and 
busied herself in t^olng the lattice to admit 
freer air. 

"Ton are very ill, dear mamms," iiii 
the boy, anxiously piej^g hit mottiei'a 
damp hand. 

"I will be better soon- go now, HotAtio 
—go, dear boy. Take Eleanor Into the 
garden, Hary, tlU I call you. I ha^ 
business with ^e ladleS." 

The boy had been trained ih the obedienci 
of love ; and, tbough very unwilling to leave 
"poor mamma" and the strangers, about 
whom he was curious, he never thought of 
dispntii^ her wilL She hastily shut, and 
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4TBI1 MWd til* Aoot, mi, huhid^ towftrda 
the Onkkenaa, threw hehwlf on her kneek 
before her. And bniTiiig her fooe gate way 
to the posdell Of Sorrow sod Bhame which 
ihe had stniggkd to BobdnA In p^Knce of 
her ohildren. 

No words pMBed for *mie tinie; ^d 
Blanbhe, beading over the weeping Ma^dd- 
lene, kindlj' and lespedfullj pressed the thin 
hand, on whoH white attenuated fingert yet 
glittered the rings, fbtgotten bj the wedrer 
as by the hestower, thongh tokens of fottd 
remembrance, If not Iroth-pllghU. 

And now Blanche abnodl einbraced, in 
gently raising the feeble despairing cceatuttt, 
over whom the leaned, while she whispered 
— " I am, is jm guess, yonr fotmer play- 
mate, Blanche Italamere— but not here, 
Rosamond, to g^ve yon pain ot sorrow— oh, 
no!" And she led her old companion to on 
Ottoman, and sat down by her. " Sinee yoil 
lemember me, and have heard of me, you 
may also hare learned where I am living — 
whoee attentions, and almost coortsbip^ I 
have, in ignorance, been receiting. I haTe 
been in fanminent danger ef beooming the 
affianced bride, while another is, or onght to 
Be, the wife of Mr. Dererenx." 

"Softly, dear child!" interposed (he 
Quakeress, alarmed ai the Impetnodty of 
her pnpil, whose impolaes. If always bene- 
Tolent, were not always, she feared, under 
the restraint of cool jndgmant ; but Blanche 
heard her not. 



"Ah, no, no — alas, no!" answered tbe 
yonng woman; "I hare no rights — noclums 
—none which law Sanctions— none whioh 
society allows; — to him alone I looked — to 
his lore for ns." 

"What! are not yonr cliildreB his— iii not 
this the Amm which he has given yon, and 
shared with yon for so inany years V 

" Aha, yes j — my poor innocent children I 
— I have gathered the apples of Sodom, bnt 
for them nmain the ashes. Oh, conid t 
alone be the mfieier, I shoold ask no more !" 

It was at last to the benign Qnakerees that 
the nnhsppy girl was begiuled into confiding 
her whole story. From her — yonng, rich, 
beantifn^ and — as hei etill devoted, and, 
therefore, jealons heart whispered — ■triiun- 
phant rival, she shrank with mingled ahame 
and apprehenrion. Her feelings far more 
refined, and her heart aa purely feminine as 
that c^ simple Fhcehe Waterton, she also 



fttt^pted no s«lf-jnatlficAiioa^pMntttted no 
reproach, bo cotnplaint, to escape het kg^iiM 
the anthor of her misfortune. There wMS in 
her manner Hnd her words, a degreS of meek 
fothearance, of deep humility. Which almdst 
chafed the qnick and high spirit of Blanche. 

She spoke la Ftench to hot govetnnnte, 
who perfectly nnderetood, withont ettt 
allowing her lips to be pollntod by pronoah- 
cing one word ot, that polished lat^nage of 
gal^try and aentiment, compliment and 
donble-ehtendre. 

" One might fancjf this poo* Woman agrelfd 
in opinion with the ftenerooS world — that 
her seducer la the Injhred party, and She the 
only culprit, becanse he to olratit to be slightly 
whipped by the natural consequences ttt his 
pleasant vicee— or rather £rom having to deal 
with a person so eccentric, for one In her 
rank, as my humble self, so Qhilotlo in bet 
opinions d morality, teliglooS obligation, 
and social rights — who, tawing it ts het 
higheet dn^ io lov^ her ndf^bonr as herself, 
cannot think it fit to taixTj het heighbotir'S 
hnsband." 

The fluked cheelc of the hnhappy rirl 
showed that she tindentocid thd Scope at thii 

"Yon UndWSttnd whii I have taken the 
liberty to Bay," added Blanche, hastily. 
"Tell ffie, then, frankly, do yon tliink yon 
have no claims on Hr. DeVerent? Art 
yonr youth, yont aflfection, Jonr womanhood, 
your honour and liappiness, of no valde, sdve 
the vnetched, pecnnlaiy recoihpenae it Is at 
his pleasure eithet to set upon them or to 
withhold?" 

"Yes, alasl-^SomeUmeS, When despair 
has, for a moment, f|lven way to Indignation, 
and to that natural pify for myself which I 
may not deserve from the virtuous, I hart 
dared, for a few moments, to think so !— bnt^ 
oh ! no I no I JIfe h^ could not now tnnry, 
widiont the di^^acd 1 could never bring 
upon hun, *ett he even wlUing to Ineor it 
for me. Is it for me^weak, inbtnated as I 
have beeli, and now jnsUy puniahed— to 
come between him and tbs brilliant ftte 
which may yet be hist" 

Blanche Was liot satisfied. 
' "Bight, hideed, it must btf," she Mid, In a 
tone of asperity, "that men decree that 
whst In them Is a Jest — an amiable weak- 
n^s, a venial trespaas of youth— shonld on 
their frail partners, be visited with lodal 
proscription, min, misery. Irreparable deM^ 
dation and Infamy, since Women themselves 
can vindicate the opinions and mles which 
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their nuutflrg establiah for their own benefit, 
or to BecnM indemnity for their moat cruel 
injastice." 

"It is not for me, who hsTS for over 
forfeited the world's good opinion, to brave 
it now," ughed the Afflicted woman. " The 
poor children, of whom he seemed so fond — 
Mve for them, I un le^gned to t^ery thing. 
Mine, in ay happiest momently when Deve- 
reax lored me well, has ever been a tronbled 

ioy." 

" Loved you ! " excl^med Blanche, scorn- 
fully. "Durst this roan so profane the 
attribute by which God himself chooses to 
be revealed to his creatures I How false, faow 
shameless a mockery ! — Loved you ! while 
his every act degraded you in the eyas of your 
feUow-creatures and in your own. Thus the 
wolf loves the lamb, which he tears to glut 
himself with its tender flesh; thus the vermin 
lores the fruit in whose bosom it riots till it 
become wasted and loathsome." 

Blanche felt that she had spoken too 
strongly ; and, considering the delicate situa- 
tion and sensitive feelings of the unhappy 
object of her indignant pity, perhaps har^y; 
and she endeavoured to soften the expresuon 
of her opinion, by adding — 

"I do perhaps feel too strongly on those 
points ; but it is because the world — even 
the virtuous part of it — seems so hardened 
as not to feel at all." 

The delicate, but inganious quesUoning of 
the Quakeress, could not draw from the un- 
happy Rosamond that she had ever received 
any direct promise of marriage from her 

"I never demanded one*" she said, with 
tones of pathos which thrilled to the heart of 
Blanche. " At first, while happy in his love, 
how could I doabt? — at last^ haw could I 
speak?" 

It was too true. Hr. Devereux spared 
himself and her on the past, and she never 
found courage to speak of the future, until 
the dawning intelligence of her eldest child 
alternately presented it in uncertainty, or 
darkness and terror. After the birth of that 
child, with infinite pain and sorrow she had 
made up her mind to separate from the man 
in whom her soul, with all its affections and 
hope^ was centred ; hut Mr. Deverenx, who 
had at this time no other leHout attachment, 
and who was not yet tired of his g«ntle and 
elegant companion, took alarm at the idea 
of his Rosa's desertion ; and her wise and 
virtuous resolution was overruled by his 
The Quakeress considered 



this unwise submission a very great aggrava- 
tion of the original error of the unhappy 
girl, whom she, nevertheless, dncerely pitUd ; 
but this severe opinion she suppressed ; and, 
to a£Ford a temporary diversion of feeling to 
her involuntary hostess, she begged for a 
cup of coSee, aware tliat poor Rosamond 
might feel it presumption, or impertinence, 
even to offer her guests refreshments after 
their early drive. 

Breakfast was accordingly served, and 
slightly partaken — the children agun ap- 
pearii^, and prattling to the kind Btrangers 
— to the handaoae and the good lady — with 
all the captivating dmplicity of their age, 
while the mother's eyes gushed over, and 
Blonciie gazed pitifully on the lovely Paria 
family, sprung of English aristocracy. The 
little girl, Eleanor, what — as she grew up in 
beauty, and with the refined and sensitive 
feelings of her sex^were to be her sufierings 
and mortifications 1 

"Eleanor is papa's pet," said the little 
boy, raising to Blanche the candid brow 
which already said — 

Htn, iluiDa ii Mhsmed to lit 1 

What were to be his feelings when time 
revealed to him the ignominy of his birth, 
and the humiliation and wrongs of her who 
was now the angel of his life 1 

When the slight repast was concluded, 
the party went into the garden for freer air ; 
and, while the children tumbled on the grass 
plsts, or gamboled in the walks, the former 
conveisation was resumed, in that bowery 
summer-house which, in fine weather, was 
the usual afternoon haunt of Rosa and her 
" protector." 

Blanche whispered to her bonnt that it 
would refresh her spirit could poor Rosamond 
only be roused to one burst of hearty, 
honest indignation against him ; but all she 
obtained was one fugitive glance of joy, one 
bright gleam of rapture, when she energeti- 
cally declared that, between herself and Hi, 
Devereux, every tie was severed — that, what- 
ever the world, or even the law might pro- 
nounce, she conudered him an umnarriagcabU 
man, if an unmarried one ; bound by the 
deepest obligations to his children, and with 
much to atone for to them, and very much 
to be forgiven. Tears streamed down the 
cheeks of Rosamond — a soul-relieving flood. 
All that she dared wish for was not to be 
separated from her children just yet, while 
they were still so very young ; while, on the 
other hand, her judgment whispered, that the 
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sooner the dreaded uerifiee was made, the 
better pertwpe for them. 

"The law, I beliye, Rosamond, cannot 
deprive ;pou of your children ; in that reipect 
yon are more happy, sa a mother, than 
women whose righl« it protects, as wives. — 
Oh, do] Oar masters, the law-makers, seek 
no power over those unhappy children whose 
existence only embarrasses them. It leaves 
children in Uie sole power of those women 
who are presamed to be vidoasandcormpted, 
and who certainly are degraded and mined 
in the world's esteem, while it strips the 
virtuons married mother of all power over 
her own offspring ! Yon smile, ma ionne, at 
my not urmtual warmth ; but tiiere is some- 
thing rotten in this our state of Denmark, 
and why should not I denounce itf" 

" Whatever be my wishes or my clwros," 
Bud Rosamond, "how can I oppose the 
decision of Hr. SevereuK, in disposing of my 
poor children 1 On hia will tl)ey must 
depend for the very bread they eat, while 
my watchful care, my yearning love, can 
only bring blight and shame upon the dearest 
objects of my soul." 

"Grat^ons heavens !" exclumed Blanche, 
when ^ain seated in the carriage, "that 
man's sellish vice and woman's weakneea 
shoald thus convert the finest and sweetest 
feelings of a nature, even in its frailty so 
e^cquisitely feminine, into scorpions to sting 
her! What is to be the fate of her little 
ones 7 How often have I heard yon descant 
on the many chances ^Ainst the healthful 
growth and development of the afiections 
and moral principles of iUe^tiraate children !" 

The mother had not ventured to follow 
the guests, whose respectful sympathy and 
parting injunctions that she would taJce no 
step and consent to no arrangements until 
she heard from them, had fallen like healing 
balm on her crashed and desolate heart ; bat 
the joyous children followed to the green 
door, the boy requesting tliat papa might l>e 
sent down, and the little girl holding ap her 
rosy month to be kissed, as, all glee and 
smiles, she lisped her pretty farewell. 

On the homeward drive, the conveisation 
natnrally turned on the scene they had 
witneessd, and the condition of deserted 
women, with illegitimate offipring. But 
before they reached home, the 6ann« quietly 
inquired of her impetuous pupil what she 
meant to do? 

"Need you inquire? Hy kiss on the lips 
of that innocent child, is the seal of my 
covenant that through me no injury or 



injustice shall ever come to her or her un- 
happy mother." She was in the drawing' 
room ere the words were well nttered. 

A note, left for Lady Blande, had merely 
stated that I^dy Blanche was to drive into 
the country a little way with Mrs. Simpson, 
to visit an old friend, but would be hack 
early ; and though there was a little wonder 
at the very independent manner in which 
the young lady often acted, and some doubt- 
ful augury at this capridous and ill-bred 
breach of a formal appointment, with a lover 
all but vowed, it wax quietly set down to 
Lady Blanche's way ; and her friend, em- 
bracing her, sportively exclaimed, — "Ah, 
runaway ! give an account of yourself 
directly. Here has Horatio been twice — 
and will soon be a third time — most lorn 
and lover-like, that yon should choose to 
absent yourself on this particular morning. 
I set it dovfn in my own mind to the true 
cause — dear caprice — ragront virgin fancies; 
but would not so far impeach my late order 
as to own so much to him. — But seriously, 
Blanche, why do you look so very grave? 
Where have you been?" 

" I have been where I presume you never 
were, Eleanor — though then is much to be 
seen there to interest your feelings — I have 
been to Streatham, and, farther, to risit the 
family of your brother, Mr. Devereux." 

Lady Blande coloured violently, and, with 
all her tact and use, became conAised and at 
a loss what to reply to so blunt and home a 
thrust; but the thought was quick — this 
must be some wild flight of romantic genero- 
sity, indulged by a young lady who entflr- 
tained very extravagant notions on many 
subjects, and especially on what she was 
pleased to consider her "duties," and who, 
no donbt, having unfortunately heard of 
their existence, must hare been seized with 
the crotchet of some imaginary " duty," 
obliging her to adopt and educate die children 
of the man whom she was about to make the 
master of her fate. 

" I do not affect, with your keen percep- 
tion, to misunderstand you, my love ; yet 
you astonish me. There was, I have under- 
stood — for you know little birds will some- 
times whisper naughty tales, which ladiee 
should not hear — there was, ages ago, some 
vun and uUy girl, and some boyish entangle- 
ment, which Horatio, who is the very fool of 
women's tears, found it difficult to get 
handsomely rid o^ until his solidton cut Uw 
Gordian knot, in the ordinary manner, with 
a golden scythe. I understood there was a 
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child 01 ohildren, which piftd* tlie nwttBT 
mndi mora anplesiuit to my brathu ; but, 
oa my hoaoni:, it is aJl ot« aget ago. Yon 
o^naot ifot^iu Uut I would luiatioR the 
sttanlioni of my broUuri dear to n)? m be )% 
to nj gUHt and dauast feieiid»with the 
Iptowlei^ that any (atanglmnent of thii 
sprt actually «tiU ansfad." 

Blanche mads no nply> 

<^I HRdentand fi^m BUoda— fw, of 
wnina, I cannot diaooM aqch point* vith 
DBvar»n«~-that tha yonng womU) irho 
was qniat in her w«y*, and nthar napertably 
cM>Qduot«d, ia moat gMtefol for hia genera«t7 
to the ghildna. But I am aoipiiaad, 
Blanche, yon a)« not moie ahoelced ; tnoogb 
mni^i woEta tbingi an quite the ordet of the 
d«y among our lorda and maaten, and, I 
nppoae, alwaya wiU be. But txma, tell me 
yenr adrenturat dearwt — make me your 
confidante — your only one — for I own that 
I am a^cfc dumb. Iknowthat yonpoeaeta 
that noble and magnanimona way of think- 
inf which Derennx eo fervently adores; 
yet, I conAas, to riait these littla i^ntcha*, 
woold, in (dmilai ciicomatancea, hava bean 
too mnnh for me. I might have half hated 
the preenieoia of my own children ; but, aa 
Derareox aWaara, ' Haynwimity ie tha 
bright pecoliar virtue of Blanche Delamere-' 

" I mna^ however, aa an elder aiotar, at- 
■ome the pcvileg* of expetienM and know- 
ledge of the world, to caution yon agvnet 
either committing or encnmbering yourself 
with the brata. The Connteta will, aaanr- 
«dly, not take anch liberal viawa as her 
gtnaroue grandchild. Svsn TTinT"tnij though 
ahe adorea Boratio, may take to the high 
ropes on the question of the d^eorout, if not 
of the right ; nor need Horatio himself know 
the length yoni warm and genetone fwUngs 
have carried you. AU m^n, my dear 
Blanche, are mora or lesa conceitod. I 
must candidly wmm the Inaxparianoe of my 
friend againat my own brother. They are 
all apt to misconstrae oar motive^ and to 
reaant intarferenc* with what they oonsider 
tbeir especial or exoluvve oonoams; and, 
tuaiiiw, no one haa more refined — I may say 
more bstidionsly absard — notions about 
ttauia pmprietiea than Dereranx. — Bat 
hnah I — ii not tliat his voice t Tha woman 
and the ehildren an entirely in the handa of 
tha men of bonnssa; Horatio, I imagins, 
eondndes they have long since left the coun- 
try ; Mid that is all as it qhonld be.** 

Inuring tills long uid hurried haxangne, 
Blanche had kept her eye steadily and 



gravely fixed upon the flnttaied ipsaker. 
At its conclumoD, ahe silently turned away 
bar eyes with a calm ^d stem Kqwesoon, 
which, tfl those wh» oonld read bsr charao^ 
tei, B^d,T-"Wby expoetnlate with this 
woipant I nerer could make her under- 
stand m*. £[<f worldly opinicHu and their 
hollow foundatione I can comprehend : ^e 
cannot fathom taint." 

Lady Blande, as the expected gentleman 
did not immediately appear, again nenmed : 
— " Did Urs. Simpson learn why tha paei 
oteaturee an not gone abroad, or to Walea, 
or Scotland, or someiriuu* — for I am eer- 
tsin Derereux not only wifhei bnt belisTse 
itr 

** One reason of delay may be the very 
delicate " health of the I mother," replied 
Blanche. *' She haa had fever, and seems to 
me still hovering b«twe«n life and death. 
Yonr ladyship cannot surely be awsra that 
Bosamond Waston was the loved and adroiied 
playmate of my childhood." 

l«dy Blande etartad, without any afiecta- 
tion. 

" Such as I can remember her, lovely and 
spotlesa, kindly and amiable, most not I, with 
my whole heart, abhor tiie selfish being, eall- 
ing himself man, who could steal the tiea- 
■urs of her lyoung aSbctions, and nss his 
power over her devoted heart, only to lob her 
of hei innooenoe, to homble her maiden 
pride, and finally, to cast her forth to end- 
Esss shame and sorrow." 

" YotL talk with strange inaounderateaeas, 
my deanst Blanche," whiqMred the lady. 
" Pardon ma for saying so ; and, for 
Heaven's sake I for my aaks ! be silent, un- 
til we have more kisnn to confsr. This 
girl your friend 1 — and yon aie mnch 
excited. Had yon not better ictire, lav*. 
It ia not from your lips, surely, with yonr 
lof^ ideaa of mudenly parity tud WDraaaly 
dignity, that we are to hear an apology for 
an ill-conducted women ?" 

Lady Blanche coloured with mdignation, 
bnt made no motion to retire ; and Hr. 
Deverenx and hu brothev-ln-law entered 
the drawing-room —the latter playfully 
questioning Blanche about her stolen march, 
Ihongb unable by his joeolarity to dispel 
bsr ominous gravity. 

** I betted that yon had gone tn Hsa- 
well, to study mad people in a philosophioal 
way," bb!4 the jocular peer. 

" Nseded I h^vs gone eo fnV replied 
Blanche, coldly. 

" Qb else to tha E^qand^ Hasting, in the 
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expecUtion of aome oatpoanj^:,; oc, per- 
haps, to the Penitentiary." 

" you wwB jw»wr tb« mirk ijwfc" mi 
Blaodu. 

" fiqt why not wnjr Otreriiix aIod^ 
vitt Jta 1 The poor faliow h»e htnt flatter- 
ing about »1I tht otonung IU4 » hm wboM 
ducklings hjiTc tftkeo tha water." 

The itut, Biuh as it wa«, t^ld on no one. 
Blanche loee, with en ^ of graTe dignity ; 
»nd, fixing her eyes iteadilynpon Derennx, 
aud — "1 proniued yon an interview tbie 
manung, lb. Severenx, on a subject of the 
kighiit importanoe to both of u> ; hnt a 
hi^iei dnty colled me to Streatbam. — Kay, 
heai me I I have breakfasted, along with 
my fdend Urs. Simpson, at your late led- 
dutoe there, with your lovely and amiable 
children, uid their moet unhappy mo^ier ^ 
once my own innooent and beloTed Boaa 
West on— that erring and culpable, but deeply 
injured, faJendleet, and hdpless ereatnie, 
whose gicatert weakness has beat f orgetful- 
nsM of her own honont and hapiunsaa, ftom 
blind, unmeaHured confidence in your hononi 
and tendemMS, and excess of infatnated 
attachment to tbe Bki»— not to his xank nor 
to bis fortune. Her years exceed my own 
but by some ftw; and, with a woman's 
warmest feelings, she js inrested with the 
aacred cbataoter of a mother. But it ia not 



my pnmnce, nor yet roy 
leetnre or dictate to yon, Hr. Deverenx. 
many of our late conversatiani, your opiniona 
on enoh holies seoned to be mora just than 
those too genetally acted upon by men — 
eren wheu they ai« not proclaimed in words. 
But let that pass. I have only to conault 
my own honour and bappinen, and to follow 
tbe clear dictates of my principles, as a Chria- 
tian woatan— softened, it may be, in this 
instance, by my feelings, as a'partaker of 
the same ftul nature with that poor pd 
whose condition fiUa ma with grief the mora 
profoiuid, that hsc caso, as the wodd viewa 
it, is beyond all help of womanly qrmpathy. 
I cannot restore Rosamond to innootnee, and 
to the ever-giatefai esteem of her fallow- 
cteatniea ; bnt^ while I pioteot myoel^ I eos 
and tmli marie my indignant sense of the 
selfish and cmel ^stem vi which she is the 
victim. I need seaBce, dunfon, tell yon, 
that, in Hr. Devarenx, I can henceforth 
only know either the Jtnifawdf, or ^ astbosr 
of Bosamcmd Weston." 

Before the petrified gfrtlMr^p addressed 
could gun breath to attempt zfiy, the 
young lady had walked out of the ro<an in 



"unblenched majesty." Pevenux turntd 
his eye« on his wster, who looked tbe image 
of vexation, and of irritation with difficulty 
vupprmed. Lord Kande first found h^ 
voice — "What means all thif^ Eleanor t -r- 
What prying, oSi<»ou» devil has put this 
heroioal damsel an tbe scent of your little 
Bose, Deverenx ! Zt is a deuced unlucky 
omfre-f^B^, to be sura 1 I fancied Un- 
Smith and her babes in the I«le of Van, oc 
soma such asylum for love-fanuiies, long 
ago. \n you dumb-foundered, good folks 1" 

*' Nothing was ever so proyoking," ex- 
claimed Lady Blande. " It must have been 
that busy, intriguing Qsakerees : a very 
Haintenon ah« is, in her love of power and 
cool cunning." Mr. Deverenx ww vMking 
acroet the room with hasty steps- 

" A cpol thing enough in the young lady I" 
continaed Lord Blanda. " Conceive her 
etEronteiy. A jealous, furious wife could 
not have done more than stormed poor Hose's 
retreat, and have put her to the question in 
the groud moral and philosophical style. It 
absolutely beats fiction. Have yoH lost your 
voice, DevereuxT' 

*' You surely havq your usu^ fine tact, 
Blande," cried bis vexed and angry lady. — 
" What is to be done, Hontio 1 Blandie is 
•0 (Icange, so eingulai a oreatnre, that com- 
mon lules, as I hare often told yoi^ do not 
apply to her. That odious Quaker woman, 
with her pieciaa, pnritamo notions, ferreting 
out that worthless girl, has done it all. No 
one else would, could, or durst have preswned 
to carry to Blanche such unwelcome tales of 
the nan to whom, I may say, she was all 
but married; but I mutt follow her, and 
make the best of it." 

"A thousand thwk^ Eleanor ] " evdumed 
the brother. " From your admirable tact — 
your true aisteriy kindnees — I reekon on 
every thing.— ~- Yet what acconed, meddling 
fiend can hare done all thisl Durst Boao- 
mond complain!'' And he knitted bis brows 
in pale anger; 

" Use your own witc^ also, Horatio. I 
assure you, you will b»ve need of them all 
in this entergeiuy. Generowty — magna- 
nimity — romance— these we yoor cue." 

When I«dy Bhude, having tapped, found 
edmJBsitn into the diesusf-room of her 
guest, she found Blanche alrndy nnshawled 
and nnlMmneted, and hny writing; ^lile 
near bei^ Ura. ^mpeon, at whom her lady- 
ship looked soorpions and bawlisk^ was 
quietly pniBoing her perpetual fine needle- 
work. She aftnd ^mI^Iss far intrusion. 



,y Google 



BLANCHE DELAttEBE. 



uid looked 08 if she wished the matronly 
friend away ; who, nnderstondiDg her mean- 
iag, and rathet detdrom to leave her papil 
to entire self-reliance and self-guidance in 
this delicate crieis, quietly disappeared. 

The clew which Lady Blande poseeseed to the 
feelings of Blanche at this time, was neceS' 
sarily as imperfect as her knowledgeof the rare 
character of her guest. She concluded that the 
proud and lofty'-mindedbelreesmightbe even 
more than the ordinary mn of yonng ladies, 
shocked, jealona, offended, affronted ; and 
she was ready to make every concession to 
feelings so natural, and, as she said, so proper. 
She accordingly condemned, in good set 
general terms, the usages of tlie wicked 
world, and the weakness and wickedness of 
women, to which Mr. Devereux had fallen a 
prey ; hut she also, in his hehalf, pleaded, 
lemonstiated, appealed to, and touched every 
pasuon, and evety shade of feeling in the 
female gamut, so far as ake could sound it, 
from the bottom to the top of the scale— from 
the maddening despair of the lover, 1« the 
dread laugh oF May Fair. 

" Would you, Lady Blande, in plain 
terms," Blanche demanded steadily, " have 
me marry either the husband or the seducer 
of Rosamond Weston? That is the true and 
narrow question on which you have, pardon 
-me, wasted much needless eloquence." 

" Nay, pardon me, dearest Blanche," replied 
Lady Blande, exercising that strong control 
over her feelings which proved that the pas- 
sions of quick-tempered ladies are often more 
in their own power than they are sometimes 
willing to acknowledge. " You wrong your 
excellent undentanding when you talk in 
this strajn. You cannot mean to afiront 
me, by alluding to the possibilty of this 
unfortunate person — admitting that she has 
been faithful and well-behaved — becoming 
my brother's wife, I allow fully for your 
feelings— for your just indignation— though, 
believe me, you will outlive it. I blame 
only those who have secretly aimed a blow 
at yonr happiness, by reviving this piece of 
antiquated scandal, only to mar my brother's 
felicity, and disappoint all our hopes." 

" And, pardon me ^ain, Eleanor ; but 
thoas who imagine that I could, in the same 
drcnmstances, talk in any other strain, en- 
tirely misunderstand me. No question of 
right and wrong, which ever interested me, 
or was left to my own deciaon, has l>een 
more simple — it has no sides." 

"Why, the Countess herself," returned 



the lady, evading direct Rply, " would, I 
am convinced — notwithstanding her little 
prejudices, from mere knowledge of the 
world and of society — see this silly aBair 
(magniiied by malice into undue importance) 
in the true ligfat ; especially when matters 
have proceeded so very far between you and 
Devereux, You cannot imagine, my dear 
Blanche, that, flattering and delightful as 
this alliance is to all my family, but parti- 
cularly to one who, like myself, so highly 
and warmly appret^ates your admirable 
qualities, who so anxiously desires to obtain 
you for the dster of her heart, the second 
mother of her children — you cannot ima- 
gine that I have used any improper influ- 
ence, direct or indirect, to forward the 
wishes of my brother ; yet, the flattering 
encouragemmt with which his attentions 
have been received by you, can be construed 
only in one way. I would not offend your 
modesty — I would propitiate your very 
prudery, dearest Blanche; but you. have 
given Horatio hopes, which, to disappoint 
now, is, I know, impossible with your feel- 
ings of probity and honour — laying the 
judgment of society out of account" 

Blanche was covered with blushes at this 
implied accusation. Though her judgment 
and memory of the past did not quite acquit 
Lady Blande nf all participation in the hopes 
or schemes of her brother, she was unable to 
lix the blame of any specific act upon her. 
Lady Blande had done nothing unhandsome, 
or not more than was sisterly ; and Blanche 
candidly confessed her precipitance. 

" I may have too heedlessly, too lightly, 
both for his sake and my own," she sud, 
" accepted the attentions of Mr. Devereux. 
I am new to fashionable society, and know 
not well where vapid gallantry ends and 
serious courtship begins ; and I will confess 
that the mannere and sentiments of Hr. 
Devereux — his opinions — must I now call 
them abstract, speculative — not such as in- 
fluence, much less stricUy regulate, men's 
conduct to women? — made a strong impres- 
sion on me : yes, I was imperceptibly begin- 
ning to love him — to listen to him with 
deference — to expect and rely upon his 
sympathy in my peculiar opinions — to do, 
in short, what every woman, who places her 
love happily, most do — look up to him with 
fond homage. Now I look down upon him 1 
He is a man of great talents and knowledge, 
and I am but a girl, a weak woman — yet 
am I that man's superior I " i 

Lady Blande was agun thrown out. The I 
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proud eiieig7 with i^ch the last words 
were pronounced, was more intelligible to 
her than their import ; and she rtill fancied 
Blanche only verj' angty and perhaps jea- 
lous; and, accordingly, said, in her softest 
and most cajoling tones, — " Well, dearest, we 
■hall sleep and wake on it. I am qoite snie 
that, to-morrow, you will see t^e affur in 
the true light. I am content with any 
penance, howercr severe, that you may 
choose to inflict on Horatio, so that it ba 
not extended beyond the sewon — that July 
tealites his hopes, and makes na all united 
and happy." 

"There is hot one light in which snch 
aAits can be seen — nor, till luy natnre ia 
changed, can I ever view them in another ; 
and I wish I could make yon see with my 
eyes, Eleanor ; for the world and its false 
glare have not yet dazzled me. A mutual 
error (to view the conduct of yonr biotbet to 
this MendUsB jaang woman in the most 
lenient way} is, to her and her children, 
followed by ruin and infamy — by eveii what 
you, Eleanor, must confeis to be deep and 
lasting injury to one party, and that one the 
weak and helplees — the trusting, the be- 
trayed ; while the other But, no, I can- 
not ^leak of iL Yet some— even yon, my 
friend — fancy that these tTansactions, and 
their consequences, should be no bar to yonr 
brother's prosperity and happiness, — to his 
immediate alliance with a noble heiress — ay, 
pardon my candid piide, with Blanche 



" You cannot rate the pride and happiness 
of sndi an ^liance more highly than I do, 
deareet Blanche. Yet, for Heaven's sake, 
keep those very nngukr notions yon have 
formed to yonrself," said the lady, pettishly. 
" I do not pretend to vindicate many parts 
of the conduct which society, and women 
themsdves, tolera& in yoong men of fashion 
— in all men ; but that my brother has 
broui^t any stain on his honour — done any 
thing unbecoming the character of an Eng- 
lish gentleman — no one will dare to affirm. 
His liberality to that indiscreet yoong wo- 
man, on whom the laws of society justly 
visit the consequences of her own folly and 
guilt, has even been cause of censure to more 
prudent persons — of praise, I grant, to those 
who, like you, think more charitably." 

" This is no subject for debate between us, 
L«dy Blande," returned Blanche, coldly ; 
" yon forget tliat I have seen this unfortunate 
person, and her tenderly-uurtuied children, 
only this morning — that I knew and loved 

V0L.IIL 



her in happier times, thongh that does not 
far influence my judgment now. You will 
not permit me to allude to Mr. Devereux, as 
the poeaible husband of Rosamond Weston, 
nor do I wish to force so repugnant an idea 
upon you ; but the »»dneer of Rosamond 
Weston — I say it again, and for the last 
time — her tedueer cannot be named or 
thought of as the husband of Blanche Dela- 
mere vrithout the deepest offence." 

This was siud in a tone so decided, that 
Lady Blande was silenced for a minute ; 
and Blanche resnmed her writing, concluded 
and folded the letter, and ordered her own 
footman to take it to the post-oflice. 

" Cannot your epistie go in the ordinary 
way?" 

"No — I am unwilling to lose a post I 
am announcing my instant return to Holy 
Cross to my grandmother. I wish to spare 
hei the punandfatigneof a needless journey 
to London, on my account. It is now scarce 
worth while to say, that, in answer to Mr. 
Devereux's application, my grandmother 
sanctions his addresses, since she informs me 
she has written himself to that import." 

" Good heavens! and that letter, so wel- 
come, will probably be waiting Horatio at 
his lodgings. For God's sake, recall your 
letter — " and she ran to recall the man her- 
self bnt he was gone. " Give, were it but 
one day, to reflection — let me entreat you, 
deareat Blanche — by your regard for me, 
give yourself time to think. Conceive the 
grief of the Countess, the ridicule of society; 
spate me, spare yourfd/, the disgraceful eclat 
at such an aSiair ; let it, at all events, go ofl^ 
gently ; and be assuted that, thoa^ I had 
set my whole heart npon calling you aster, 
I ^ali never again renew the subject ; nor 
is Horatio — adoring, worshipping you as he 
does, placing the sole happiness of hie future 
life, as he has told you, on the dear hope you 
have allowed him to entertain, of calling you 
his — a man likely to urge any lady beyond 
the point to which her own feelings for him 

freely lead her. But spare me the open 

breach. You do not, dear Blanche, vrith all 
your acquirements, know wicked London 
society quite so well as I do. The breaking 
off of a match, in high life especially, merely 
because the gentleman has a discarded mia- 
tresB, would poutively render you the jest of 
all the clubs, the ridicule of all the coteries, 
for a month; — the men would absolutely 
combine against you — so atrocious a case of 
prudery would be eondemiked u nUer indeli- 
caoy by the women — they would never 
No. 86. 



,yGoo^Ic 



210 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



pftidoD ^B, for knowing w msdi of irtiat it 
does not at all conotm us women to know." 

" Not eoDotm n* 1 Th« pnri^ of the 
au>nla of enr lovan— tfai fidelity of onr 
huebuidd VoB utoiuih m^ Lsdy Blande.' 
— wiut, then, doM «eiic«m n*? Tlu titi* — 
the dlBnend*— the nttlemuits— tlie jHVvi- 
■Lon for niAtiijnoniftl diteord, hatred, and 
•epan^n i all Sum nughtilj eonoua vb, 
and are cand Car aooording^y." 

" I spok* not for mywlf, b«t othen ; yet 
ridicule, umn, impaitiiie&t remaiki, an not 
leei oBrtain in this case." 

Desiring hciwlf foe a aonsiiiane waak 
msceptiiHlity to the threatened epacies of 
eonttDiptible annoyanee, yet niiable to brave 
the idea of the langh of "society" with in- 
diSscance, Blanche reddened with Texation, 
even while die calmly ^plied, " I ronet, I 
find, if I mix muek in what ii called eodety, 
teadi myaelf to bear, (or the eake of my eon- 
■cience uid piinciplti, penevntion hotter tium 
the pasting flaah of a fool-bom je«t" 

Arfota the intarriaw aondaded. Lady 
Blanda having learned that the lettv to 
Holy CroiB waa a rimple aanonnoemeut of 
an abrupt ratnm in aome^atnet of snfbre- 
aeen airenwtoneea, extracted a reluctant 
proiniai that Blanaha wonld take no farther 
meaaata for two days, with the andentand- 
iag that die ahonld not, In the inteiral, be 
intruded on by Hr. Davenoz, nor paat oo- 
eurrencea refemd to in any i^pe. If ahe 
then (till ptimited in letaming hiHne, and 
wonld not fuUl the piomiaed tctm of her 
Tint, bar noble hoeteee declared harwlf 
bonnd tn honour to teatore her, in person, 
to her gnwdmother, though in the middle of 
tte oeaBOn. Thia *ras a cwtmony wiUi 
which Blanche wonld gladly have dispensed. 

This had ham a day in whl^ the high- 
epiiited, but womanly-hearted heliMS of 
Delamere had fuUllad a daty wUeh da- 
manded ao ordinary exertion of moral 
oenrage and fortitude. At its eloae, ahe 
wae far from happy, and not even satisfied 
with henelf. Eow fdae and hollow, and 
teeming with gin and misery, teemed the 
world on which she was entering I and how 
powerlesB her ef orta to amend, enn in one 
tolitaiy Insbmee, Um UU om whidi she 
gHeTied ! Her a^ta had never been mon 
low uid desponding ; *bA a sesret, eneplng, 
insidlMiHjWeild-begotten eeam of impropriety, 
if not of indelicacy, of conduct, allkeugh tier 
eonscienee and her pride aeoated the idea, had 
yet power to annoy her, Tiiis feeling was 



betrayed, rather Qaa owned, to her friend at 
their castomary tionr of confidential talk. 

" Orandroaiiuna will, no donbt, be ex- 
tvemely angry when she learns that I hare 
viriled Rosamond ; and with you, my friend, 
as much as with myself. It was headiest to 
implicate yon ; yet I should repeat my visit 
to-moTTOw and to-morrow, if I saw Uiat it 
wonld be either useful or consolatory. I di 
dain Uie spnriouB female medeety which q 
nnile on the seducer while it tresis his victim 
with horror or soom ; yet this is tlie modesty 
of all the women around ma— <f the rtally 
modest, the truly amiable and charitable, ai 
wril as of the pretenders." 

" There can 1m no imaginable impropriety 
in my visits to this onh^ipy one,'' replied 
the CtnakHess ; " and I will alone fulfil to 
bar a duty to which my heart urges n 
To reaaon about your oontinned visits is 
nnnecessary — they mi^t be fancied im- 
proper I and, what you will man readily 
feel, they might be painful to their obje^ 
Really penitent sorrow seeks few witaeaees." 

" I bar, indeed, poor Rose may not like 
to sse me ; perhaps I was trngmUlt with 
hiT t How nnlike to yon I am, even when 
not wrong ui the mabi I What is wo 
my warmth in hei cause may have t 
tated her sultan, and done her [qjnry 
whem good was aaraeatly meant. I fear 
a wutvl refiwmer like myssl^" die eon- 
tinued, half langhingly, "tannet always 
enact the mild and fftHtU maiden, whidi, 
to say truth, is rather foreign to my — my 
haughty Dslamsia blood, diall I oall i 
I don't see why blood sbonld not be 
chargeable with a few of the faults of na 
aristoomts, as well at be Hb* fenntaip ef 
all our vittnea and h«ioara. Do yoB think 
it poesUile that, if more dexterouly and deli- 
cately managed, Mr. Devereux might not 
have been Indnoed to many Roeamendl" 

** Ask rather if I shonld, in the present 
state ot opinion in England, think aa<b 
a onion deniable for either party; — bat, 
waiving this, I do not imagine s«eh an 
atonement In the least probable t he will 
never marry her. An English aristocrat is 
sometimes seen to many ths mistress of 
another man, or the wife of a man of his 
own casts, but lanly his own mbtnea. 
do notuailtntaadtte disUnetioD : — I memiy 
note t^iact. 

"By the lavn of Bootiand, oat edusated, 
highly mend sietM, and nsKt-doo* neigh- 
bonr, Rosamond wonld be iuld his wife, and 
ihdraUldren l^Umato. WdI,neTtreAake 
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your quilled ei^ Kt me ; but tlie mavriige 
' Iftws of that nnpolbhtd oonMxy are — I vill 
not uy jDon mwdfal to women and childreit^ 
to the weak and defencelen, toz I want not 
mercf, I itand for jmtiet, — uid th(f are 
for morejutl than oar own." 
" Liable to sad abuse, thon^." 
" Which abuae, however, never, or retj 
larely, ocean. Von an a terrible Connr- 
vaUre at heart, ma bomta; the old objection 
to every law, new and good, — 'it b liable to 
tad abase.' Bnt what can we do for Rosa- 
mond t— that Is the ni^ent question." And 
it was soon decided. 

Long after midnight, on this eventful day, 
and long after as many of the inmates of the 
cottage near Stieatham as eoold sleep were 
wrapped in npose, the fsTered ear of Rosa- 
mond, or her heart's quick sense, listened 
once man to what had so oflen been the 
glad signal to welcome and joy — the clatter 
of horse-hoofs in tiie lan^ wlileh, in her fre- 
qaent lonely watchings, die had learned to 
distinguish, long before the gato bell was 
toached. The agitating events of the morn- 
ing, and the low nerrooB fever which had for 
months been conaaming her, aggravated by 
the dlent bat ever-gnawing sorrow at her 
heart, had produced an exaeeibation of die- 
ease ; and now the approaidting footatepe 

— the very breathing, painfnlly distin- 
goiihed, brought a deadly pai^ of alarm, 
which teemed the messenger of dissolution. 
"He is come agun — he brings my death- 
warrant I" was her agonldng thought. 
" He has learned the vidt of Lady Blanche 

— he has borne the proud scorn of her be 
adores — he comes hither to wreak his anger 
and dlsapptdntment. Would ^t this hour 

How it did pass, can never now be fully 
known on earth. At an inquest held two 
days afterwards upon the body of Rosamond 
Weston, aliat Smitli, spinstor, &c. &c. held 
in spito of the influence, and almost direct 
interfermce of Lord Blande and other 
friends of Hr. Deverenx, the nurse-maid 
gave evidence that she had been awakened 
by her mistress, and directed to admit Hr. 
Devenux, which she did. Hut her mistnes 
had long been in delicate health, and all 
that day particnlaily indisposed. She had 
dressed herself with some difficnlty, and 
been assisted into the drawing-room, where 
Mr. Devereux waited impatiently, calling 
more Uian once to learn if her mistress were 
not ready. That she herself again retired to 
the nursery, and, b«iiig fatigued with her 



bnMness during the day, fell fast asleep ia 
her clothes, and knew no more till, wakened 
agun by tike fnrions ring^ of Ur. Dere- 
lenx, she hastened back to the draving- 
room, when she found her misttess a corpse, 
leaning in the easy chair, and Ur. Devenux 
affectionately snpportbg her in his arms. 
There was notliing remarkable In her 
appearance. She looked then as placid as 
the corpse l>efon the court ; there was no 
perceptible differenoe, save that a few drops 
of blood were then still ooang, or bubbling, 
from the lips. 

The witaisss stated, farther, that Ur Deve- 
renx appeared oxoeedlngly distressed and 
agitated ; and it came out, on the examina- 
tion of Uie old gardener, the father of the 
preceding witness, that Mr. Devereux had 
despatched liim, on his own horse, to summon 
a medical gentleman from Epamn, moch in 
bis confidence, "i^ ^lio ^ad sometimes 
attended Urs. Smith and her children ; but 
with directions to sand ahw the first surgeon 
he could find. 

Ur. Devenuc was iS^igtA to be too ill to 
attend the Coroners Court ; and deUeaty, 
tOKtidtratioit tot his feelings, was secrettj 
pleaded against the delay, suggested by some 
sturdy John Bull dtting on the Inquest, till 
the person so deeply implicated ihonld be in 
a oondition to be examined. 

The evidence of two medical gentlemen, 
one of whom had examined the body of the 
unfortunate young woman not more than 
an hour after life was extinct, was cousIb- 
tent, clear, and satishcfoiy. The immediate 
eause of dissolution was the mptore of a 
blood-vessel in the heart. Agitation might 
have proved an exciting cause, but conld not 
be the ptimaiy one of the disease ; and the 
Terdict, given after what was reported in 
the newspapers ae " a long and patient in- 
vestigation," was, — f'Dui Igi (Ae eMattow 
i^eod." 

The gentlemanly Coroner informed Lord 
Blande, who was present, that fiis honour- 
able relative, the Member for shin, 

remained without a speck on his character. 

" Died, or was hurried and tortured to 
death, by the injustioe of man I" exclaimed 
Blanche Deiamere, throwing from her the 
newspaper in which, spite of the efForte of 
the Family Compact, a detailed account of 
the inqne^ appeared. " We vrant a teiro 
for destroyen of life of this worst description. 
I must not call Ur. Deverenx a muiderer, 
an Bwwiwln I do not believe that be has 
need vident means to remove the object in 
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the path of hia ambitiou, or of his deum. 
I can even imagine him grieved and com- 
pnnctiouB. — What matters itl Were Roba- 
mond aliTe again, in all her beaat/ — uay, 
in her fint innocence — wonld be act di^ 
nntly from what he haa done V 

Kotwitbetanding the shock, tbe scandal, 
Uie very unpleaaant tdat of anch an affair, 
Lady Blande wcretly felt pUaaed, and 
scarcely concealed her opinion that Deve- 
reux's miatresB in dying had done, tlkough 
lather inopportunely, the very bwt thing 
possible in the circumstances. 

" If she possessed the sense of virtue, and 
the refined feelings yon attribute to her, my 
dear Blanche, surely, for herself, this is the 
most desirabk cousummatiou. Good Mn. 
Simpson appean resigned to a dispensation, 
shocking, bnt scarcely to be lamented. 
Now I can, with perfect propriety, look 
after my brother's children," 

" To the care of my Mend Mrs. Kmpson, 
Rosamond Weston has t>eqneatlied her chil- 
dren. She has, at least, done what I feel 
equivalent to myself — besought my pro- 
tection and kindness for their friendless, 
parentUu infancy, and ^ven us all the 
rights she possessed. We will not deceive 
her confidence. Urs. Kmpeon has gone, 
even now, to remove the children from the 
care of the respectable and compassionate 
neighbour, who could not hold any inter- 
course with Mr. DeTerenx*B mistreas, bnt 
who took home his worse than orphans. 
She is to place them meanwhile with a 
friend at Stoke-Newington. Yes, Lady 
Blande, the lore of life is sliU fresh and 
strong in me ; yet I, too, tbough mourn- 
fully, acquiesce in the catastrophe which 
takes from me an early, and a once mnch- 
toved, and aUll loTed friend. For poor Rosa- 
mond the best refuge waa an early grave. 
She is gone to just judgment : — we wait our 

Lady Blande waa silenced. The event of 
Rosamond's death had procured her a delay 
in the departure of Blanche, whom she was 
still resolved to accompany, if she could not 
divert away the resolution. Her brother 
was indisposed, and meant to go to Paris for 
a few weeks ; and matters looked black 
enough ; still she was inclined to hope that 
the worst was past, and that Rosamond, the 
one great obstacle fairly removed, the proud 
heiress might yet be won. She should be 
indulged in the absurdity of protecting the 
children. Fondness for them might prove 
a tie with the father ; and, to work on ' 



feelings of Blanche, her ladyship permitted 
heiseli to exaggerate, while she affected to 
rail at the excess of concern which Deve- 
renx exhibited at this " untoward buuness." 

In tiie meanwhile, the fashionable phyri- 
cian who still occaraonally took fees for 
Lady Blanche, became for a few momings, 
of double importance with bis foshionable 
patients, though he protested he could fell 
nothing. 

" Oh, but you know the whole, though, of 
course, professional honour seals your lips," 
said the young matron mouthpiece of one 
itii bevy that baited the Hay-Fur Galen. 
" Hr. Devereuz had a most beautiful mis- 
tress — a Rosamond — a RoeaMundal — of 
whom he was passionately fond. I know 
it. Lord Albert Seacote and Tom Jeming- 
ham often drove round by her cottage when 
at Epsom, to have a peep of her over the 
hedge. Well, this imperious heiress (bought 
fit to fall in love vrith Devereux — too good 
a match for him, no doubt, to be slighted — 
and there was a violent flirlatian — carried 
even t« indecent lengths ; for the young 
incognita was to be seen with him every 
where, without any thing in the shape of a 
chaperon. Bui this waa all very well — 
Lady Blande knows what she is about — 
until the little Tartaress heard of the beau- 
tiful mistress ; when, down she goes by 
henelf, storms the cottage, asauls the poor 
woman like a jealous tigress ; and, next 
morning, Devereux's beautiful mistress was 
found dead in the Bummer-bonse, with a 
vial beside her, labelled Eydrayanie Add I 
Since you will not tell us your edition of the 
story. Doctor, you are welcome to ours — 
that which is circulating all over the town." 

The Doctor smiled his ambiguous smile of 
acquieaciug incredulity, while he blandly 
whispered — 

"The report of the Gironer's inquest in 
yesterday's Morning Pott " 

" True ; but what does it signify? 'IKed, 
by the visitation of God' — certainly — and 
not one word of the vidtation of * Queen 
Eleanor.' Nay, more, Lady Blande has this 
morning set off for the north, to convey the 
terrible creature to her grandmother's cus- 
tody. I do not see, now, how Hr. Deve- 
reux, or any man, could venture to many 
her, with all her splendid advant^^ : — if 
not deranged, she must be worse." 

This much of the tale waa true ; Blanche, 
attended by Lady Blande, had certainly 
returned to Holy Cross. 

With confusion, and a strong desire t« 
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I exeesi of filial t«ndemew 
ucrilwd to her, ah* heard Lsdjr Blanda 
dextoTooaly, yet eraavelf, impute the real 
motlTB of the impromptn Tetuni, to fond 
fean and anxietiea for " dearest grand- 
mamma ; " while, on the first abience of 
Blanche after their anrival, it was more 
than innnnated Uut the dignified deli- 
cacy of the heiiesB of Delamere required 
that, under the g:uardian and maternal 
eye of the Connteee, and in her pro- 
per iom«, she was to be wooed and to 
be won I The lelf-complavencj of Iiady 
Delamen was moTed ; her pride was 
gratified ; her tenderness for her grandchild 
excited. 

"After what had transpired, Hr. HoraUo 
Derereiix most be aware that his visite 
will be most welcome to the Lady of Holy 
Crosa, — and probably not disagreeable to 
its future tuietreee," the Dowager added, 
with grauons smiles. She continued, — ■ 

" My dear Lady Blande, I am more than 
satisfied — I am prond of my gnndehild'a 
choice, which naturally w^led on, and has 
followed my approval. The heireea of Dela- 
mere, in afiaire of great moment to other 
young ladie^ though of the highest rank, can 
afford to waive certain conMderatioiu, and 
look alone to character, connexion, and 
inclination. Wen Hr. Dererenx the first 
Duke in England, I oonld not more heartily 
approve the iJliance." 

Lady Blande was equally delighted. Dr. 
Hayley, and every other kind, conuderate 
friend, had kept from the knowledge of the 
^ed Countess whatever might be eoppoeed 
unpleasing to her granddaughter or disagiee- 
abte to herself. The sister of Mr. Deveraox 
appeared, at this critical time, on the most 
intimate and friendly footing with Lady 
Blanche ; and, whatever might intervene, 
then was little doubt of him being her 
accepted suitor and eventual husband. A 
word in his disparagement, though an honest 
one, would have been dreaded as high treason. 
Yet was Dr. Hayley rather gratified to leani 
bow the aSur leiJIy stood, and that the 
misunderstanding — as Blanche, without mnch 
explanatian, asserted — was interminable ; for 
it rested on prineipb—oa total disdmilarity 
of views and feelings, which time could not 
remove. She owned, in the saunter in the 
shrubtieTies to which she invited the ever- 
soothing, Bver-indulgent ci-devant chaplain, 
that the art of Lady Blande in — without 
direct falsehood — lulling her grandmother in 
the belief that all was harmony between 



herself and Mr. Devereux, lUd provoke 
her. 

"But," she added, "I dislike annoying 
poor grandmamma. I was truly shocked to 
find her, though in great ^irita, looking so 
changed on my return yesterday; and,- for 
the time, was as much affected as Lady 
Blande alleged. Tell me all that has hap- 
pened in OUT absence, to interest me? Is 
FhcEbe's hosband kinder than we durst hope? 
— But you may guess how I long for home 
news. How do Squire GrimBhaVs doings 
please yont How many poacher prosecutions 
had you at the Sessions? Above all, what 
think you of grandmamma's health — her 
mental health I— -I trust she has had no more 
faintingsl Her appearance altogether, and 
her high, flighty spirits, are not satisfactory 

Dr. Hayley made light of those fears. 
The Countess was aged, no doubt of it. 
Time shows slight respect to peeresses, even 
though such in thmr own right. He did 
not indeed say this ; he hardly permitted 
himself to imagine any thing so levelling and 
audacious on the part of the old, iron- toothed 
Infiexible. Lady Delamere, at all times 
excitable, had been of late, he sud, worried 
by applications, amounting to mysterious 
menaces, from the next heirs to the eetetes 
and title of the Deluneres ; the family whose 
pretenvons she had maintained aguust her 
grandchild,' and afterwards deserted in 
caprice, which now amounted to positive 

" "Ks the wonyii^ she has had ftom those 
troublesome and importunate Irish people 
which has made the Countess so very anxious 
for your speedy marriage," said the Doctor. 

" Importunate 1 — Is it not hard though, 
my good friend, that this poor lad, between 
whom and these lai^ estates and coveted 
titles there only interpoeee my silly self, 
should be half-starved, waiting for their 
posesmon? I am sure I cannot comprehend 
how the rights of this unknown twenty-first 
coumn an not about as good as mine." 

" As youra ! — Let me beseech you to take 
heed what you say, my child. There may 
be persons quite of your opinion, if it seriously 
be yours. The Countess has been eo exas- 
perated as to withdraw the allowance of 
X300 per annum, generously made to this 
ungratefnl youth and hie mother, for hie 
education ; and since then he has been going 
among the Irish tenantry, fomenting all 
kinds of mischief. There is a very bad 
spirit among tboee people. Yon alone inter- 
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pom, M yon a&y, between him ud them, 
and their most flagitious hopes." 

"Yon don't imagine he will liave tliem 
maiehaeri met" Mid Blanche, laughing. 

" God forbid !— thongh they are fit for any 
wickednest. All thl£ laat apiing there fasve 
been nocturnal distnrbancM — carding and 
turning np groniid in the barony ; and one 
horrible murder has been committed. They 
are incorrigible vietchsi, whom Indnlgence 
only Kttdeis worse." 

"Amrthermnrderl" lald Blanche, stand- 
daring. " This might haw been foreseen— 
thoee ornel ejectments — no wonder grand- 
mamma is dietraeMd." 

"When the petitions of their ]|irlest wen 
very properly referred back to the local igent, 
some of the wretched creatnies had the wicked 
hardihood to send the Countess threatening 
letters, one of which, of shocking import 
was thrown into the carriage as she wai 
diiving to ohureh, and was itnfortnnately 
read to her ladyship by Hra. Martin. We 
had — Grlmsbaw and myself — stadtoosly kept 
back all each incendiary writings from her, 
with the knowledge and fnll approbaUan of 
Iiord FanfaMoade,^^wdre of tneir alanning 
eKcts on her ntorea." 

" Or on her consdence," thought Blanche, 
sadly. Compasrion for the Hotorioos Done- 
gal rebel tenantry had made her much better 
acquainted with their wrongs and their con- 
dition than was (he good Doctor, 

" I trust the last days of grandmattuna'B 
life may be blessed and gladdened by ecme 
effort on hst part to Improve the condition 
of her Irish tenantry ; by making some 
atonement for the neglect of generations. And 
the oppresMon of later timee." 

« I tell yon, Lady Blanche, It will be at 
the peril of her life, if the snbject is again 
brought before the Countess," said the Doctor, 
with onnsuol energy. "That abominable 
letter nearly npMt her mind ; besides, it is 
too late now; most of the peasantrr — a 
pestilent, laKy, filthy, rebellious, prieet-riddtn 
crew they are — have gone to AJnerio^— " 

" Or to thdr graves." 

" Oh, Heaven knows where t Bui a ffcw 
desperate characters continue to loiter abont 
the outskirts of the estate, boiling with 
deugns of pillage and murder. Yon surely 
wonld not encourage such demoralised, un- 
natural wretches? It was a frantic beldame, 
the grandmother of a notorioos band of them, 
named O'Hanlon— no good of characters 
with big O'a before their names. Lady Blanche 
—who Iniked about the Park beie^ tiD, when 



reftised sB audience of the Countess, she 
threw that incendiary letter into the coach." 

" ' The hsndsome CHoalona ! ' Snre you 
have heard grandmamma speak of that 
family hundreds of times. How difl^rent 
the Donegal estates must have been fifty 
years sinee, when she wont to go orer among 
the people, and when the loyal and entboai- 
astic Tooe worshipped the very footsteps of 
their yonng Ban Tienta! When grand- 
mamma, in the exubaronee of her loyalty to 
the Bourbons, or hatred of the daoobins, 
raised tbat famous Delamere Brigade, on her 
Irlrii estates. Widow O'Hanlon's three gallant 
sons were the flrst that flocked to her banner. 
It has been whispered that the yoong 
O'Hanlons would rather have fought on the 
BepubliCBu side than either under the French 
Princes or in the British army, bnt that the 
wiuMfesi* oondition with the poor farmers, 
was eiUiet to tend out their sons or lose thnr 
little farms. Alas I botii evils have been 
ineurred— the young men were first sacriflced, 
the parents then driven forth." 

" Pardon me, Lady Blanche ; you know 
well, or m^ht know — for you haVe often 
been told — the rude, laiy, kind of husbandly 

Kictieed by tiiose turbulent, half-savage, 
piat people. H« property was eveiy 
year deteriorating, and substantial Protestant 
tenants wen offering. The Countess at last 
determined to adopt a better system ; of 
which the first step was getting clear of 
those wretches. And how generously the 
Countess provided, or would have provided 
for them, in mountain farms or flshbg vil- 
lages! What sums, at all events, were 
lavished in attempting to settle them I But 
that wretched countiy, not alone to my 
patroness, but to Groat Britain, ia-^Mofor- 
MttUib — evil and a cnne to henelf, and to 
all arotiDd her I " 

The tlsually ealm, dttwtif Doctor was 
actually exdted ; and Blanche, thon^ un- 
cODtiilced, gave way so far as to keep silence. 
She could not, however, think, tliat the way 
to restore ber grandmothei to healthful quiet 
add equanimity of mind, was to conceal facts 
which might lead to some healing measure — 
to some degree of atonement to her Irish 
tenantry, and die ruminated upon how she 
might Introduce a subject always hateful to 
the Countess, unless she herself led to it, 
in discoursing complacently of her bright 
young days — the days of her patriotism and 
glory, when she had unfurled the banner t^ 
Delamere, and Seen her peasantry rally 
aronnd it with those prood feelings whidi 
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«wilMd vaawkge, tmi g»rt to Mifdem ■ 
colooT of MDttmniL 

The rnniinatioiu of Blanche were ended by 
her gnodmother inviting bar to drive her 
tii^i-ttte next day in tlie garden chaise, to 
inipeet a lodge, or gamekeeper's eottage, 
which ihe was tfrectin^ in a part of thg 
Chase lately taken into the Park. Lady 
Blande was to spend that day with her 
mother, and paat the next again at Holy 
CresB, previoua to her retam to town. 

It wai now near the end of Jnne, and a 
d^ of resplendent, oatgnehing, and steady 
iniuhitM ; and Blanche and her grand- 
mother, conrardng aSiMitionately, drove on 
throngh the aweeping glades, and adown 
the etately and eoletnn avetiaes, until they 
gained the opener and more lightly timbered 
parts of Itie Park, and rapidly croased those 
■preading lawni and paatnre*, where the 
f^bw-deer were aeen in gnaps, standing a 
moment at gaae, and then saodding off to 
the frequent copees and thickets, and hilloeks 
ef gone and fern. No nght In that world 
of beanty waa aa delighttnl te tha Coonteat, 
as the nnmeroas yonng broods of pheasants, 
which, tame as domestic fowl, were seen at 
feed in the fallows, and among the newly 
tnmed up soil. The heart of ttie aged lady 
Bwdlsd with the prond feeling of prapertf, 
not nnmingled with nobler sentiments, as 
her grandchild's rsptaroni broken exclama* 
tion* — the almost incoherent expression of 
her exqnitita sense of the beaotifol with 
which earth and sky were bursting anmnd 
her — fbll on the ear of the yet aole pro- 
prietress. She began prondly to expatiate 
apoD what al« had dons to embellish the 
demeene— on the thriving growth of the 
woods of her planting, and the floorishing 
state of the gardens, conservatoriee, and avl- 
arisa ahs had created or extended. £vett 
tha fine breeds of domestic animn lri on her 
Wtatea— tlie hoiMa, the cattle, the very poul- 
try — had been Improved by her vigilant 
intelligence and her pnhlie spirit 

" When I first remember Holy Cross, now 
more than sixty years rinee," said sIh, 
** there were in this part of the eonntry much 
ftwer pheSNints than there are— thanks to 
the factories I — now poachers." 

" That is no improvement," eaid Blanche. 
" But the yeomen, the labourers, grand- 
mamma—have tbey ImptoTBd like the breeds 
of cattle t" 

" Improved t — degenerated tiiey have; 
but, thank Heaven, I have bought them 
nattly all out on ny own holders ; or those 



smoky, ariditiow tolraa b*Te absorbed them) 
and the ooantry, save for the poaoheia, ia 
really much more orderly tlian I can re- 
member. Hy tenantry are a very different 
kind of people from my ^the/s ; bnt then 
I have not one for twenty boois who, with 
their families, then ate np the estate. Could 
my dear father now see onr improved hus- 
bandry — the fium-boildings — the enclosuiee 
— the exaellent breeds of eattlo—the medem 
implemente " 

"And the rent-roll^" said Blaneht^ some- 
what archly, 

'* Ay, cbUd," letamed &« Conntess, laugh- 
ing graciously ] "the reht-tvll, indeed — 
qnadmpled vnoe my own time g while (he 
value of the property has been so much 
increased, in timber, buildings, roads, and a 
variety of substantial and permansnt im- 
provementa. I have been no unprofitable 
stevrard of the family inharitaiiee, child, as 
yon will find." 

"But the Irish tmantry, gmndmanunat" 
whispered Blanche, in tones searOe audible. 

"The Irish tenantry! — the plagne and 
onrM of my axistanoe for thir^ years 1 Yet 
even on these estates, Which I have somo- 
times wished sunk in the Atlantic, good 
plans, with resolution and firmness in exe- 
cnting them, hare made their own way. I 
have no hesitation in saying, that the Irish 
estates are in a much better conditiob than 
I fonnd them : — we have got rid of three 
hundred and seren^ of the wretches this 
season, and the property is in rapid eonrse 
of improvement. But what smoke is that 
near Dinglebiook t 'Tis late in the season 
for biimiag Waste, and the new lodge smokes 
should not be in that direction." 

Blanche was engaged vrith the leins. The 
jMoiJf, old, favourite, north-country pony, 
Btardit, which the Countess often drove 
about the grounds herself, had pricked up 
his ears, tutd showsd symptoms of uneasi- 
ness, as they wound down the steep and 
narrow picturesque path which led ts the 
llttk bridge over DingUbrook. This brook, 
diminished by the summer heats to a mere 
rivnlet, winded among staep and very high 
banks, which, immediately on crossing ^ 
bridge, presented a natural pass, through 
which the road had been made by blasting 
the solid rock. Tha pas* was bridged over- 
head, where therewtfewalks,on ahigher level, 
leading to other parta of the demesne ; and 
in &B centre of the aroh waa an iron gate, 
very rarely shut, but which, if locked, might 
bava blocked up the past. Having gained the 
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bottom of th« dingle, and crowed the bridge, 
they were about to drive under this ardh, 
while Blanche pointed out to her grand- 
mother the luxuri&nt growth of ivy and 
Bsxifrsge, and the many creepera and flowers 
which love the shade, that monUed the 
Tocke and the arches overiieod, and descended 
in long atreamere and garlands, which she 
playfully caught with hex whip. 

" Bow deUcioufily cool and fresh ! and 
how lovely!" 

"I have long resolved to have another 
ice-house here," said the Countwe. " It is 
rather distant from the house, to he sure ; 
but, though I choose to-day to drive out 
with you, like a market-woman going to 
Chester to sell butter and eggs, I have horsea 
and mentals which mock at distance ; I will 
have an improved ice-housa here imme- 
diately." 

" To cool your tongue, U It ! " was yelled 
in her ear ; and the gate uudei the arch 
swung close with a crash which awakened 
all the echoes of the glade, as a tall 
female, concealed in the dark cloak and 
hood of the Irish peasant women, jerked 
the reins from the hand of Blanche, with 
a violence which made the pony start. 

"Is it ko ye want, my lady?— ye '11 
need it," conUnued the stranger ; while her 
hood fell back, discovering the ehaip, hag- 
gard features, and wild scintillating eyes 
of partial insanity. 

"It is M<i— the woman O'Hanlon— that 
terrible woman come ^ain!" said the 
Countess, in a voice, and with a look, 
which doubly alarmed Blanche. But, ral- 
lying her spirits, she said, £rmly, "Let 
go ^e rein : who are you that dare thoa 
interrupt us, and alarm the Connteas of 
Delamere ?" And she attempted to snatch 
the rein, which the other held the more 

"Ye would like to hear, young madam, 
would ye, who I ami— ay, ye shall, too, 
whether ye like it or no. • ■ . Let her 
who sits by yon tell you who I am, and 
who I was when her cruel eyes first fell 
on me, in my little cabin; — Pat ©"Han- 
lon's happy wife — the mother of three 
handsome and blessed boys. Where are 
they now? Murdered and crippled in the 
bloody wars, to please the pride of her 
who drove the heart-broken father and the 
orphan childer on the black world, to beg 
their bread through it ; and sould the truss 
of straw from beneath them, and burned 
the roof over the gray heads, and alaked 



the ashes on the hearth— ii«r, I tell ye ! 
The widow's and orphan's curse upon her [" 

"Let us pass, for meroy's sake!" cried 
Blanche, struggling to regain the rrins 
with one hand, and with the other to sup- 
port her sinkiag grandmother, who, vicdent 
as opposition usually made her, waa now 
overpowered — acutely sensible to all that 
was said, but too feeble to offer redstance. 

" Let us pass now," Blanche continued, 
soothingly and persnasiTely ; " and, on my 
honour, your story shall be listened to — 
your wrongs shall be righted, so far as atone- 
ment is now possible. You cannot be inhu- 
man I See how pale and ill the lady is." 

"Is ti« pale and ill — the prand Lady- 
Conntess of Delamere? — who came among 
ns with the banner, and robbed us fint of 
our children, and then of our little farms. 
Perhaps it b eoald her ladyship is? — or 
hungry? — or naked? — and the widow O'Han- 
lon did it on her — the desolate widow — 
iriiom they drove mad '. " 

The frantic laugh of the woman rang 
through the arches overhead in frightful 
reverberation — heightening, if that wen poe- 
able, the nervous terror of the Countess, and 
the alarm of Blanche, who knew not whether 
to think the Irishwoman more mad or mali- 
cious. Their eyes met steadily for a mo- 
ment, " You cannot mean mischief to my aged 
grandmother," she said firmly, "if you 
have had sorrows, she, alas I has not been 
passed by untouched. Do, pray, good, kind 
woman, let us go our way." 

"Yea,go — go, Lady-Counteae — towhere 
your brother Divea waits to welcome ye. 
In this life, ye know, he had his good thbgs, 
and onr brother Lazarna his evil. But when, 
my haughty Lady-Countess — where, ye cruel 
and mnful woman, did he lift np his eyes? 
WiU it be my Patrick vrill bring ye the cop of 
cold water, think ye ? — or my Dermott, who 
died by your banner, when Uiey feel how ye 
misused and oppressed the decent onid couple 
they called father and mother ? " 

" The Countess is innocent of much of 
this," s(ud Blanche. "The agents — the 
eidgeucies of the time " 

" Tell not me of the agents' doings, lest I 
throttle her outright '. " shrieked the woman, 
in a wilder paroxysm than ever, while the 
Countess clung closer to her grandchild. 

" Have you, who thus resent wrong, your- 
self no mercy?" replied Blanche, her spirit 
rising. " Have you no fears of the conse- 
quences of this violence ?" 

" Fear I " exclaimed the mad woman. 
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Iftnghing wildly, and throwing up tm bare, 
bony ftrnia. "What hare t to fearl Can 
she and her agents do more than crush this 
miMnble carcass?" And she tore op«n her 
handkerchief. "This was the bosom that 
nickled them — dry and withered now. 
~" e me back my boyel — give me my 
cbildien, woman, and keep youT lands ; 
and, och ! that every stone and clod on 
tiiem laid another pound to the load will 
nnk ye to burning pnoishment!" 

" This ia too horribls {"exclaimed Blanche, 
relinquishing her grandmother, and spring- 
ing to the ground. " Wretched woman ] 
nnlesB you would see Lady Delamere expire 
before your eyes, begone !" 

The dark eyes of the maniac — for such 
she seemed, strange as was the method of 
her madness — ecinmiated and sparkled with 
gratified revenge ; and then, after a moment, 
turning calmly to Lady Delameie, she slowly 
and emphatically repeated — 

' ' Fear not him who can kill the body ; 
but fear Him who can cast both soul and 
body into helll' Proud and hard-hearted 
woman, I summon you to meet me and 

■ le at His judgment-seat — ay, or ever that 
midsummer moon be at the full !" 

And, rai^g her eyes to the funt crescent 
high in the sky, she threw down the reins, 
and disappeared behind the gate. 

"She will not return — shall' I go to seek 
help ? Dearest grandmamma, have yon 
courage to be left alone for a moment, tUI I 
can call a woodman, or one of the keepers T' 

" Oh, no ! I shall die, I shall perish, if 
yon leave ms here!" Blanche' was able to 
bring a little water from the rivulet ; and 
she tried to comfort and soothe the fright- 
ened lady, while she bathed her temples 
and her bands. *'I am better — yes, dear 
child, better. Hasten home ! " 

be spoke no more ; and it was a fall 
half-hour before Blanche was so fortunate 
as to see a forester croadng ■ distant path, 
whom she called, and despatched, by &e 
nearest way, for a carriage. "The Coun- 
tess," she merely said, " had been taken 
suddenly iU ;" and the man, who ran at 
full speed, told the butler, "Hy lady was 
lying two-fold in the little chay, quite 
^ad-like. " Dr. Hsyley, the carriage, 
and all appliances, were in instant readi- 
ness; yet it seemed an age to Blanche — 
now driving on a few paces— now halting 
to look at, and fondly address, her speech- 
less grandmother, before they came up. 

All the medical ud in die county waa 



in speedy requiaitioD. Her own physician 
suspected a return, in a worse form, of 
those apoplectic attacks, politely named 
funting fits, to which the Countess waa 
liable ; bat Uie medical Mend of the Lady 
Blanche's watchful and zealons Cousin 
Yates, spoke decidedly of serioos concus- 
sion of the brain. 

Days passed, and the real state of the 
Countess was known and revealed. There 
waa no longer any violent Borrow dis- 
played in the household ; no keen anxiety, 
no deep regret. Even Mrs. Simpson and 
Dr. Hayley took all calmly and tranquiUy ; 
and Blanche hid her own grief in her 
heart Strange it seemed, even to herself, 
that she should thus feel for the Countess ; 
but she sought no ^mpatby in her suf- 
fering, and struggled to suppress every out- 
ward symptom of sorrow, wbich to others 
and even to thoss who loved her best, 
might seem for , greater than the event justi- 
fied. " Is it that mysterious force of kin- 
died blood f" was her secret thongjtt. 

The ni^t of the full moon found her a 
silent watcher by her grandmother's death- 
bed. The Countess had never freely spoken 
— never, save when violently roused by the 
medical men, given any token of conscious* 
ness since the adventure at Dinglebrook ; 
but all this day, her h^h and painful 
breathing had been gradually becoming 
lower and more feeble, and, by midnight, it 
had ceased! The Quakeress, her regards 
fixed on Blanche, whose eyes weie riveted 
on the dying Countess, perceived her colour 
change, and hurried her out to the same 
balcony where sbe bad, in old times, paid 
graceful adoration to the beautiful luminary 
of night. 

" The moon is at the full to-night," said 
her friend, following her upward eyes. 

*' I could be superstitious," thought 
Blanche, half shuddering as she gazed and 
remembered the solemn citation of the terrific 
maniac. 

" A poor wretch, a half-mad creature, who 
has wandered hitiier from Denial, to petition 
the Countess, has been found dead by IKngle- 
brook bridge t«-day," sud the Quakeress. 
And Blanche started violently. " The body 
was EuuSed out by one of the keeper's ter- 
riers. It is thought she bad clambered 
within the Park, at ibat lonely spot, in 
despite of orders ; and, too feeble to get out 
again, has perished without help." 

They passed into the chamber, and silently 
eonteroi^ted the fitce of the dying. 
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" 'Ti» all over," whisperad tha phjiician, 
who etiU tried the pnbe ; and, shortl/ afUr- 
varda, Lord FanfeiroDade, aa of right, entered 
tiie chamber to condole with, and lead forth 
" Blanehe, Connteas ef Delamere 1" 

Next morning a letter lay on her table, of 
mingled condolence and oongratulation, from 
Sir Jerva Yatea, with offers of erery possible 
or iropoewble semw to the ** Coontew of 
Delamere." 

" So my plebeian conain baa got Ua nick- 
name too," said Blanche, bitterly, 

" Dear ehild, what meana this! Doet 
fancy thy own proud title a nickname!" 

" I know not well what I mean. But 
yon — you are a Taiy,«*y«alm parson — do 
jwt fancy me insane — itf unsound mind — 
unfit to man^ my own afiairs 1" 

"Dearest Blanche — Conntees, what is 
wrong?— apeak to me, to thy friend." 

" If I be not yet mad, the Irish fomilj, 
and the GrimBhaws, are in a scheme (a 
make me a lunatic." 

The Quakeress looked aghast " Who 
has dared to say — who has Imagined this 
wickedness ? They abuse thy craduUty." 

"I hare known it now for three days, 
Frederick Leighton has told me — warned 
me. Bead his lett«r for yourself. Methinks 
they might have let me be nearer of age en 
they had taken the trouble to make me ont 
mad. But I go to give orders for the poor 
Irishwoman's funeral ; will jnM be so kind 
as to attend itf Sh« need not tarry the 
plumes and scutcheons of aCountees ; — will 
■he sleep the len soundly 1 " 



Comitiff of Age. 
Tat prayers of many gratefnl hearts 
were granted — the hopes of many young and 
joyful bosoms fulfilled — when the sun rose 
in unwont«d splendont npoil that June 
morning which beheld the young Countess 
of Delamere complete her twenty-first year, 
and obtain, with the uncontrolled possession 
of her princely fortune, the mastery of her 
own actions. Before the sun had riaen, the 
village girls were in their cottage-gardens, 
gathering the earliest roses and the latest 
valley lilies — sweet as their own innocent 
breath — for the welcome holiday. The 
mnsic of the msdo band was already heahi 
afar off, in the aTennes leading from the 
Stoke-Delamere gate to the stately mandon 
of the Holy Cross. The gleesome chiUren 
and their mothers had assembled in troops, 



equipped in their neatest dreasea, eadi car- 
rying flowers and floral decorations, in the 
long prooestion which, at a very early hour, 
pietuiesquely defiled upon the lawn, and 
under the magnificent beech and walnut 
trees, where it was joined by the young 
Countess, and hei female friends and atten- 

Before partaking of the breakfast arranged 
on long, flower-decorated tables, ^resd in 
the Berceau Walk, the Countess Blanche 
and her rustic neighbonrs — matrons, m^deus, 
and children — were to join in a social meet- 
ing, rather than in solemn worship, in the 
ancient chapel of Delamere. It-was Blanche 
who presided at the organ, and led the eheer- 
folly-pious and ample hymn, in which the 
Universal Father was thanked and adored 
by His assembled children for Hia bonntjr 
and goodnesa ; apd in which eomMt sop- 
pUcation waa made for light and energy to 
hlfil Bis will, and to aooomptiah those high 
ends for which the beings here assembled had 
been called into existence. When, at the 
close of thii simpb celebration, the young 
Counteoe had shaken handa with the women, 
and caressed the children — each bashful or 
brisk nrchln who, confident of her kindnese, 
pressed forward to seek her notice— she 
whispered her Q,uaker govemante, now her 
maternal companion, to leave her In tha 
ohapel for a few ntinutea to soUtude and 
her own thonghta. And, although hers waa 
notaritual religion — a ceremonial faith — 
It waa with a sootiilng sense of peace and 
consolation stealing over her spirit, that 
Blanche rose, with tearful eyes, from the 
altar-steps, where, kneeling in mnte devotion, 
■he had silently thanked the gracious Pro- 
vidence which had snst^ned and guided hsr 
friendless youth through the many trials, 
perils, and snares by which she had been 
beset ; and implored the same gracious guid- 
ance and protection from this new ara in 
her life, when, with privilege* which the 
world esteems so high, came duties which 
she had long contemplated as imperative, 
yet diflicnlt and solemn. 

" For many years have I been looking 
forward to this day," was her observation to 
the friend waiting for her at the door of the 
chapel ; "yet it stilt finds me, if neither 
weak nor waverii^, grievouidy unprepared." 

" Thou wouldst lay too mnch on thyself 
at once, dear child : give thyself time to 
accomplish the good thou dealgnest." 

" Ho time — no time ! Let me work whilst 
it is called t«-day I For what have I desired 
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thb nnutisfrln; riches, aaBttmed, ytt, IwtUed 
tor, snared martyrdom, to AtUin tbtn barren 
konotin — songht this gnat, thii awfol 
lesponaibilitjr — sare to work ont thow bene- 
Tident schemes of wiser, and more thoughtful 
heads, which my ami heart and eonsdenoe 
sanetion I ThinkeBt thou, dear eompanlon, 
that I might not have been happier — af, 
happier far — as the wife of Frederlclc 
Leighton, the Tillage sutgeon, than the 
solitary, loreless, joyless possessar of all 
ibis unTslaed wealth and grandeur? Had 
the twse attempts of others to defraud me, 
not alone of my rights, but of my intellect, 
of toy personal Independence, my freedom, 
not roused my spirit to the comliat, I some' 
times kd that I ahonld haTO been most 
thsnkfni to abdicate my soteieignty to the 
next heir, and get me, — not to a nonlieiy, 
Irat to a happy, hnmbla home," 

" In vindicating yonr rights, you took the 
course wliich God and man apprdre. Meed 
yonr friend say how much, were it blit for 
the sake of humanity, ehe exalts in yonr 
escape and triumph." 

" Yet I shudder as I look back, and wonder 
whence I derived tlie strength of spirit which 
lias borne me throi^ tliat terrible ordeal 
which exposed me to tLe real wreck of those 
poor wlt4 which I waa accused of wanting. 
Stanch kinsman as Sir Jerris Yates Is, and 
erer will Im to a count«Ba-coiiun — zealous as 
the house of Fanfaronade has been for a 
noble heiress, who may yet be ooarerted Into 
S nearer relative — and, though to both I ftel 
all due gratitude — what, save for yonr sym- 
pathy and affection, and the noble, the gene- 
rotu devotion of Frederick — what, save for 
his consummate knowledge and ability, mnst 
have been my fate In tliose dreadful Investi- 
gations I Now I could almost bless my past 
tri^. Have they not revealed to me the 
true nobility, the nnimagined beanty of one 
human heart, and that one devoted to me 
with all its untold treasures of love and 
goodness. Ton press my arm — I know 
well the meaning of that gentle cheek," con- 
tinued the young Conntess, smiling ; **yet yoti 
shall not, on tltls morning of jubilee, grudge 
me the proud happiness of knowing that I 
am beloved — loved for myself alone; and 
that the only heart lever sought Ismyownl 
Can I ever ferget what sustained me through- 
out those torturing, degrading, maddening 
trials 1 Had my enemies triumphed — hod 
I been proved a lunatic, an idiot, tmfit to 
enjoy the commonest rights of the speciee — 
hi* love, I know i^ wonld not even then have 



f^led me: We sh«uld have fled together 
beyond the reach of cruel and tyrannical, 
beoanse blind laws ; audi though pronounced 
unfit to enjoy the hononrs of the heirets of 
Delomere, mine mi^t hate been a mors 
blessed lot." 

The maternal friehd wished to lead the 
mind of ths young Countess from a conrae 
of thought to which it was of late mor- 
bidly prone^ and to fix It upon present duty. 

We mnst look back for an Instant. Tlie 

complicated transactlanB of Hh Orimahaw, 
ths steward of the late Counteui, and her 
confidential man in all her aSurs, had left 
him, as all the world believed, greatly her 
debtor. And, thotlgb the destmction of 
account-books and vouchers of all kinds in 
ths mysterions boning of the left wing of 
the Abbey of the Holy Cross hod Involved his 
oSkirs fa) inextricable confnsidi, Hr. Grim- 
disw looked forward with apprehension td 
the period when the yonng Coonteia shonld 
act under the eounsels of her clear-headed 
eonsin. Sir Jervis Tates^ whose tolenta for 
business and oocompts were famed thronefa- 
out the country, and who hod been heard to 
say, that the long widowhood of Conntess 
Matguerite, and the prolonged minority of 
Lady Blanche, mnst have mode the Delo- 
maree the greatest «kmu^ oristocraUo 
family In the north. 

Befors the death of the old Conntess, Hr. 
OrimshaV having mode, as was alleged, a 
safe preliminary bargain with the next heir — 
that yonng Iri^rosn of whom the reader h&i 
formeriy heOrd — began to hint doubts about 
the sonndnees of mind of the eccentric or half- 
mad heiress, bom to destroy &e estates, and dis- 
grace the house cf Delamere. Mr. Grimahawi 
the yonng Pretender, and those of his friends 
wlio acted by ths steward's instigation, and 
under his gnldanoe, wonld have been better 
contented had the young Conntess, on coming 
of age, quietly agreed to leave them the eole 
management of her fortun^ promising not 
to many, and ttf have spared themselves the 
scandal and dUBcnlty, and her the p^n of 
the inveatigatiob into her stfundneSa of mind : 
bnt Mr. Orlmshaw too well knew her high 
spirit to entertidn any hope of so desirable 
on arrangement ; and a case^ meet carefully 
drawn np, was accidentally shown to Dr. 
Frederick Leighton, by an eminent physiciail 
in London, whldi revealed the deep-laid 
scheme of vlllany. It was shown to Leigh- 
ton as a professonal cariosity upon a dis- 
cussion accidentally arising about insanity, 
and its strange and varying symptoms. 
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The young feinale, A. B. tud been bont, 
it was stated, in an «BEteni CMiQtiy, wm 
aged eighteen, liandsome in figim, and with 
regolai Grecian featntca ; bat of a raised 
and distracted look and wandering eye ; 
complexion dark, temperament melancholic ; 
liable, from chUdhood, to sudden and wild 
bursts of passion, sometimes amounting to 
actual frenzy ; apt to be amorous, and, at 
one time, when lery yonng, had almost 
formed a matrimonial connexion with a 
young man lirii^ in the famUy in a half- 
menial capacity. The hypothetical case tal- 
lied in BO many minute particulars with 
what Leighton knew of the history and 
opinions of Blanche Delamere, that he could 
not doubt as to the identity of A. B. Nor 
conld be help admiring the ingenuity witli 
which trivial facU and circnmatances had 
been peirerted and distorted, to make out 
the case of a young lady, always remark- 
able for eccentricity of conduct and opinion, 
falling into partial insanity, which cer- 
tainly made her unfit to manage her own 
important afiwrs, or to contract marriage ; 
and compelled the next of kin to come 
forward. 

Indelicacy of manners, snperstition alter- 
nating with infidelity, contempt and outrage 
of public opinion in matters which, by 
women of honour, are held sacred, were 
among her alleged Tices of dispodtion, bnt, 
aboTe all, rebellion ag^st the authority of 
the most indulgent of grandmothers. A 
number of illustratiTe anecdotes, which, it 
was said, could be established by evidence, 
closed this remarkable case, among which 
were an exaggerated verrion of the story of 
Pbcebe Waterton, and of Bosamond Weston. 
Much stress was Md upon the influence held 
over the mind of this nnfortunate lady by 
an artful attendant, who, it was believed, 
intended, as soon as she vras of age, to 
marry her to one of her own connexions, 
a person, in birth and fortune, every way 
beneath the rank of the patient. The brow 
of the yonng phyucian burned as, by this 
odd cmncidence, he read of the dcfdgns im- 
puted to himself and his aunt upon the for- 
tune and person of the imbecUe or lunatic 
heiress. He had, however, sufficient pre- 
sence of mind to suppress hia indignation at 
the complicated villany laid open. 

"Little donbt about the frail wits of this 
poor damsel," remarked his friend. " Here 
is absolutely one of those cases in which law 
steps in wi^ advantage, to protect the weak, 
and baffle villany ; for there ate, I fear. 



men to be found baas enough, for iilthy 
lucre's sake, to marry a creature In thU 
pitiable coniUtion i and she may give heirs 
to a rich and noble bouse." 

Dr. Lei^tou answered, that tiie case was 
indeed singular — very singular. They had, 
however, seen but one side of it. They 
were not in a condition to judge of tlw 
motives of the relatives of this young lady 
for depriving her of personal liberty, and the 
control of her own aftsirs ; and he craved 
leave to copy over the ringalar case, which 
was at once conceded. 

Painful, most painful, had it been to 
Frederick Leighton to commnnicale to the 
Lady Blanche the discovery be had made ; 
and for a long night had he niminated upon 
withholding it, at least until the matter look 
shape. But this idea was abandoned. He 
felt the urgency of the occauon. He relied 
upon the fortitude and strength of mind 
early displayed by Blanche, and felt the 
importance of instant warning, while those 
arouitd her might be hourly on the watch to 
misconstrue her every word, and misrepre- 
sent her every action. 

This was but the first of a long series of 
services as e^tivety as delicately rendered, 
during the torturing investigation, to which 
the Countess Blanche had been privately 
subjected, and under which her pride, her 
firmness, nay her intellect, ahe believed, 
must have given way, save for his unfailing 
sympathy, and heroic devotion. For her 
sake, he had, for the time, abandoned his 
profesnonat views, and every immediate 
hope of advancement in life ; for her sake, 
to secure her from further indignity and 
persecution, had he forborne to acc^ the 
rich and passionately coveted gift almost 
proffered him — the hand of her, whose 
heart had been ever and only his, and 
whose love no longer brooked, not sought 
concealment. 

" Had they made me out mad," continued 
the Iddy Blanche, as she walked with her 
friend from the door of the chapel towards 
the happy festjve groups, waiting her pre- 
sence under the trees, " then still had I been 
blest Ob, BO blest !— Frederick would have 
fled with me — you would have accompanied 
us to Syria — to my own dear childhood's 
land. There might no longer have existed 
a Countess Delamere in the peerage ; but 
how blest a Blanche Leighton, in some safe 
and humble home — blest and making 
blest!" 

"And hast thou not now power to bless 1 
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Undt&nkfiil Iddy ! — to whom Imndrada look 
up for the happtnesB which, largely iiii|i&rt- 
lag to others, cannot long fail thyself. There 
is but too mDch reaaon to fear that the first 
whiaper of allumcewith one whom the world 
deeniB to far below thee, would ba the eignal 
for the renewal of thoae base sehemeB, which, 
degrading to the^ might for exer deprive 
thoae hundreds of ihy dependant fellow- 
creatuiee of thy generons and considerate 
care. Thou hast already a large family — 
ties enough to occupy and fill eren Uiy ex- 
pansive affections. Look, lady, to the small 
part of tbj expectbg ssnmbled English 
family which yonder await thee. Thou hast 
high duties-^onbt not in their fulfilment to 
find happiness. Is not our Heavenly Father 
the Just One 1" 

The young Countess Bighed, and strove t« 
be contented. 

"I endeavour to think in this manner — 
to look only to the bright ode. I have 
triorophed over villany, and possess what 

OS a boundless power of doing good. 
Would that society were so oonetituted, that 
no one, however generous and well-inclined, 
poasesaed power so ample and so dangerous. 

- But I will make the best of it ; and, 

le day, perhaps — s<»ne far distant day — 
the sense of the benefits I may have been 
able to confer on others shall soothe tliia 
weak, fond heart, and quiet this human 
yearning, which now oumot be appeased. 
There is bnt one man in ttus whole world 
whom I can marry ; and I know that oar 

m is at present all but impoauble. But 
I will not dnert the post in whkh Providence 
has placed me. I will not — I dare not — risk 
throwing those poor people, who have no 
hope save in me, npoa the tender merdes of 
those who hare no mercy. But why dally f 
Have I not work enongh for a long life 
before me?" 

In cordially doing the honours of her 
mstio fete, in reciprocating kindneases, and 
breathing, as it were, an atmosphere of love 
and gladness, among tlie objects of her love 
and bounty, the spirit of the young Countess 
recovered its elaaticity. Before the festival 
of the women and children had closed, a 
procesnon of men and boys, with banners 

' munc, arrived — « spontaneons demon- 
stration of regard and respect for their young 
lady, " who was so good to their Mittveai and 
littie ones." There was also to be a dinner 
of farmen and country neighbours at the 
Geo^ and Dragon; and already was the 
antique Harket-Crosa over against that 



hoqiitable hoetelrie decorated with evergreens 
and banners. A more deUcate compliment 
was paid to the Countess by some nnlinown 
person, who had privately adorned with 
flowers the windows of her grandfather's 
humble parsonage. 

The indignant refusal of the farmers to 
have their festival dinner preuded over by 
Mr. Grimshaw, who volunteered for the pur- 
pose, marked the general feeling towards tliat 
gentleman. He had not, indeed, come osten- 
sibly forward in the late delicate investiga- 
tiouB respecting the sanity of his mistrasa ; but 
not only was the disgraceful afiair well known 
tltroughout the conntry, but his share in it. 
Some talked of a sonnd pelting witli stones, 
if the steward presumed to show hu face 
abroad that day ; and it was remarked that 
the Chgr Fattt which snffered incremation at 
the Market-CroBs, amidst load rejoicing, wore 
the exact costume of the steward, and looked 
his twin-brother, both in the redness of his 
nose, and the unister cast of his eyes. 

From dispennng and receiving umple gifts 
and memorials of the day, ofTered by her 
morning guests, the young Countess was 
summoned to important business. Mr. Grim- 
shaw was there — the lawyers were already 
met in array' — the guardians assembled — 
Lord Fanfaronade was come -^ and, as a 
friend and relative, Sir Jervis YatM took 
post by his kinswoman. The bnnness 
formalities were happily despatched, as far 
as was pos^ble ; for somethii^ yet remained 
to bs done, both by the Lord Chancellor and 
the steward. But the Conntess was ^Vw, 
uncontrollable, in word or action, and with 
grace and dignity she received the congratu- 
lations of her company ; with touching soft- 
ness, the whispered congratulations of her 
old friend, Dr. Hsyley, whom, to the con- 
fusion of Lord Fanfaronade, and the displea- 
sure of Sir Jervi^ she requested to take the 
place of honour at the dinner-tAble where 
she first publicly presided as mistrasa. Aa 
Blanche arose from the table, where she was 
the only lady present, she addressed Lord 
Fanfaronade. 

" Your bumness ia happily accomplished, 
my lord — mine b but beginning. Hay I, 
even at this unusual hour, requeat your pre- 
sence, with that of my couaiu, Sir Jervia — 
and as many of the gentlemen assembled as 
wilt do ma the honour — as witnfoses to the 
completion of a part of mine. Hy own 
agent and people of buaineas are aliMdy in 
the library." 

His lordship and the other gentlemen 
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bowed, u ^ glitltd awaj, CMb wMijectaiiiig 
wiwt thii buunsu might be. 

"I ihoaU Dot be »arpri*ed if Bhe wtie 
•boat to betroth lunalf to th»t Fredarick 
Leigbton, who has baen gkllopiog otct to 
Ireland and the West Indict on her aAi»— 
all the aettlemtnta ready oat and dry," 
wbiipered Sir Jerrii to tbe Pmf, >bO drew 
up in offended mojeety. 

<'l ihall remonitnte strongly — X never 
will eooeent to my eouin throwing heivdf 
tud her fine fortune and connezjon away 
inthie manner; — td)e who might make the 
first match in England." 

Lord Fanfaronade bowed hia Mply— he 
waa nnable to apeak. 

^ I have backed her ont and out agt^ntt 
the heir-at-law, instigated, it ia eald, by 
Orimshaw — and would agun; hot I cannot 
stand this. Your eon, Mr. Deverenx, who, I 
nnderetud, did the Conntoae the hooonr to 
pay his addressta to her, when she was a 
mere child, has not, I hope, dianged his 
mind ? Titn is a oranexicm to enaurB the 
protection ibe so mach wuits; and the 
Count«es oannot he insenubla to the impor- 
tance of such an alliance in her prewnt 
delicate drenmstanoes, nor to the kind in- 
terest yonr bidship and yonr family bare 
always taken in her and her affairs," 

" Yon are extremely obliging, Sir Jerrie. 
My family — my wife and daughters — who 
hare known the Countees from her child- 
hood, and who are mneb attached to her, 
did, at one time, certainly, derire the alliance. 
Tltat my son Horatio waa attached to Lady 
Blanche, I am also aware. Hia jneaent 
sentiments I do not pretend to know. But 
i^en a yonng man of fashion — who might 
form the most brilltant matrimonial con- 
nexion — remains for years unmarried, in hia 
pMQliar circuraatancee— tbe fair inference ie, 
that be has bis reasons. Some cloud did 
intcrrene between the young people, years 
ago ; hot I hare no doubt that my eon 
Derereux remains attached to yonr charming 
relatire. Can yon have any good reason to 
believe that ehe meditates a oonnexion eo 
nnsoitable, eo eslnmely den^atory, I must 
say, to her family and her Order, as that 
which you suspect ? " 

" In f^th, I fear it, my hni ! " returned 
Sir Jerris, becoming femiliar upon the 
strength of a reciprocal confidence, and a 
common object "Leigbton, who is a most 
Intelligent fellow, has made himsdf ex- 
tremely busy, and not a little nacfnl to my 
fair eomin ; and I know, from good authority. 



that there have been tu more paper-drawing 
work and documenting, going privately on, 
than a young lady ritould be concerned in, 
without the advice or knowledge of her 
friends : bnt these people have, from child- 
hood, got so round herl She has always had 
too much of her own way, that'a the tm& 
of it. — Bnt aha Is' a fine creature ! — a noble 
cveature 1 were ebt once properly sattded 

Lord Fanforonade bowed and hemmed. 
He would not repnlae Sir Jervis ; he would 
not commit himself. He had gone far 
enough and abided tbe issue ; bnt hope or 
pride wrung for^ thia remark as they passed 
to tiie library. 

** The Conntass would scarcely have in- 
vited so old a friend of the Delamere family 
as myself, to witness an act which I most he 
pardoned for regarding as degradation to 
herself and her noble Order, were her purpose 
what you anppoae." 

"We ehaU see — we shall see! " rejoined 
Sir Jerris. " And if it be my countenance 
she aeeka to such a connexion, I promise 
you, my lord, she shall see the blackest aide 
of it." 

" The champagne has affected that per- 
son," waa Lord Fanfaronade's thought. 
" Vulgar, no doubt, but a ahrewd man — 
perhapa ambitiona in his own way." 

When the gentlemen entered the library, 
they saw a table covered with written papera 
and parchments ; the modest Quakeress in 
her best gray silk gown, and her gentleman- 
like nephew, Dr. Leighton, in hia professional 
black. He had just arrived tiom Ireland, 
with tiie agent on the Countess's Donegal 
estates, and two gentiemen of the law, with 
wb<nn he aeeuied on very indmale terms, and 
who had met him, by appointment, at Stoke- 
Delameie. 

" Hey-day ! here is an array for a birth- 
day drawing-room," pried Sir /ervie, briskly ; 
"whet, my fair Countess, is about to be 
played off for the amusement of your guests, 
and in honour of the day ? " 

Blanche suppressed her rieiDg disgust, 
while she replied, — "I owe. Sir Jervis, aa 
some of my guests mnst be aware, my life — 
or all that gives life value, my health — to 
tliis dear friend, who has, for twelve years, 
watched over me with a mother's care. How 
much more I owe to her than mere life — for 
that which far transcends its dearest interests 
— which exists above, which endures iwyond 
life, it is not for me here to tell. But I 
cannot snfier evNi one day of my hard-bought 
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indapendaBM to tUttfi^ witiunit nsikrin; 
her all tht compaaMtioa nitiuu jay pooi 

" CerUialy, ctrtainly I " mid Sir Jerris 
Yatei, nluTcd, tad eenclnding Ui*t "com- 
penHtion" to tha wait nnut sttaa an 
sDBuity, or & good lum in haad, and not 
KMiying the &eph*w. 

"A Nrrica of t*a-plat*, ptrfiap^'' thooglit 
lard Fftufaraiudfl — ^"aanall binch of tha 
iiuimta pldiaUn oatentatioik, in taking m 
many witnetni to tha mlghtj nwsid — wen 
it no more." Bnt ha hemm*d, and wid 
Nntentionalf , that ** Faithful and luafnl 
•eirica aeqnired all the right* of humbla 
friandihip, and eoald neither bu ont-valaad 
nor OT«^4•warded.'* 

^ I am glad toot loidihip th'"^ in *^" 
mannei — I nek net to eniuh my ftiand — 
■he reqaiiM neith^ my ^fti nw my money 
— the is rich enough already for her vi«e and 
modest want*. Bnt I seek to incnam her 
happine**. It waa ah* nio aaly inqiirtd 
my ehUdish minil with the deepest horror of 
■lavaiy — of man holding property in. the 
blood, the linewa, and the free-will with 
which the OiMtor hu gifted the meaneat of 
Hia (mature*. Hor conid I, upon this the 
firet day of my power, lay my head pn my 
pill»w in peace the owner warn it [)«t of one 
alav*. I have taken maaauiM to euaore thi 
aafaty and oenfort ef the amanoipatad 
nagroei en the W«*t India eatatea of ay 
taaiily, in tha aajoymant of their Baw-bom 
fraedom ; and alao, for Uie protection and 
improTBmant ef my property. I now haaten 
to aign tbair manuniNlen, and thna to dia- 
charge, ao ftr aa It may be diadiarged, my 
weight of obligatiMi te lay mattmal friand." 

Bafora Sir Jerria eonid recover hia aatoniah- 
mMit, or Lord FanfatMiad* diapoae of hia 
ptneh of aonff, Blanche had itarted te the 
tMi, and rapidly aigned aerenl d^eeta of 
P^er, the Uaraa af laUch Dr. Leigfatou 
tamed a<rer tor her. 

"SefUy, mydearnadam," criadSlryarria, 
at last ; "are yon aware ot what yau are 
abestl or the nnmberef yontidaveat abere 
three or fonr hundred 1 " 

** So many more hnndreda of faaaooa tgatnat 
the delay of jnatioa. Will you, Sir Jerria, 
domethe khtdneaetaagnaaawitnaaa. Dr. 
LeIghtoB, giva me your naaae. Nay, my 
lord, I do net deqiair of yam latdihip alao 
homowteg me and boneoilng me." 

Lwd FaitfiMHada waa taken by awfilaa ; 
and the fKgniAed PaKVUtooAUB tgurad befim 
tbnple JtwfarM £*^Mms in the Mi af 



emancipadon, which daw moiatoie to t 
ayaa of the Qnakenwa, a* aha wlently preaaad 
the hand of her lab abarg«, and retiied. 

" I harg nothing to lay to to extraordinary 
a document," eaid Sir Jervis Yates. "It 
ia not alone the amonnt of property ra^y 
thrown away, but tha axampla. I don't 
ondentand it. Waa this tha nward which 
your nurse requeated? The idea might be 
qnite naioial to a Qnaker, yet not the most 
proper for a young, unmarried lady of Utb 
and fortune — eh I my lord I — who migfa^ 
at leaat, have been expected to oouaolt bar 
frianda in ao important a etep." 

" My young friend, the Ceantau, if I 
may have the hononr of tiling her lo, haa 
gracad the day of her majority by a gradona 
deed," ttii Lord Fanfaronade, who waa 
already compromiaed by hia eignatnre. ^' I 
na not damp the pleasure which the glow 
banerolenee eheda over her bosom ; and 
UB hope that the poorwretcheairtium sheliaa 
releaaed, may neither abuse their freedom, 
nor diegtaee her goodnaas." 

" I fear it not, my lord. I have, with 
warm lore to all my kind, great /itiA in the 
human raae — >in all God's creation, in 
my f allow-creaturea, whether black or vhi 

Lord Faufarouade had quickly recourse to 
hia unfailing anuff-box, and tha contempla- 
tion of the diamond-enciroled stately Haria 
Theresa pictured on ita lid. He doabted, 
aflsr all, if thia angular young womat 
against whom inaaiuty had lately been ae 
plaoaibly alleged, that even his own mind 
waa ebakei^ — could l>e a fit wife for DavereuK, 
great ai were herextrinuo adrautagea. Hev 
" kind," her " fellow-creaturee," " Ood'a 
craatnrea." Why, wliat waa all thia but a 
sort of Radicalism in disguiae ; and the 
worae because disguised under tha cloak of 
Christianity— Christianity, which some blaa- 
phemoos, dissenting cf German preacher had 
lataly styled " tha highest and purest ftun 
of democracy?" He had heard tii» young 
Countess herself quote those ehockingexprae- 
siona Bo repugnant to aooial order, deesney, 
and iriigion. 

" I coold not sleep in peace the owner o£ 
a slava," continued Blanche { ** bnt neither 
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able serfs, whose degnded exiitanc* mnat be 
a cMutast pain and reproach to ma, and B 
aorse to tfaemaelves. Myatoand aet ef inda> 
penduit sererugnty, my lord, shall be to 
raise the Irish peasantry en tba family 
eatataa ts the dignity of indnstnona, inde- 
pendent labourers and farmers." 
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" Thia will nqnin nutnre caoAititttioa" 
■aid Iiord Fanfaroiwde, witb more quickness 
UkAU his ordinary mumer, — " I meut; totally 
changing the management of those Talnable 

" I have not been raah. Yoor lordship is 
aware that I wu indulged in making a long 
visit to Ireland last summer. I was not 
idle ; and then, if I felt with my girl's heart, 
I also saw with my own eyes, and judged 
by my own and by more enlightened un- 
derstandings, of the condidon of the people 
on these estates and on those of nughbouring 
properties. Dr. Leighton, has since devoted 
some months to the same examination. He 
has just returned from Ireland. All that I 
dedre, amd am bound to attempt, cannot 
be accomplished in one day, nor in one year 
— no, nor perhaps in one lifetime. Yet, 
knowing my duty — lisving taken anxious 
And humble puns to learn it — I will not 
mffei an hour to elapse without commencing 
the work of amelioration — of atoMmoif." 

" Yarn ladyBhip, having kept yourself aa 
poor as a rat, during your minority, in 
throwing away your personal allowance on 
those Irish incorrigibles, weald now throw 
your landed property after it," said Sir Jerria 
Yates, in a tone which somewhat raffled the 
temper of the young Counteas, though she 
dieted the retort which rose to her lips. 
"Come, my lord — come, Mr. Grimehaw — 
we must form a coun(»l-board on these Irish 
affain of my noble cousin's,'' continued Sir 
Jervis. " We roust not allow the generosity 
of the Coontess to be altogether imposed upon, 
and advant^e taken of her inexperience to 
deprive her of all power over her Irieh pro- 
perty before she has for four-and-twenty 
hours enjoyed it." 

" Who seeks snch advantage, Sir Jerris 7 " 
inquired £r. Leighton, firmly, on seeing the 
eyes of the baronet fixed upon himself. 

" No one, I hope, my good Doctor ; but, 
at all evente, if they ^onld, English good 
sense is able to redot Irish or any other 
encroachment— Eh, my lord?" 

" With all deference," observed Mr. 
Grimehaw ^ " so complete a revolution as 
my lady meditates in tiie management of the 
Irish estates would not only require delibe- 
latioD, but i have doubts if, by the family 
settlements, any proprietor b entitled to 
perform acta which go to the virtual aliena- 
tion of the estates from the family ; for what 
lees are perpetual leasee ? " 

"Alienation!" ejacnlat«d Lord Fanfiuv 
onade. 



"Alienation]" repeated Sir Jervia Yates. 
" And in whose behalf, pray 1 " and his eyes 
again involuntarily sought Dr. Leighton. 

"In behalf — if alienation it be — of those 
who, I believe in my conscience, have the 
best right to these wild lands, — of the people 
reared upon the cultivated portion of theee 
rack-rented absentee estates, of those whose 
industry has given them whatever value they 
possess," replied the Countess; "and," she 
proceeded, " I have not been, e7eu in idea, a 
rash innovator. 1/Ly power over that pro- 
perty is nnquesUonable. It ia that by which 
alike the King holds bis crown and the cot- 
tager his copyhold — Law. And, while I 
retain that power, I am resolved to exercise 
it independently, and to the best of my judg- 
ment, and with, I trust, a profound and 
ever-present sense of myresponeibtlity. The 
lands already under some kind of cultivation, 
however imperfect, amount to nearly two- 
thirds of the whole estates. Of these we — 
my counsellors and myself," — and she smiled 
and bowed to her new Irish agent, — " propose 
to give long leases, preferring the present 
teniuts, unless some inonperable objection 
exists — and at greatly reduced rente. I shall 
deem it wise for both parUes, landlord and 
tenant, to enconioge the spirit of improve- 
ment and indnstiy by every proper means ; 
and by making advances for improvements 
on a much more Uberal scale than has been 
usual, where the principle is to draw and 
Bciew all away, and to retam nothing. Nor 
will I be an absentee, though I hope my 
Irish tenants will soon be very well ^le to 
do without me. The world does not offer 
more delicioua summer retreats to the true 
lover of nature than are to be found in the 
bays opening on the Atlantic, on the shores 
of the Delomere, and of many ot^ier Irish 
estates, which the owners never aee. 'Tis to 
such places my friend. Dr. Leighton, says 
he would send English invalids, in p 
ferance to the more fashionable haunto of 
the Continent. And there shall be my sum- 
mer station. The mountain lands — those 
lying in a state of nature since the Deluge, 
but quite susceptible, I am informed, of 
cultivation, and at present of little or 
use to any one — we propose to allot in 
small forma, held by perpetual leases, and 
at first at merely a nominal rent. We 
shall build good cottages and offices, and 
provide for the comfortable settlement and 
inuntenance of the mountun farmera for 
the first years of their hard but hopeful 
straggle : — sad from the first hour it will 
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be hopeful ; for they shall not feel that 
they are weariog out their Btrength, and 
encountering dtstresa and privatioD, merely 
to pay a nck-reot to an absentee, but to 
imprare their own little poste8uon% aud 
increase the comfort and wealth of their 
families. It is my wish that eveiy le- 
moning poor faouly, that has been ejected 
from tile estatea of my ancestora, shall 
find a refuge in theae mountain- farms. 
Thia is a justice which I owe to them, 
aud tn the memory of their former land- 
lords. Can their spirits rest in peace, while 
these poor people, driven out in their 
misery, are wandering as beggars on the 
face of the country which their toil has 
enriched '." 

"And therefore your ladyship's wite 
amtuellors would have you generously open 
pauper-warrens to receive them all in your 
wild landst" inquired Sir Jervis, sharply, 
and looking bard at the mute new Irish 
agent. 

" Pauper-warrens ! pardon me, cousin ; 
but what has my grandmother's Irish 
estate been, for fifty yeare back, save one 
laige and increasing pauper-warren, if you 
will name it so. My projected mountiun- 
farms — and would that law gave me the 
right of disposing of them, out and out, to 
all whom industry might stimulate to labour 
to redeem them ', — my mountain-farms shall, 
in the first place, not be too small, and one 
main condition of the tenure provides against 
subdivision. The rent — at first, nothing — 
like that of all the other farms, can only 
increase with the productiveness of the farm, 
and the consequent ability of the tenant ; 
and it will be limited by being paid in kind 
— or as a grain-rent. We intend that a 
considerable portion of it, in the new lands, 
shall at all times go to muntAin parish roads, 
mills, and such new improvements as the 
progress of society may introduce into agri- 
culture; and also to muntain the school- 
bouses, the chapel, the pariah library, the 
infirmary, and other useful institutions." 

"The Papiit Chapel, madam?" inquired 
Lord Fanfaronade, solemnly. 

"Whatever kind of place for Christian 
worship the hooseholders of the new town- 
ship choose to have, my lord ; and any sort 
of school they approve. Where can the 
patronage and care of such institutions be so 
well placed as in the hands of those seeking 
religions instruction and consolation for 
themselves, and useful learning for their 
children?" 

Vol. Ill, 



"In the hands of ignorant or bigoted 
Roman Catholic peasants, madam ? " 

" They are men, my lord, endowed with 
like faculties as otber men. Give them free- 
dom, and motive to exercise those faculties 
under the stimulus of their dearest interests 
— whether as intelligent, reeponMble beinga, 
or BB fathers and neighbours — and my life 
upon the quick access of knowledge and 
liberal feeling among my Irish fanners. 
Your lordship does not like the Roman 
Catholic religion ; neither, abstractly, do I 
admire it ; yet I please myself in tiilnking 
that my new monntun-farms — mj/ emigra- 
tion colony, (one going only the short dis- 
tance from the pMns to the hills,) may form 
a sort of atonement for the cruel hardships 
infiicted on the poor people of those estates, 
through the harBhneeB,or the culpable negli- 
gence, of my predecessors. My mountain- 
farms shall be a perpetual Mass for the 
repose of tlieir epirils; and, I trust, not an 
unacceptable one." 

Lord Fanfaronade knew not what to reply 
to this wild talk ; or what final opinion to 
form of the character and sentiments of so 
singular, so decided, or so over-hold a young 
lady. Meanwhile be wished to get away. 
He required the counsels of his lady, and 
particularly of hia daughter, Lady BWde, — 
of whose talents for penetrating character, 
aud managing high-flown, and, indeed, all 
kinds of people, he had a great opinion. 

On taking leave, he expreased a hope that 
Holy Croaa and Fanfaronade Park should 
ever maintOn their ancient amicable rela- 
tions ; and he mentioned the intention of 
bia lady and her daughters to drive over to 
congratulate the young Countess to-morrow, 
as they knew that bnsmess engagements, and 
entertaining the tenantry, must occupy all 
her hours on this important day. 

Some county business remained to be dis- 
cussed between bis lordship and Sir Jervis ; 
and, as their roads lay in tiie same direction 
for a few miles, the latter, with evident 
pleasure, from the condescending invitation, 
accepted a seat in the peer's carriage, though, 
amidst the multifarious business of the day, 
one little affur of his own was still left 
unsettled. For this, he invited himself hack 
at an early day. Sir Jervis Yates had 
recentiy wiUjdrawn his now illustrious name 
frem the vast concerns of the mills, but he 
was so far from having surrendered his 
pecuniary advantages to tiie ostensible part- 
ner, that the majority of the Countess bad 
been impatientiy waited for to obtun a 
No. C7. 
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lease, reBolntaly and angrily refuaed b^ her 
grandniotlier, of a piece of gronod command- 
ing a fine water power, where he proposed 
emoting new and reiy exteneira ootton- 
roUli. 

" Yon knew tbe tenns," said the young 
Coantess, ■miling, ^en, at parting, he drew 
her aside to remind her of the request. 

"I am ready— our house i* — to pay not 
merely a good, bnt an enormous rent for 
that small reach of the river," replied Sir 
Jerris. 

" I do not want — I would not reeeire an 
enormoua rent — and I liave none of my 
grandmother'a repugnance to the neighbour- 
hood of manufaotoriee. I tee their value, 
especially to the people of Stoke-Delamere ; 
perhaps I may yet find on asylum for some 
of my Irish families, or their off-shoots, in 
your new mills down the river. But you 
know the only conditions on which I can 
grant you a Uaee, not merely of these faUs, 
but of the adjoining farms, for your estab- 
lishment." 

" Oh, flower-plots before the white-walled 
cottages, I believe. Was not that it, my 
ladyl" And he langhed. 

"Yes, flower-plota — but much more — 
neat, roomy, substantial, and fairfy reuUd 
cottages — each with its Zofjw garden or pad- 
thai as well as the flower-plot ; common 
greens and public walks ; school-house and 
library ; washing and cooking eBtablish- 
ments ; baths, brewery, store, and surgery. 
And these are bnt the husk — the beggarly 
elements of social happlnesa in my well- 
ordered, imaginary factory of Btau Ideal. 
Yon kindly warn me ag^nst forming a 
pauper-warren in the Donegal mountains ; 
but, with every wish to forward your pro- 
ject Sir Jerris, neither shall I be in any 
way accessary to eelablishing a worse sort of 
warren almost under my own eye. There 
are forms of misery stjll more squalid than 
those of the Irish peasant — a dviliied lot 
still more dehumaniEing — more soul-stunt' 
ing than the peasant's in his worst cabin of 
the bog, Bnt I am not merely willinjr, but 
lutxious to facilitate this scheme of you and 
your partners ; if, in so doing, I can be as- 
sured that I shall help to lay were it but 
one little stone to the sure foundations of a 
firmer and happier social system than that 
which is growing up around us, in these 
manufacturing districts." 

" We have no doubt about satisfying your 
ladyship's men of business, and also meet- 
ing your benevolent views," relied Sir Jer- 



vis, "about the dame's schools and the 
flower-plots." 

Tliere was a little good-natured raeer 
conveyed in the tone of the last words ; bnt 
Blandie was not offended with her million> 
aire relative, who she understood to be at least 
as considerate about the human instruments 
which produced his wealth as an the most 
of his brethren in England. It was agree- 
able to him to see them clean, and looking 
tidy, if not healthy ; and his interest that 
they should be industrious and temperate. 
He, therefore, encouraged Temperance Socie- 
ties and Saving^ Banks among hie partner's 
work-people — for he rarely saw them him- 
self — and had no objection to a game at 
ball or cricket on a Christmas afternoon, if 
the amusement never interfered with the 
r^ulat houta of working the machinery, 
which they, however, somehow always did. 

It wae with a sense of relief that the 
young Countess saw her guests depart ; and 
the longest day of the year, and oi her life, 
come to an end in the despatch of business, 
which with her ideas assumed the nature of 
important duty. She had signed her will, 
which was ready prepared, and also a deed, 
which secured for her natural life £1000 
o-year to the next heir to the estates, be- 
yond her own power of revocation. 

" This iB,indeed, to heap eoals of fire upon 
the head of the ingrate," said her friend, as 
the deed, hitherto kept secret, ^m motives 
of delicacy, waa witnessed by Dr. Leighton 
and the Irish agent. 

" It is an act of mere justice, and, perhaps, 
scanty justice. Con I approve the law 
which leaves this young man to languish in 
absolute poverty, while it enriehee, to pro- 
digal extent, a girl who has chanced to step 
between him and the large possessions whicli 
our common ancestors have gathered to- 
gether — it will not now do too curiously 
to inquire how. I have provided for every 
domesdc and dependant who might have 
been disappointed by the sudden demise of 
ray grandmother, not, I fancy, what will be 
called nobly or munificently, but fairly. 
My few maternal relatives — those who 
have lately, in the most remote and unsus- 
pected locahUes and degrees of consangui- 
nity, made me aware of their existence and 
of our relationship — I shall endeavour to 
treat with becoming kindness and tender- 
ness ; bnt fortune is not given me to enrich 
only them, I have an impression that it is 
temporarily intrusted to my slewardship for 
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more expansire objecte. With thorn Ahnses 
of public charities with which we &m all 
conTCTsant, I ftlmost fear io coiiip)gt« the 
endowment of my pel plui — mj Khooli in 
Stoke-Delunere, and aaj Imn, and annnlties 
for poor kinelj widows and destitute epin- 
tUn ; bnt we have been ao Tery waiy — our 
lawyen ao akilfal — that sorely, for lonie 
generations, our acheme will not be Titiat«d. 
So let OB to work on this — and then my 
birth-day star may set when it will 1" 

" I f»ar you have sxhsTiBled yonnelf 
already," raid Leighton, looking uixioaBly 
□n her eyes of preternatural brlghtnen, and 
her flnihed cheek. "The excitement of 
beoeroient enAudanu may prove as weary- 
ing as that of fashionable diaaipatton — and, 
for theee many months of preparation, you 
have been euffering under ' tiie philantluDpy- 
fever;' — diall we not, Uterefore, for this 
night, sweep away agmts and lawyers, 
parchments and docton, and leave you to 
repose?" 

" Not till my task be acoompliehed ; I 
should not else taste lepoM. — Could a 
Howard, a Wesley, a host of glorious men, 
devote Uielr whole lives and energise to the 
most fatJgning labours in the service of their 
mtfloring feltow-^reatnres, and shall I drop 
in one day I — Don't think so meanly either 
of my mental or phydcal powers. I am 
ever strongest in trial. Let us finish our 
business." 

There was more signing and sealing. The 
sohoole were founded and endowed — the 
aaylnm for destitute age and respectable 
poverty, established — with all legal forma- 
lities ; and the funds for their support pro- 
vided partly from the tents of thoae lands 
which wen intended to surronnd the 
manufaoturing vill^ ; whloh lands, it was 
believed, must rapidly Increase in value. 

"And now," said the Countess, laying 
down her pen, " I do confess fatigue, for 
which the remedy shall be a soothing drive 
in the twil^ht to witness the rejoioinga in 
my honour in Stoke-Delamere. I am bound 
to return the virit* pdd me this morning. 
Where are our children f And the little 



der mother, and kept constantly with her, 
and the boy, now at home from, school, at- 
tended her to enjoy the spectacle of the 
night, as they had done that of the morning. 
The first rocket ot the fireworks, whloh 
were to render the natal day of Blanche, 
Connteee of Delamere, brilliant and Ultw- 



trioos over all the snrronnding country, 
announced the arrival of her landan in the 
little antique town ; and loud were tho 
huuaa and hearty and heart-felt the cheers. 
It was with tome difficulty that Dr. Leigh- 
ton was able to prevent the young men and 
lads from nnhameidng the horses and tak- 
ing their places themselves ; and only his 
positive Bsauranoa that the Countess would 
be frightened, angered, and disgusted by 
such an ftttsmpt, prevented the degrading 
proceeding. 

Among the most active of the volunteer 
beasts of draught was the husband of Phisbe 
Waterton, who, now that his wife's patroness 
had ocms to her kingdom, was convinced 
that his fortnns waa made, and hnziaed 
accordingly. The son of old Jaeob Oood- 
ridge, keeper of the Buckshound gate, would 
be tnmed out at once, to make way for him. 
It went to the heart of the heiress, on this 
day of power and rejoicing, to deny the 
faumUe petition of her old friend and play- 
mate; yet, even nnder the menace that 
Phoebe would be harshly treated or beaten 
by her disappointed and angry lord, she 
resisted importunity to perform a deed of 
injustioe, which would have made fifty dis- 
contented, and one ungrateful ; and thus she 
aJlayed the murmurs of the maidens and 
gammers of the Goodridge faction, who had 
whispered that " a f^r face, though faded, 
and an oily tongue, went farther with 
great folks than good will and faithful 

" 1 shall never be popular," s^d Blanche 
to her Mends, as they drove from the town, 
Immediately after she had dismissed, with 
something like severity, the second petition 
urged upon her by the tearful Phcebe. 
" When I consider the many preposterous, 
unreasonable, and Impossible petitions and 
requests that have been made to me from 
my earliest childhood, and which pour in 
upon me now, I could pity a harassed states- 
man in office. I must be content to be 
imagined hard and cold, though it wounds 
me, that I may deal impartial justice to all, 
and be understood and loved by few — how 
few ! One by one, all will forsake me ; and 
I shall be alone — alone!" 

Her tremulous, deaponding tone, and low- 
breathed slgli, revealed the depth of the 
sentiment which these few words embodied. 
The Q,naker matron looked at her lady, as 
If tenderly deprecating and pitying, while 
she chided this desponding spirit ; and the 
Bbmig emotion of the young physician, over- 
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coming his habitnal self-command, was 
betrayed by an involuntary expanding of 
his arms, while the mute eloquence of paa- 
sion, in his kindling eye and animated 
gesture, seemed to say, — " Come to thU 
heart and be cherished — come, if its life- 
long devotion may suffice thee." 

The full import of the slight involuntary 
movement on both sides, as Blanche, for an 
instant, seemed to bend towards her lover, 
as if abont to throw herself into his opening 
arms, and to shed her grateful and raptu- 
rous t«aTS on his bosom, was mutnally 
understood ; and to hei heart, this self- 
betrayal of one usually so provokingly 
guarded and sage, so inflexible in purpose, 
was a triumph and a solace. A thrill of 
delight shot through her vfhole frame, to 
the exalting thought — ''Although he so 
often imagines I may never be his, although 
thus ever-guarded, he loves me — yes! he 
loves me ! and I am happy 1" 

The twilight of the lovely evening had 
reached that point when, about midsummer- 
tide in England, twilight seems to kindle 
and brighten after the setting of the sun, 
and to shine with a splendour that seems all 
its own, unborrowed of the departed lumi- 
nary. 

" How balmy and refreshing is the air to- 
night. What a luxury only t« live and 
breathe this sweet air," said Blanche, after 
a long pause. " I do confess sometliing like 
collapse of spirits after the varied excite- 
ments of this day, and can fancy no restora- 
tive equal to a stroll home through the 
woods, and coffee under the beech trees — 
with the dearest friends of my childhood 

" Command your slaves," said old Dr. 
Uayley, gallantly. " Coffee shall appear 
at the touch of my fairy wand ; and my 
friend Frederick will give you his arm 
through the shrubberies. That is a felicity 
and honour which a small twinge of my old 
enemy prevents me from dii^nting with him 
to-night." 

The Countess had alighted, and the last 
gleam of her white dress, as she disappeared 
among the trees, leaning on the arm of Leigh- 
ton, enabled the Doctor to remark to Mrs. 
Simpson, with impunity, — " Our Countess is 
at last her own mistress, SLiid how deserving 
of every happiness. I do not, ma'am, affect 
ignorance of the state of her aJTections — but 
Grimshaw and the heir-at-law — would they 
commence their schemes again? What do 
yon think, ma'am 1 I wish I could make 



Dr. Leighton a prince to-night for her 

« Wonld she value or like him more 1" 
remarked bis companion, quietly. 

" The poor, dear child, I could lay dovra 
my life to give her happiness ; bnt another 
conspiracy, and no one to support her this 
time V He shook his head. " But, come, 
let us make her as happy as we can, ma'am ; 
let us get supper arranged under the trees. 
Dr. Leighton leaves us to-morrow morning, 
I believe. Come to-day, gone to-morrow — 
he is unkind to his friends." 

The good Doctor really liked Leighton, 
and was not very insincere, though he at this 
time certainly wished the young man well 
away and on the high seas ; but no shadow 
of inuncerity fonnd favour with the single 
mind of the Q,uakeTCSs, however innocent or 
speciously veiled it might be by kind motives, 
or so-called politeness. She drily answered — 

" Frederick goes to-morrow, or haply this 
night. He will embark for the West Indies 
on Friday. He is pledged to see the eman- 
cipation experiment which he heartily ap- 
proved, fiUrly made. He will remain for the 
approachii^ cane-harveet, and probably the 

"I hope it may answer," returned tlie 
Doctor, in a doubtful tone, "for the sake of 
our Countess, whose kind heart was set upon 
the thing." 

" For the sake of humanity, of justice, I 
pray it may — and for her sake also." 

They drove on in rilence, much less eni- 
barrasdng than that which was as solemnly 
kept on the wood-paths threaded by the 

" I fear you have suffered much from tlie 
great exertions of this day," was the whisper 
which at last fell on the ear of Blanche, as 
she silently seated herself on a rustic bench, 
to rest for a few moments, after ascending a 
winding steep. 

"I shall have abundant leisure to recover 
from fatigue,"— and she proceeded in a more 
impassioned tone, — "Oh, Frederick! when 
you know that these are the last hours, the 
very last, we may ever spend together — the 
last momenta that we may freely talk to each 
other- — that I have to endure the anguish of 
seeing you depart to the perils of the sea, of 
climate, of all that may intervene, ere our 
far-distant meeting, if indeed we shall ever 
meet again — can you talk to me of petsonal 

" Should I try to keep alive that anguish, 
dearest Blanche ? Yet I confess I should b« 
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wretched to see you perfectly easy under this 

long and most painful sepamtioD. Am I 

gelfishr' 

" Not more than I would have you," she 
replied, now faintly emiling. " But sit down 
by niB. I could forgive a little more of this 
kind of Beltiahnesa, Fred. A little less philo- 
sophy, and even more suffering at our eepara- 
tion than yon are likely to display, whatever 

yon may feel. Oh, I am myself very 

selfish ia this sort. I can conceive no true 
and strong afiection without it I remember 
when I was wont to be delighted to see you 
a little miserable under my caprices. That 
is past — yet, to say truth, I do not dedre to 
be very reasonable to-night. I wish you to 
sn^r. . . And I shall find dme enough 
to be rested, and to be rational, in Four long 
years. Four years! how shall I endure 

" Are they nothing to me V was said in a 
tone of tender reproach. 

" Forgive me, Frederick, if I indulge to- 
night in the luxury of complaining. While 
you are by my side, what is repining but 
another form of happiness? But, oh, the 
cold, dark, heavy days to which I look for- 
ward—the nnappeasable anguiah of the 
aching and yearning heart — to be endured 
in silence ere we meet again — if we shall 
ever meet : — and unchanged ? How my 
heart sickens and misgives me at times. So 
large a portion of life given away a sacrifice 
to the world, to pride — a sacrifice which 
never will propitiate the spirit that tyrannizes 
over us, and imposes bonds which our 
Heavenly Father never laid upon the crea- 
tures whom he haa made to love and to be 
blessed." She was now weeping without an 
effort at control. 

"Tempt me not too far," replied the 
sootlung lover, "lest I too, in turn, become 
the tempter. Can I thrust from me the 
nearest prospect of bliss 7 Shall we risk all 
— brave ain We have been prepared for 
worse. Say, dearest, shall we give up our 
plane, and part no more ? How easy it were 
to-night, inflexible as you upbraid me willi 
being, to overset my firmest resolutions. 

And should our dearest hopes 

ever be realized — however distant the time — 
yon must still be prepared for matyf saying 
that I have been aspiring, sordid, and worldly- 
minded. I make up my mind to this sort of 
censure — content with having done all that 
honour and manhood require of me to vindi- 
cate your choice." 
" Oh, more ! far more Frederick !— nnkind 



as you have sometimes seemed to me ; yet, 
for that very repelling unkindness, I only 
loved and honoured you the more. It was 
the true fruit of your generous and delicate 
feelings for one whose best claim to your 
regard was, comprehending your noble cha- 
racter, and loving you for yourself. And 
surely mankind are not all ungenerous ; 
your motives will come out, clear as your 
truth and your love." 

"While you believe so, dearest — having 
done all that we can to propitiate the just 
opinion of society — I shall be indifferent in 
my own regard. Nor, philosopher as you 
csil me, am I able to wish yon less noble, 
less beautifnl, leas rich. The accidents of 
wealth and title — while the world continues 
to see them dispensed in such unequal mea- 
sure — well befit my own Lady Blanche, who 
boasts yet higher nobility — well befit my 
premised wife ;" and he clasped her towards 
him. " My soul's comfort and stay in every 
stage of OUT blended existence — for Time and 
for Eternity ! " 

" I am better able to part with you now, 
Frederick," sighed Blanche, as she withdrew 
from the embrace in which she had gently 
sobbed away her rapturons emotions. 

" Thank you, for speaking so to me. We 
have lived in love — such as few can under- 
stand — hut how seldom have we spoken ita 
language ; and yet, now, I think I am less 
able t« let you go. Oil, I am as fickle as the 
wind to-night — yet, in spirit so much 
lightened. Oh, heavens l the exulting and 
abounding joy that this one interview, these 
few words exclianged between us to-night, 
would have given me but one short year 
since — and I dare still repine J " 

" Our love has indeed stood fierce storms 



but, you — will yoa never repent — never 
regret — never look hack! " 

" Nay, Frederick," she interrupted quickly, 
" / have a right to he offended now. I do 
not, with all my faults, deserve this. The 
qualities are intrinsic, not accidental, which 
can ever change my feelings to any living 
thing, were it but to a dumb brut^ that I 
had once loved. . . . How long have 
we known each other, now 1 " 

" Is your memory so fttui, or so indifferent 7 
It is now exactly ten yean since I, a bashful 
boy, saw the little I^y Blanche, sitting, d 
la Turque, in the window of that small 
parlour in the old laundry, reading the 
' Pilgrim's Pngrese.' I should hare dreamed 
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of you ever after u » Peri — 
n Oriantal faiiy-Ule, aare for that dau, old, 
quaint book." 

" f Tcmember it kll now, though IflM dis- 
tinctly than many otbu timei; — aa that 
bornii^ and yonr broken snn. I wo* not 
in loTe with yon till that night — not quite," 
and ahe Hmiled. "Then my tendersat f«el~ 
: were excited by your aooideut. We are 
kind creatures, we poor women, Frad. Wa 
will never make great mathematicians, I 
auppoae ; nor, they aay, write tragedies ox 
epic poenu, like yon men — bnt a much eader 
procese might raiae va into ministering nngela 
than would be Teqoiicd with many of you of 
the nobler aex. ... I should be sure 



"By what new token, dear Blanehe) I 
fancied I had exhauated them aU." 

" That yonr thought* cany forth my 
image — the idea of our bieeaad and blendad 
eodstence, into Etaniity," aha aald, in a very 
low and solemn voice. " Oil, this is true, 
this is exall«d love." 

" It ia t^ns I hara oyer felt, then— even in 
childhood — for my tortla dovea, which I 
would have been unhappy not to take to 
heaven with um— how mudi more for you, 
that sacred, that mdeatractible love, 

■ vhick BTer kuuth, 

Whick am* bom kisvaa, to hwtsB nlanatb.' 

Conrag*, dear lady ! It will exalt and aus- 
' I our souls to endure thia long probation. 
Like the yonthfol patriarch, my years of 
bondage ahall seem but as a day. Wera 
they spent beneath your syes-- cheered by 
your smiles, soothed, ohanued ky your sym- 
pathy — as a rapturons day. . . I most 
not let my thoughts dwell on this, but on 
the blesnnge I can only win by deserving 
them — And yon, my own Blanche? — " 
**I shall strive to follow your example. 
uu not insen^ble to the many, mmof great 
privileges of my lot ; t» the far greater 
blessings I posaass and h<^ for. What 
woman's loving pride — what woman's nn- 
bonnded faith in man, can be equal to that 
which I feel, and am justified in feeling? 
Foi^ve my querolonsness and seeming want 
of fortitude ; and do not grudge the relief of 
weeping with you, to one who must so often 
weep alone. I do not shrink trara our reso- 
lution — yet sul^ me to leplse a Httb, were 
it but for Ae dear delight of finding yonr 
strength taxed to sustain my weakness. I 
have told you that I am not always quite 
ratJonal in my deeper feebnge ; and, to say 



truth, I do not dedra to b« so. It is enough 
that the burden shall be vnshrinkingly 
borne — we may surely adjust the load so as 
to fit the book." 

Bnch desultory talk, with many a pause, 
many a broken whisper, fond interrogatory, 
and soothing promise, brought the lovers 
within sight of the noble beech trees on the 
lawn in front of the Abbey ; under which, 
by the prompt orders of their friend^ the 
servants had already aet out a table with 
refreshments— fiiiit and wine. 

*' How like a glow-worm, seen through the 
foliage, is the lamp on whkh the coffee is 
dmiuering," said Blanche, 

"And how grandly and proudly the noble 
old house looks out from the ancestral woods 
in the twilight, as if it carried its head the 
higher to-day, because the I«dy Blanche is 
every inch its mistress." 

" l%ae remans a prouder day for it and 
for hei — that on which she can tell it to hold 
its head higher still, for a noble master ; or — 
bid it farewell for erer, and follow him to as 
happy although a mudi humbler home." 

A long and silent embrace wsa the seal of 
this parting covenant, and unbroken edlenee 
brought them to thur waiting friends. If 
anll^ring from their approaching aeparation, 
the young pair were yet too happy in their 
own feelings, not to fsel with kindness and 
compUceney for all things around them, 
animate and inanimate. 

Tkt De t uMuai e at, 

ApTxa having aolenuJy, if silently, ^ven 
her trotii-pUght, Blanche and bei lover joined 
their waiting friends, under the magnifloent 
gnarcban beechs^ in front of Holy Cross. 

It was Blanch* who first eonrageously 
spoke, " Itr. Lug^ton leaves us to-morrow. 
Dr. Hayley. Having advised or approved 
my itrctig measure about the poor vegroea, 
he goes to ensure ite success by hi* personal 
superin tendence." 

" So soon f replied the good Doctor. 

" Ay, make much of me to-night, ladies," 
aald Lei^ton with guety smnewhat forced ; 
"you may not see me for three years again. 
I have long wished to viiit the United States; 
from thence I can easily procure a vessel for 
the Mediterranean, sad realise a boy's classic 
dreams, by vinting Oreece. I may ev^ 
periiaps, be tempted to carry yonr nnited 
lovea to our old friend Hassan, nndar his 
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" We gentlsmea, who live lA home at ease, 
may be tempted to envy yoD the power of 
doing good and Acqniiing libeiml knowledge," 
leplied the Doctor. " The ayBtem of a 
gentlemut'a «diic»tioa is greatly expanded 
once I was a yonng mut, and plaoed my 
highest pride in being appended to a noble 
lady's girdle." 

" The ladies do not seem to oovet go awk- 
ward an appendage as myself, or I also might 
be but too proud. The Countess, however 
my vanity may be mortified by the pieference, 
has, I fear, tlw good taote to chooee you." 

" Indeed you must never kave ne agtia," 
said Blanche, addraaslng her old fiiend ; "and 
I shall never be quite sun of you, till you 
fairly give np your living. You flatteringly 
tall m« how liappy I make yon, and now that 
I am emancipated, your protection is more 
necessary to me than ever, were it but to 
put the proper faoe of decorum upon my 
maiden court." 

"You are but too good to me — too kind, 
dearest lady," replied the old man, melted to 
tears. " Need I say that my home of forty 
years has Iwcome dearer to me than ever." 

" Then we never part I " said Blanche, 
extending her hand to ntity the covenant. 
The old man raised the &ir hand to his lips 
with affectionate and graceful coorlssy. Uia 
former petulant pupil also seemed deeply 
touched. 

" And that I may deserve yonr oounte- 
nanoe," she said, when she had recovered 
composure, " I promise to be the most 
decorous, dignified, and pretty-behaved peer- 
ess of my years, in this well-ordered realm — 
tliat is, in my publio capacity. At A<i«a, 
among ourselvce, with the children, and such 
worthy and intelligent people as will be 
sodal witJi us, I may be privileged to be as 
foolish as I list ;— and we shall be so happy, 
and, I am sore, so attached, though the 
world should Dtil OS a homdram family. 
Nor shall we be so very humdrum. Many 
of life's best pleasures He around ns for the 
gathering, and we will taste them with relish 
and cheerful thankfulness. The world may 
not quite understand us, but it shall be 
compelled to respect, and, perhaps, in time, 
to love us. By the time I have reached the 
mature age of twenty-five, it will perhaps 
admit tiirt BO sober-minded and well-con- 
ductad a personage has a right to judge for 
herself in what mainly ooncems her own 
happiness ; it may not, in short, l>e longer 
able to withold its consent"— and she hesi- 
tated—" to my marriage with Frederick. 



Give us youra now. Doctor, with yooi ble«^ 
ing!" 

The good DocLw was taken by iurpriss, 
and fairly overcome. The consent he had 
no right to give or to withhold, and the fervent 
blessing, were the spontaneous impulse of 
his warmest feelings, as he olaspad the united 
liands presented to him. 

"And now," said Blanche, miling and 
drying her eyes, "all is as It should be — 
there are no secrets, no mysteries in our little 
household, and we sltall be all the happier 
for Hut ourselves, — strangera have no busi- 
ness with oar afiUis or projects." The 
ladies withdrew to the house, and Lttghton 
soon followed them, Reaving the Doctor to 
recover himself. 

A thousand last words were still to be 
spoken — and a thousand remindings ot 
arrangements fov constant oorretpondenoe — 
and ten thousand fond entreadss and ooonaels 
to be given to a medical man about tha care 
of his own health : and that scheme was to 
be absolutely negatived which precluded an 
intermediate visit to England before Leighton 
went to Greece. Even his sags aunt re- 
marked that he was Imund first to r«tnm 
and give on account of iiis stewardship. 

"Hetum only to be banished again? I 
am not equal to continually renewed torture." 
"Nay, remember," said Blanohs, gravely, 
"that this lies in your own choice. If I 
have sometimes almost spit in the world's 
face, to express my soom of some of its 
base ways, I am surely equal to setting 
myself above its tyrannical opinion, in so 
solemn a matUr as this. It would punish 
me for being a woman 1 Were I a young, 
independent nobleman, falling in love and 
marrying a phyucian'a ptet^ daughter, I 
would in time be forgiven by the ladies, 
and the gentlemen would at once applaud 
me — if she were very pretty. . . . How 
idly I talk f Good-ni^t, then, 6>osii^*^ /" 
"Kay, aunt — nay, my own Blanche — 
stay but a moment ! — Yon shall not take 
her from me yet," and, while the old lady, 
smiling gently, retired, he led back the Lady 
Blanche, softly repeating — 

" ' Good nigbt 1 Ab, no, tb* Di|ht ii ill 

That MTtrt dwH it ibould oaiM; 

Let u bat ba togelber HiU, 

ThaniriUitb* — GooQ Kioht !' 

For how many solitary days and nights, 
in my exile, will those words, which your 
'Good-night' has recalled, ring in my eamt 
But now it must be Good-ni^t, indeed." 
"Our God be ever with yon to Mess you. 
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dear Leighton '..... Oh, remember 
all that you are to me — that I have of this 
world's ties, of supreme good, but yon alone 1 " 

Though Leighton, it had been agreed, was 
to go off without further leave-takiug, the 
young CoDDtess felt deep chagrin, aod some- 
thing like momentary displeasure, to find 
next morning that he had been able to obey 
her own command. 

" He might have let im see him for one 
moment," she sud ; " I could be snpersti- 
tious about it. Do yon remember Clara's 
feeling about St. Preux's dream of Julia and 
theveil? andyoacanBmiIe,my friend. Well, 
fortumilely, I must go down to those busineaa 
people— and then recNve those visiC«i's. Well, 
well, the longest day comes to an end," 

On this long day Sir Jervis Yates had the 
honour of attending the ladies of Fanfaronade 
Park, on their congratulatory vieit to Holy 
Cross, to arrange tibout the hall he meditate] 
in honour of its miettess coming of sge. 
She was found looking remarkably well, in 
high spirits, and dreesed with more splendour 
and care tliau was her wont ; and also 
exceedingly obliging and gi'Bcious. She 
accepted a verbal invitation to n quiet dinner, 
in the next week, for herself and Dr. Hayley. 
The invitation had, from policy, been ex- 
tended to " the ci-devaiit laundress," lier 
" Maintenott," as her friend was sarcastically 
called by the Fanfaronade family, but declined 
by that judicious person, who quietly put 
an end to a mutnal embariassment, by simply 
stating that she never visited save among her 
own friends. 

" And may we not hope to be included in 
that favoured number 1 " said Lady Blande, 
in lier most insinuating voice, though with 
the gentlest possible sneer. 

The rebuke of the Quakeress was, quietly 
going on with her muslin-hemming, as if 
nothing had been said. It was a sensible 
arrangement of the old woman, tliey agreed, 
unce the Countess was so very absurd as to 
place her so nearly on a level with her own 
society, though, indeed, slie was rarely or 
ever met in the reception rooms. 

Not was this all the good luck of the 
morning. Dr. Letghton, it was understood, 
had departed, and was immediately to sail 
for the West Indies. 

" It must, therefore, have been all nonsense, 
that has I>een wliispei'ed on that score," Sir 
Jetvis said ; or else Blanche had oome to 
her senses, and retreated in time, and it was 
of little consequence which ; while Lady 
Blande whispered a request to eee "her little 



" Pardon jne," returned her hostess, red- 
dening ; " I cannot expose little Eleanor to 
such a trial. She remembers her mother ; 
she is a child of great natural sensibility — 
another time she may be prepared to see 
you : " and no more was s^d. The party 
joined Dr. Hayley at luncheon, and beai^ 
him enlightening Sir Jervis upon the young 
Countess's plans. 

" Her ladyship sete off for Ireland in a 
month, and tempte me to accompany her ; 
she will, if we find the residence as ^reeable 
and quiet as she anticipates, remain there 
till IbU in October. We ai'e to be gieat 
schoolmasters and agriculturists. After 
spending Christmsa at Holy Cross, the 
CouDt«ss proposes to take her first season in 
London." 



"I admire your good taste, my dear Coun- 
tess^ in i«-furnishing Delamete House, antique 
as it is, in the good old square," said Lady 
Blande. "And that charming villa — the 
ambassador's lease of it b expired, I be- 

" It is my own now," sud Blanche, " and 
I must, I fancy, be so extravagant as to 
keep It. It will be, if not impossible — since 
toiling thousands do it continually — yet dire 
puni^uient to my friends and myself to live 
in London, in the sweet spring, and sweeter 
early summer ; but I hope we shall contrive 
somehow not altogether to misuse our privi- 
leges and indulgences." 

It was not until after Easter, that the 
young Countess and her venerable establish- 
ment went to London. The widow of a late 
Governor-General of India — a distant cousin 
of the Delameres, a woman of high con- 
nexions, and universally respected, though 
far from being rich — condescended to pa- 
tronise the heliess, and to live with her in 
town. Dr. Hayley also formed part of the 
town establishment, while the QpUakeress 
lived wholly at the villa, where the Doctor 
also had an apartment. The Fanfaronades 
disliked the new arrangement, and endea- 
voured to impress tlie heiress with the appre- 
hension, that, in her aristocratic chaperone, 
she would take a bore and a selfish tyrant 
into her family ; but Blanche, always a 
decided person, had not become less so unce 
she had reflected upon her changed position 
and felt her own consequence. She therefore 
took her own way ; mingled moderately in 
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fashionable Bociety; went twica to Court, 
and sometimes to Charch, and sometimes to 
Meeting ; — rejected, or, more properlj', 
delicately distanced sdmirera and proposals ; 
and made the duty of her chaperone almost 
a sinecore, by plainly stating to her that she 
would not marry until she was twenty-five, 
and tliat her si^tionB were already engaged. 
Save that she acted upon all occauons with 
the independence and decision of a married 
woman, or of one for beyond her in years, 
little fault could be found with her conduct ; 
and if not popular in her first season, neither 
was she condemned ; while it was found 
impossible to fasten a ridicuie, whether in 
dress, i^Uy or behaviour upon a person whose 
natural dignity and courtesy, and perfect 
simplicity of manner, bafBed the most 
dexterous of the fashionable wits, gossips, 
and qoizzers. 

Even the nice, cheerful-looking, silver- 
haired matron often seen in the carriage 
with her, was now dressed with simple 
el^ance, in rich, though mild-<oloured silken 
garments, not of the very stiffeat Quaker cut. 
She was, to be sure, rather a Hannah- 
Moreish looking person, but not objectionable 
as an old governess. And the arislocratic 
dowager, who, if poor in purse, was a woman 
of high spirit, if she began the connexion — 
to which her poverty and not her will con- 
sented — with an inward feeling of mortifica' 
tion, prolonged her residence under the roof of 
the orphan heiress from genuine attachment. 

The mystery .of season after season passing 
away and the Countess remaining single was 
none to her. The secret had been frankly 
intrusted toherhonour. She did not approve, 
hut she would not betray ; and, as their 
intimacy ripened into sincere friendship, 
Blanche would playfnlly say — 

" You must see Frederick ere yon condemn 
me for falling in love at ten years of age, and 
deliberately confirming my choice at twenty." 

The dowager had learned the history of 
their connexion, and sometimes she heard read 
part of the contenia of those letters which 
formed so much of the happiness of her 
young friend ; on which, indeed, her soul 
seemed to hang, and to sink when they 
failed to appear. 

The maiden condition of Blanche was 
accounted tot in various ways. There was, 
according to some excellent authorities, dis- 
appointment in consequence of the romantic 
attachment in girlhood, of a very romantic 
girl, to one in inferior station. Others 
whispered of a compromise with the next 



heir, who had agreed, on obtaining an im- 
mense annuity, not to disturb the actual 
holder of the honours and estates about the 
flaws in her titles, provided she remained 
unmarried. The Fanfaronade family did 
not discour^ such reports. True, she 
continued inexorable towards Mr. Devereux, 
but she was indifierent to any other admirer; 
and thus hope was not entirely shut out. 

" We must wait till she get alarmed at 
being an old maid," said the politic Lady 
BUnde. 

That the young Countess lived in compa- 
rative retirement, and in a style below her 
imagined circnmstances, was imputed to 
various causes. She was known to have 
devoted a considerable share of her income 
to the improvement of her Irish colony, and 
to objects of public utility and benevolence ; 
and when tempted to what seemed very 
trifling and not wholly unnecessary ex- 
penses, she would thus laughingly parry the 

" Can't afford another white bonnet, though 
of the most exquisite Parisian shape, this 
summer ; this one is qnite clean. Think 
what a pretty chest of drawers the cabinet' 
maker in my village of Ballyperi could give 
me for this sum, (so trifling to Madame,) for 
one of my tidy Judys. It would purchase 
such a quantity of prize-books for my 
school i Why, four charming cuckoo clocks 
— heir-looms among my tenants— -could be 
got for this. No, I can't aflord the bonnet. 
Thank you, dear friend, for having so early 
instructed my tastes and feelings in the true 
value of money to myself and others. How 
much of the science of happiness may lie in 
the knowledge which teaciies the proper 
application of the first rules of arithmetic. 
To that homely science, together with the 
perception of Uie truly beautiful, as dis- 
tinguished from the expensive and conven- 
tionally beautiful, how much of the daily 
enjoyment of my life has been owing, with 
nearly the whole power which I possess, even 
with my ample fortnne, of doing some little 
good to my fellow-creatures!" 

Blanche sat with her matronly friend and 
her noble chaperone, Lady Vesey, and one 
or two ladies, over their small but elegant 
dessert, when the new bonnet had been 
started, apropos to a public breakfast which 
was about to be given by a noble bachelor, 
who had been very long young, where the 
unmarried ladies were to appear in a kind 
of uniform, which had led to the conversa- 
tion on toilet economics. 
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" Is it not the duty of personi of fortune 
and condition to encourage elegant manufao' 
lures and ingenious induBtryieipecially ladies, 
in deserving peraoni of their own sex 1 la It 
not a sort of charity to purchase and use fine 
lace and embroidery?" said Lady Veaey. 

" PertiapB — a tori it may ; many amiable 
women, at least, consider it ao ; and it is 
charily even to palliate the distres* of the 
poor lace-makers and embroideresees, until 
their distres* is done away by society learn- 
ing to do jiiaiee to all its members. Vhese 
are deep, difficult subjects. But I am so far 
from thinking myself cAorAaibforpurchadng 
lace and embroidery, that I have trembled to 
think of the price in health, and in useful 
leisure, pleasure, seasons of mental improve- 
ment to some young sister woman or her 
babes, that my veil, or the trimming of my 
pocket handkerchief, may have cost; luxuries 
which, idle that I am ] those pale emaoiated 
creatures fabricate — labouring fifteen hours 
a-day, and stealing time from necessary sleep 
to perform their domestic duties — while I 
shall be pronounced daritaik for bringing 
them to me with a wish." 

" 1 strive to put such thoughts far from 
me ; and, fortunately, in the meanwhile, 
there are enow of persons in the great — I 
mean in the rich world — to encoornge the 
pretty arts of millinery and jewellery, though 
my taste in luxury takes another direction. 
To say truth, so far as concerns mere per- 
sonal tastes, I hare little to give up. I feel 
very little difference between my ornaments 
and those of the simple maiden, who has the 
better taste to decorate herself, and shed 
an atmosphere of perfume around her, with 
fresh fiowera. The whole to me seems 
resolvable into what pamphleteers call * Tie 
Bullion Qmition' — hoarded wealth — fined 
capital — which men ezliibit on the persons 
of their wives and daughters, or their prin- 
cipal slaves, as it may be. The custom of 
loading the person with ornaments seems to 
me so esaenti&Uy barbarous, that I wonder. 
Lady Vosey, what my jewels would bring? 
The money could be turned to so ranch 
better account. Yes, yes '. depend on it, our 
trinkets will speedily fallow the gold-lace 
and bag-wigs of our lords. I speculate upon 
all the jeweU of civilized Europe (that are 
left nnstolen) being speedily absorbed by 
the Americans and Russians, to be made 
over in time to the Esquimaux, provided that 
nation be ingenious enough io find any trifling 
exchangeable commodity, with which to buy 
the baubles. There is some real value in 



trinkets ; — like the demte for guns and 
pistols, they may stimulate the industry of 
savages, and so help to eiTilice them." 

The Lady Blanobe spoke rapidly, as if 
embarrassed, and, m«aawhlle, fixed a steady 
gaze on her cbaperone. 

" I have bean dttiying ctoutly every where 
that yoQ mean to sell your jewels, Coonteas." 

" Thank you ; but it won't longer deny. 
I have told it myself, hoping to raise my 
market. I require all the money wUoh the 
ornaments will bring from the very best 
bidders." 

Lady Vesoy looked distnrbed. Sht hem- 
med and sud— 

" So many oommaroial people, and even 
Jeweaaes, now wear diamonds, that, no 
doubt, their value to persons of condition is 
greatly deprei^ted ; yet valuable fmmfy 
Jewels have always been one distinction of 
persona of rank," she added emphatically. 
"Their age and history, no doubt, greatly 
enhance their valne to their hereditary 
possessors. I have a clumsy, little, antique 
seal-ring, which belonged to our common 
ancestor, Hubert, seventh Baron of Dela- 
mere, whloh I certainly Ttdne at twenty 
times its intrindc worth." 

" Oh, no I depend opon it, your valne 
la no more to you than Its intMnaic worth. 
Though, somehow, I disregard the mere 
ornament, don't imagine I undervalue the 
toieit, the ismbol, the heirloom, if you will. 
Yet I sadly fear this religion of sentiment 
is very apt, in our own sex, at any rate, 
to degenerate into superstition ; that the 
mere symbol beoomea tiie wor^pped idol. 
I love the sentiment, the memorial, the 
tokui, but yet dread and despise the vanity 
and avarice generated by the passion for 
these pretty toys." 

" Remember the tnrquoise ring and the 
silver shrine," said the Quakeress, looking 
up from paring her pippin, with the quiet 
archness of manner which often gave point 
and drollery to her rimpleat loeonlnns. 

"I do; and am charitable 1" returned 
Blanche, bluriiing and smiting, while hsr 
eyes glowed with pleasurable recollections. 
" The turquoise — I believe it Is a bit of blue 
glass, after all — but Frederick I^e^hton, 
when a boy, brought It to me at the laundry 
from Stoke - Delamere Fair ; the * silver 
shrine' — it is tiie covering I procored with 
my first pocket-money, for mat old oak- 
bound Bible, derived to mo through my 
Puritan grandsires. It has, as I find by my 
grandfather's papein, anch a history, that 
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poor homely loine ! To me It is hallowed 
by to many tender, lo many lofty and 
solemn associations — deep as the firtt heav' 
logs of the Proteatant BeformaUon— aleiat- 
ing as every the poorest emblem must be, 
of the unoonquerable martyr-ipirit, the un- 
quenchable love of truth and fi«edom, which 
burned in the magnanimoua breast of its 
first poSMSBor — that homble Cheshire yeo- 
man, of whom I feel more proud than if he 
had been deooended of the flower of Norman 
chivalry." 

Blanche felt that ehe had said far too 
mach, and spoken ont of season ; and she 
snS^red a ohUl and recoil of spirit. Excel- 
lent, or rather retptetaHe person aa Lady 
Vesey was, it was not ftom her she could 
expect sympathy in snch enthusiaatio feel- 
ing 9ie rose from table, saying, in a 
Ughler if not a gay tone — 

** I find how difficult It is iu this affur 
of gems and shrines, to retain the pure Pro- 
testantism of the spirit — should I say the 
Quakerisml Howone's best feelings imper- 
ceptibly blend with one's most pitiable weak- 
nesses I I had no sooner gotten an idol than 
I most have a shrine for it, as my friend 
says ; but now, lest the pnie sentiment 
whictk the heart attachea to famUy memo- 
rials and tokens of afiection, should degene- 
rate with me into woman's paltry love of 
personal ornaments, and also for other good 
reasons, I am determined to get rid of my 
jewels. Besides, I need the money." 

" To maintain your orphan family, your 
modem St. Cyr, aa your satirical friend, 
Lady Blande, terms the eetablishment at the 
villa." 

** I am obliged to Lady Blande for giving 
my little household so fine a name. Do not 
yon, Lady Vesey, think, that if I am able 
to provide the means of educating those 
twelve orphan girls aright, my trinkets — tha 
loss of wUoh Is really no personal sacrifiofr— 
which, on the contrary, are a plagne and 
anxiety to me and to every body — will not 
be worth considering T My friend, at an 
age which requires indulgence, gives up her 
time, devotes her whole energies to our 

"I trust the results may be as satisfactory 
as the motives for the undertaking are pure," 
returned the lady, evasively, and rather 
drily. " But /ooiii^ jewels — there am ques- 
tions of transmisMon involved. Should your 
ladyship marry, and have a son, for which, 
as a true Delamere, I am bound to pray 
Heaven, the jewels — at your pleasure no 



doubt — might naturally be regarded as part 
of the fitting parapfaeniatiB of his bride ; 
or be divided, in part, among yonr daugh- 

""Tis a far cry to Lochawe,' aa our 
oourins, the Campbells, say. Lady Vesey," 
returned Blanche, laughingly ; "and I hope 
my sons and daaghtcrs may have some of 
their mamma's tastes in matters of mere 
luxury and decoration. But, though not 
convinced that I have not a perfect right to 
use my own discretion, I shall certainly not 
purloin the property of my heirs and suc- 
cessors. Much good may it do them, to 
peruse the inventory of thdr necklaces, rings, 
bracelets, spoons, buckles, and dishea 'with 
a cover.' Save the spoons which I and my 
friends eat with, I am sore I have had no 
other good from those heaps of tigelat things, 
Bocumulated at our dlfierent supernumerary 
mansions. I have, indeed, experienced a 
swell of pride in looking on my woods and 
streams, but I am immovable towards my 
plate chests." 

" Gold plate is not to be laughed at," said 
Lady Vesey. « Old fimify pkte," more 
emphatically, 

"Certainly not — nor fbr that matter 
sUver-gilt ; and I am so much of the silver- 
fork school myself that I wish every body 
in the world had ^ver in place of iron and 
horn to eat their food with — 'tis so much 
cleaner and nicer." 

" You lore luxury after all, Countess t " 

"Warmly — I love it, where It ministers 
to the cleanliness, the refinement, nay, to 
the real grace and ornament of tife — so 
warmly, that I wish all mankind to share 
in what I love. But my homely Quaker 
arithmetic taught me to priae, first, things 
necessary ; and my Bible bids me love my 
neighbour as myself, and do to others as I 
would have them do unto me. Now, were 
I In the plaoe of one of the pretty young 
wives of my poor Irish tenants, I am certain 
I could never think it right, that an idle 
young woman, like myself, should be squan- 
dering those fruits of Judy's husband's labour 
which her husband pays in rack-rent, upon 
useless and cumbrous ornaments, while the 
cabin was without beds, chairs, pewter spoons, 
and platteia. But, aa I have told you, I 
follow and gratify my own tastes ; I grant 
by what is fhncled an unusual mode of 
expenditure, although I did not conuder it, 
in my peculiar circumstances, a duty. — No, 
Lady Yesey, the r^alia of Great Britain, 
did it adorn my person, would but humble 
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' me the more, were those whom s vicious social 

; Btote have made my impoveriabed depeudonta, 

' left ID squalid poverty, while I Uviah what is 

I theirs — the fruits of their industry. I pre- 

i scribe to no one ; but, with my Bible lights, I 

' am hound to a cei-tain distribution of my in- 

I come, and to a certain present and prospective 

i management of my property. My St. Cy r, as 

it seems my friends call it, shall not be allowed 

to interfere witii these first duties ; but it will 

absorb all my personal savings, I deny 

niyeelf no pleasure, meanwhile, that I really 

feel to be such ; and I only fear that our 

fianilf at the villa is becoming: too attractive 

to fashionable people, though I am not afraid 

of many imitating our plan." 

The beautiful villa on the banks of the 
Thames, which the eccentric young lady bad 
given up — some said for a Nunnery, others 
for a Magdalen Penitentiary — did become an 
object of curiosity to a set of persons easily 
excited by any novelty that promises amuse- 
ment ; and many applications were made to 
the foundress, both for the admission of 
pupils and examination of the premises. 
The greater part, and far the happiest, of 
her own hours were now actively spent there, 
in forwarding the objects of an establish- 
ment, from which it required some firmness 
in the superintendent Quakeress, to keep off 
the inroads of the idle and impertinent, 

" We shall burst upon you, Countess, 
when you hold your Fancy Fair to dispose 
of the pretty tilings made by your ingenious 
protegkt" swd one of the ladies Fanfaronade. 
" Devereux means to be an immense pur- 

" My young friends make no pret^ tilings 
for sale ; they are busy in educating and 
being educated, and in being happy." 

"Oh, then it is a drama they are to per- 
form on your birth-day — something Oeulu- 

. like. We are, however, quite resolved to be 
invited. Mamma says she will take no 
refusal ; she takes immense interest in such 

■ exhibitions." 

! " I have seen the girls on the lawn of an 
evening, perform Thread ny Qrandnotker'i 
Needle," replied filanche, laughing, " the 
most brilliant, hitherto, of their histrionic or 
pantomimic eSbrts, I fancy." 

" Are you not, then, traiuing them for 
vocalists? so enthusiastic and accomplished 
a vocalist as you are yourself, or actresses ? " 
" To act their part as useful, independent 
members of society ; to be amiable women, 
energetic moral beings ; no more than that 
of acting, Lady Fanny." 



"And they wear the Quaker garb, and 
take vows of cehbacy, poor things 1 " sighed 
the young lady. 

Blanche laughed. "Only strong resoln- 
tions against foolish, loveless, or mtreenajy 
marriages. Lady Fanny, which their educa- 
tion sets them above, if they foUow it up." 

" Your Friend is qualifying the young 
women for superior domestics, I understand," 
said Lady Fanfaronade ; " and of these there 
is indeed a grievous want in high life," 

" Not exactly for domestics ; thougli every 
mistress of a family, as I hope some or many 
of my young friends will become, must first 
know how to serve. There is reaily nothing 
wonderful in the system on which we are 
endeavouring to train these friendless youug 
women. Tlieir range of study is much 
more limited than that whicl) one sees in the 
conglomerated ologias of the advertiang cards 
of ordinary boarding-schools. We wish 
them to learn nothing that is not worth 
acquiring and retaining ; and we strive not 
to force natural genius. I shall be dis- 
appointed if, in after life, these young girls 
may not be heard to say, that the days in 
which they were qualifying themselves for 
the serious duties of life, and to earn inde- 
pendent bread, if need be, were as happy as 
any they have known," 

" But what do they leam, pray ? Do 
they embroider, or do millinery, or make 
artificial flowers? or " 

Blanche shook her head, as if dissenUug. 
" We prefer, for their acquirement, skilled ■ 
labour in tilings likely to remun useful, 
and, consequeutiy, in demand, to mere 
mannal dexterity in any small art, however 
temporarily profitable. Of a thousand girls, 
four hundred and fifty will make dresses and 
bonnets about as well as the larger half. 
We wish our pupils to turn their attention 
(where Nature has not denied the power) 
to pursuits requiring long study and diligent 
application. No trade can, to man or 
woman, be the certain means of comfortable 
sub^tence in our society which is too easily 
acquired ; and I hope these young persons 
will, by their own labour, be rendered totti- 
fortahle as well as independent in their cir- 



" Trade ! I fancied they were respectable 
young women, the daughters of professional 
men and of decayed gentlemen." 

"And BO they are — all of them, the un- 
provided daughters of educated if reduced 
families. But call their future vocatiom, 
\uums, if you please, for the term will 
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be rightly applied. We haTe thrae young 
ladies who will, by and by, be well qualified 
to supply the place of motherg — to be in- 
BtrDCtreew« — governesaea if you will ; bat 
that ia the one narrow tesoiirce of all well- 
born young women in reduced cirenmstanoea 
— and a profeeuon that is both over-done and 



"We have already in onrfamiiy two very 
promiaing wood-engravera, and one exquiidte 
miniature-painter, particnlarly of children : 
that girl will make a fortune if she chooBe. 
We have a map-engraver, and a painter of 
decoratioDS and armorial bearings for vs nobi- 
lity. I have no doubt that some among the 
girk might be very clever at jewellery and 
watch-making. But these are not con- 
udered very high arts. One mathematical 
genius among my Friend's pupils, her master 
has formed the ambition of having appren- 
ticed to his brother, who is an eminent 
optical instrument-maker. I hope the plan 
may succeed. Women, without renouncing 
the gentle virtues oT their sex, might be 
helpful to themselves in a thousand ways, 
and society all the happier for it, had they 
only fab play," 

"Oh, tfue ; see the women in Paris inall 
the shops — Sfadame directing, managing 
every thing, so keen and active and alert in 
business — and really harder to deal with 
than Monsieur," said Lady Fanfaronade. 

" I confess," returned Blanche, " that I 
participate in the English prejndice against 
female traffickers, shopkeepers, and clerks. 
How very sharp, and aharp-witted, selfish, 
hard, worldly, and, in one word, wnooaian- 
Ued, clever girb do become, in chafftrisg 
situationa as book-keepers, bar-muds, and 
whatever else exposes them to the public 
gaze and the contact of strange multitudes, 
nnth g^n, or the hope of it, for tlieir object, 
or personal vanity their continual stimnlus. 
— Uorally, these female dealers are in a 
tTorse condition than the poor actresses and 
figurantes. They only ttmulate, and often, 
what is the most soft, refined, and feminine 
in the sex ; while ' the women of business,' 
where the most gentle in their nature, at 
best only learn to conceal their grasping 
dispositions under flattery and cajolery." 

" Just like a fa^onable physician striv- 
ii>Si hy mean arts, to obtain practice : the 
taodutt palms off her wares, Bke the doctor 
his nostrums upon nlly women," said the 
Quakeress, " and often by the same arts of 
cozening and white-lying. I would not, 
therefore, have thee rest blame exclusively 
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upon the poor professional 
lady." 

"Nor do I — they are very like their 
brethren ; and perhaps the brazen impudence 
or hardness of the lower class of trading 
women — those whom one sees at the coun- 
ters of gin-palaces and in pawnbrokers' 
shops — is not a whit baser than the polished 
or lackered metal worn aa the visors of their 
superiors. But if our young friends cannot 
acquire and exercise some branch of skilled 
industry irithout becoming public traders, 
plunged into the keen competition of selfish 
interests, and jostling and elbowing their 
way in the market, I shall at once abandon 
my plan. Let us English, whatever the 
French may do, keep at least one sex sacred 
from the sdfism and contamination of traffic, 
as far as is possible. I suppose that few 
merchants, and indeed fbw professional men, 
physicians, lawyers, and still less statesmen, 
would wish their tkigfa-principled and pure 
and single-minded wives and daughters to 
know about the compromises, and trimmings, 
and subterfuges, and "tricks in trade," that 
sometimes enter into their afiain. Such 
confidences would inevitably diminish es- 
teem on both sides. When a man is blamed 



is, that he respects her probity, her purity of 
principle, too much to take her into his 
confidence about his commercial enterprises, 
specniations, watchii^ of the tnm of the 
market, and all those fine things into which, 
for the sake of both men and women, I 
should be very sorry to see women initiated, 
although they should be condemned ' to 
chronicle small beer* for a century longer. 

My young dsterhood shall be taught no 

art nor science which they may not exer- 
cise in woman's true place, the bosom and 
sanctuary of home ; and either as ungle 
women, wives, or widows, as circumstances 
may dictate ; thongh it is for the indepen- 
dence, and consequently the happiness, of 
tingle women that I am principally con- 

" And you would neither have them mil- 
liners, dressmakers, nor in business at alH" 
said Lady Vesey. 

" There will always, I fear, be too many 
milliners and dressmakers ; and I have said 
that I do not, at present, like tn^kHnff for 
women. In the name of all that is holy and 
happy in domestic life, let us shield at least 
one-half of the species from, I fear, the too 
frequently corrupting processes by which 
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iiMsd must be atiirm for in our imperfect 

and uneaay society." 
I " Not biead," Bud tlw Quakeran, qnietlj ; 
I "thatiag«neniUyIuiDMtljandlurdly««nied 
I by the sweat ot the brow; but oeitainly 
I bread, if with buuar to it, by thoM who 
' MTionily profeaa to beliere all tiw wUle that, 

for the thteMoore and ten jeaxa, food and 
i raiment will niffice ; and io depend, from 

day to day, for that same on God's Prori- 

" Ob, just so. It is the plum cake, the iMM- 
mil bread, which so many among ue are 
striving for, and rarely obtain, without sus- 
taining some moral injory — some atain to 
the virgin parity of conscience in the worldly 
strife. The softer and more flexible nature 
of women, at least, could hardly escape 
contamination." 

" Persona in bosineBS are, I am aware, 
often Teiy low-minded, if not sordid crea- 
tures," sud Lady Vssey, looking annoyed by 
the disonssion, "and snch cheats I " 

"Pardon me, Lady Vesey, my homely 
illustration comprehended many more than 
tradespeople — all the piofesiionB— -all those 
wlio wish for more money or money's worth 
than they oan honestly and honourably ac- 
quire ; and that, lam afraid, Includes nearly 
the whole aristocratic world— we landlords 
especially." 

" You are a Whig, Countess, and always 
were," returned the lady, bowing and smiling. 
" Now, •■ I am a Tory, and, besides, Imow 
' nothii^ whaterer about politics beyond an 
election perhaps, ladies having, I am sure, no 
bnsinew with them, I may as well yield to 

" If by politics yon understand, as Indeed 
erery body seems to do, party riTalship, 
struggles for place, factious oppontion, In- 
trigue, and even gross falsehood, neither do I 
desire to understand politic* farther than 
tn renounoe and repudiate them. But the 
knowledge of what I have been taught to 
conrider politics — and I heartily wish we 
had another name for the science instead of 
the abused one — is among the noblest of 
human attainments. Poetry, we are told by 
one who was a great proee-poet, as well as 
the greatest of philosophers, 'has something 
divine in it,beoan«e it aecommodates the shows 
of things to the desirea of the mind ; ' but 
poUtics — what I nndentand by politics — is 
of a nature still more divine, for it accommo- 
dates the fwiKfiw of things to the dictates of 
the judgment and conscience — to truth, love, 
hnmonity ; to all thoee glorious ends for 



which Our Father, who is in heaven, created 
this beautiful world, and gave it to bis chil- 
dren to enjoy, while undergoing that die- 
ripline of love which best prepares them for . 
the fulness of joy, in the future and perfected I 
exercise of all the faculties of their nature. ' 
Politics, in a word, is, or ought to be, the 
science which teaches men to live together in , 
society, according to God'* will. But as for I 
what is generally understood by politica and ' 
poUtidans — My soul, come not thou into 
their secret! unto thsir assembly, mine j 
honour, be not thou united 1" 

Lady Vesey heard this flight with pre- ' 
occupied attention. Hei mind was fixed | 
upon one point — the unnatural aversion 
which the young Countess seemed to enter- 
tain to the dearest end of all womankind — 
marriage. 

" You don't, then, wish the girls to marry. 
Countess?" 

" Not quite that, " replied the QuakeresH, 
in answer to an observation which escaped 
the TSpt Blanche, who was plunged into a 
momentary bright reverie of human pri^res- 
sion and happiness. " But ne think we 
exalt the one sex, and contribute to the 
happiness of both, when we strive to plaoe 
young women above the temptation of 
marrying merely for a muntenance." 

" Can any one doubt about the degrading 
and miserable consequenoes of such neces- 
sity!" said Blanche, recalled to the conver- 
sation. " Con any one who feels the full 
value, the inexpressible tenderness and 
sanctity of the union of true hearts, tolerate 
the counterfeit, with oil its attendant, teem- 
ing evils, incurred that a young woman may, 
on certain conditions, obtain food and clothes ; 
be provided for, as my Irish friends honestly, 
if bluntiy, phrase it? The world is bursting 
with misery, to which ill-assorted marriages 
contribute not a little. And there will still 
be too many unhappy alliances, when the 
prudence of parents is satisfied that their 
daughters need no longer marry merely to 
be 'pntvidedfor' " 

"Apropos," said the courtly lady, whom 
it was impossible to startle from her pro- 
priety, " apropos to your eubscriplion for the 
Bishop's Charity School — I must take leave 
to remind you." 

" I am sure yon are very kind, and veiy 
conriderat«. Lady Vesey, to take such pains 
t« make me stand well with the religions- 
fashionable world ; my five guineae, or what- 
ever you think right, shall, from respect to 
you, not be wantii^, There — mulct the 
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beretic," uid she laughingly handed over her 
pune. " Nay, take more — shall I write a. 
cheque for you I The children in the Bishop's 
Bohool will, no doubt, be duly taught to read 
and repeat the Lord's Prayer. Would that 
the noild, or any oonndBrsble portion of it, 
could only understand and' act upon its 
spirit, ae embodied in one-half dozen words I 
How can I eonwstently aid in teaching the 
children of the poor to repeat that prayer, 
while I tacitly consent^ in a hundred ways, 
to retard the dinne will from being * done on 

earth as it ia in heaven J ' What mockery 

in us, the English nobility, to contribute our 
pittance to teach the poor to pray, ' Give us 
this day onr daily bread I ' while we profit 
by selfish and croel laws of ooi own making, 
to tax their bread ; to rob their basket and 

their store only to enrich ourselves. Oh 1 

it is often all darkness and distraction to me : 
I am lost in a chaos of tumultuous thoughts : 
bat the conviction ever remains, that I par- 
ticipate in the guilt of this centuries-old 
scheme of spoiling, oppressing, and brutal- 
izing our fsUow-creatureB ; and that dearly 
may we yet rue it." 

The Countess was more excited than her 
watchful maternal friend approved. She 
looked anxiously towards her ; and Blanche, 
by a sudden strong control, checked and 
subdued the outward tdgns of her emotion. 
But the vehement current of hor thoughts, 
if staid, was not changed, and she sank into 
a troubled reverie. 

" Give thy thoughts vent, if conscience 
say that thou onghteat not to suppress them," 
whispered her Friend. 

" Do you not fancy it a very awful 
parable, that of the Saviour, about Dives 
and Iiazamsl" replied Blanche, in a low 
voice, with an abstracted air, and a slight 
shudder. " Lady Vesey, after the sudden 
and painful death of my poor grandmother, 
and the shook which my nerves, nay, my 
whole sentient and spiritual being, sustained, 
I do imagine that though 1 was not sensible 
of it at the time, there might be some colour 
for the derangement or excitement imputed 
to me. How gladly would I have sought 
consolation, then, in the lupentitjons, as we 
deem them, of the Eomish religion, had not 
reason and conscience revolted ! Yes ] never 
once wavering in my own f^th — never dis- 
turbed by one doubt that might be called 
rtl^ioiu — 1 was yet accused of a re%iouB 
craze — while the ovenrhelming erU against 
which my unshaken faith, and the wisdom 
and sympathy of the warmest friends with 



which a woman of my condition was ever 
blessed, were taxed to the utmost to sustain 
me against what it were far nearer the truth 
to describe as a moral mania, a social or 
political madness, into which my agonized 
mind fell, under the distempered feeling that 
I was the last of a race of oppressors, — of 
doomed Diveses, npon whom the vials of the 
Almighty's wrath were to be poured forth. 
The wrongs done upon the face of the earth, 
and especially the cruelty of the rich, and 
their instruments, to the poor, of which I 
hod witnessed so much, even in my own 
narrow experience ; bold, shameless, trium- 
phant viUany ; the wrongs inflicted by man 
on woman ; and the misery in which, in 
those dark days, the whole earth seemed 
steeped ; though they could not shake my 
faith in the power and goodness of the 
Almighty, presented the fearful temptation 
that 1 and mine were of those, most miserable ! 
whose portion is only of this world ; that we 
were of the numl>er of the illustrious repro- 
l>at«e, who ' have here our good things, while 

Lazarus has his evil.' It was in vun, for 

a seaeou, that my Friend told me, in accents 
of love and compassionate sympathy, that I 
was not more powerless to change the destiny 
of my progenitors, than unblamable for tlie 
station and position in life which I filled ; — 
that I had but one concern — duty, present 
duty — one unfailing trust — the goodness 
of Providence. Frederick I«ighton came, 
and reason borrowed the language of love in 
persuading me ; and though I was in time 
consoled and cheered, yet I can deeply pity 
any one who may suffer as I eufiered then : 
I can still pity, and not veiy much condemn, 
in myself, the spiritual coi^ict into which I 
was thrown. , . . Sometimes a grueing 
of that dark period creeps over my spirit | 
still. I am still tempted to feel that this I 



< A wild and miienble world, 
Thomj ud full of an, 
Where every Bend cui mikehji prtj-atiriU: 

and, with tears and cries, to demand, f 
those days, 



" I am quoting much at random tliose 
deep, agitating words which haunted me 
then."— 

The Quakeress, evidently unea^ at the 
agitating nature of the conversation, endea- 
voured to relieve or divert it. She accord- 
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ingly f(K>k up the quotation, and anuhng 
serenely, recited — 



Through the wide «nt in Tima'j rttrati veil 
HopeTH Be«Ii hcwaing tliroo^h the miatd of feu; 

E^rdi im na laagtt hell ; 

Lova, fnedom, health had given 

to tba Duiohood of it( prime, 



'rh( 



ipeuDt) to tba 

—-— - to tha pliBiat»i7 ipherei 



swoll'd 



CoDcanliuit w 

It Ihnbb'd id msst ud Inngni^ baitings thure. 

Catching nev life from tnnittorr death, 

Ijka tbo vogua ei^ing of a wind at evan, 

ThaEwakea the wavalata of theilumbaring m, 

And djen an tba creatian of ite hnath. 

And aicki and Hisa, bile and IweUt b; Stt.' " 

" thank you! thank you, best friend, 
for remembering so much of my ' bane and 
antidote,' as once you called that above-earth 
compo^tion." 

"I do, without approving all, remember 
very much of that wonderftil poem. How 
could anyone, at all able to sound its depths, 
ever shake off its high and solemn import i 
How could 1 forget snch passages as that in 
which thou fouadest the aniidole; — 

■ Yet, Humu Spirit l bnrel; hold thy couna. 

Let virtue taub tbea flrmlf to pnnue 

The gradual patba af an upiring chuge ; 

For birth, and life, and death, ud tbu itnnge itata 

Before tbe naked >oul hai found iU home. 

All land to perfect hftppineis, and urge 

The reitleu vbaela of being on their waj. 

WhoH aashing ipokee, inatmct with inHuile life. 

Bicker and bum lo gain their deitined goal. 



Tha h»ppj r«[ionB of eternal hop*, 
Thanfore, O Spirit ! faarlanl; bear on I 
Are there not hope! within thee, which thii 
Of liak'd and gndnal being bu canfinn'd ? 
<iTi.._. --■"igingg bada thy b("~' '" "'" '---'^ - 



B»Telj beuing on, thy will 
Ii dotined an eternal wir to wage 
With tyranny and falsehood, and nproot 
The genua of miseij from the bmnan heart. 

The thorny pillow of unhappy trima, 
Wboie impotence u eaey pu-don g»u>, 
■Watching iti wanderingi ai a friend'i dlieaw. 
Thine >■ tha brow whoia mildnesa would da^ 
It! fierceat rage, and bnva ila atemeit will, 
Wban finced by power and mailar of the world. 

Free from faaart-wiBhaiing dutom^i cold aontrol ^ 
Of paMioB lo^, pnn, and unnibdnad. 
Earth'i pride and mMnntaa conld not vanquiih thee 
And tll«efoia alt thou worthy of the boon 
Which than hart full raeaivei, Tirtne ihall kpep 



Thy •potlan life of mat and ucred love. 
Go, happy one 1 and give that boiom joy 
Whoso ilMplesi ipirit waita to eal*h 
Life, light, and nptnre from thy smile.' " 

" I seem as if I were vain enough to ap- 
propriate something of this beautiful eucou- 
ragament and exhortation to myself," said 
Blanche, as she turned her suffosed eyes 
from her friend, and as, with the childish, 
pretty motion which had become with her a 
natural trick, she rapidly winked her eyes, 
as if shaking away the gems from Iheir long 
delicate lashea ; "yes, I am thns vain — I 
own it honestly. You quote to elucidate 
the beauties of the denounced poet, whose 
fervid natural religion I have heard you so 
warmly and candidly extol ; and I apply the 
t«xt to my own circum stances." 

*' And so do I," said the Quakeress. "But, 
to come back to sublunary, or anti-milleni^ 
matters, shall I order coffee. Lady Vesey ? 
1 volunteered young Shaw's duty, that he 
might be present at his sister's wedding, and 
am getting very like other ofRelal depnUes." 

I^e Quakeress went away. 

" How curiously your friend chants, rather 
than recites poetry," saidLady Vesey ; "and 
such a memory ! — Admirable Wordsworth ', 
But he is equal to every thing ! " 

Blanche either did not hear, or did not 
think it necessary to correct the lady's mis- 
take. 

" Shall we go to the drawing-room ! Any 
thing save dreams of EUysium, or the music 
which begets them, u intolerable, after this 
high colloquy." 

She led the way, seated herself at the 
pianoforte, and, without another word, poured 
forth the vivid feelings of the moment in the 
extempore, impassioned muuc with which 
she preluded and accompanied what Lady 
Vesey remarked to be a song quite out of the 
conunon way certainly, neither Moore's nor 
Haynea Bayley's ; perhaps from something 
like Comns, or one of the old Masques. 

•> He came like a dream in the mora of life, 
He fled like a abadow before it> noan i 

A my peace la turned to atrife, 
er and WBBO, like the waaiy moon. 
wt Echo wake 1 



He ia gone, 
A^Iwi 



ei tbe while my baart ahall break ! 
ly heart hai a auiic which Echo*! lips. 



" Bnt my heart hoa a m 
TliODgli tendec and tr 

atm 

ha kia by bii 
Bweet lipa !— he who hi 
On my daeoUte patb 
Caat tba dukneat of abaenoe, wo 
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" What an eccentric, flighty creature die 
is, after all," was Lady Vesey'a thought, as 
ahe buBily suited shades of Berlin wool. 
" Yet how Tesolate aoid even obatinste she 
can be on some points. I have no doubt but 
that ahe will sell her jewels — how strange 
and diaicputable ! " 

"How I wish Frederick were returned, 
that the misery of auspenae to so excitable a 
being were terminated," was the rumination 
of the Quakeress, who cast a furtire,anxi 
look, from her perpetual hemming, at the 
enthuuaatic musician, ferrently wisbing her 
some more sedative amusement, and almost 
Nsolred to remonstrate against the intem- 
perate indulgence of the bewitching ait. 
Blanche caught her eye's meaning — rose, 
locked the instmment, and brought her the 
key as Lady Veaey left the room. 

"There — place it in thy work-bag, and 
keep it for me till the right time. I am 
very fidgetty to-day. That packet announced 
as at Falmouth in the morning papers, and 
still no deUvery — perhaps no letters to be 
delivered." 

" I can sympathize with thy impatience, 
without forgetting tlutt thine is, alas 1 an 
idle if a natural anxiety. . . There Is one 
question I must put to thy conscience, dearest 
one, in the spirit of tenderness and fidelity 
which has ever marked our interconrae, since 
thy heart first developed thy understanding, 
and led thee to place confidence in one so 
nneqnal to thyself in fortune and station." 
Blanche — her clasped hands rested on her 
knee, her concentrated spirit seated in the eyes 
rivetted on the face of her friend — bowed in 
the pause, as if she wished the discourse to 
proceed. " Art thou not, dearest lady, seeking 
folse strength in prid^ while it b in affec- 
tionate tenderness and obedience to the 
dictates of reason, instead of cowardly sub- 
mission to the factitious tyranny of opinion, 
that thou canst alone find stiengfh and hap- 
piness in one ! " 

" Cowardly submission ! — am I then the 
world's slave — the slave of its falae opinions ?" 

" For a limited period ; a bondage of four 
years covenanted for, to propitiate its favour ; 
but they are well-nigh past, and save for 
this restless impatience — the sinking of hope 
deferred — that agony of suspense under which 
I BO often see thee suffer, alternating with 
the flush of feverish expectation — I ahould 
he content to se« thy self-imposed sacrifice 
to pride — thy penance — consummated ; but 

"PriJeagoinl" returned Blanche, almost 
Vou UI. 



in the accents of pride, and with a flushing 
clieek. " I may have been over-proud of 
my choice ; over-proud of the heart and 
intellect which I have gained and possess ; 
weak and over-fond, in the hope that I should 
compel the world to do my motives and 
feeUugs justice, and to acknowledge that. In 
the unusual path I pursue, I am a reasonable 
being, living up to the full character, and for 
the blessed purposes for which God has given 
me existence; not a dily, vain, fond, and 
self-willed girl, bent upon the indulgence of 
her own inclinations at all hazards." 

" Spare thyself," interrupted her friend, 
calmly ; " in every daring experiment, even 
the most prudent and cautious applaud suc- 
cess after it comes. This much I can promise 
on the world's part, in thy meditated unequal 
aUiance " 

" Unequal alliance ! How can I listen 
to such words from yonr lips — that un 
in which I place all my pride — my true 
pride, as well as every hope, dear to a loving 
woman's heart ; — and you have told me there 
is fervour and depth in mine." This was 
said in a tone of tender reproach. 

" 1 used the world's language, dearest lady. 
Had our Frederick not been the manly coun- 
terpart of thine own generous and fervid 
spirit, he must have been wanned and 
moulded to it ere now. I speak from ardently 
desiring your mutual happiness, and thine 
eapeciaUy, now sacrificed — pardon the plain 
phrase — to mistaken pride. And Frederick 7 
but he does not complain. Like the youthful 
patriarch — the seven years of bondage may 
to him seem but as a day." 

" I certainly have no right to trifle with 
his happiness, nor perhaps to throw from u 
both, so mnch of the dear blesung of a united 
life. And to this feverish restlessness I do 
plead guilty. I suppose every day becomes 
as long as a month in certain states of feeUng. 
Nay, I am often almost ill, and, if not unfit 
for duty, yet feeling nothing like the old 
cheerfuluess and elasticity of spirits in the 
discharge of its proper business. Yet how 
can I bid Dr. Leighton return immediately, 
that we he married forthwith, as nothing 
goes well without him," she continued, with 
a touch of her natural gay hnmour, "how 
tell ' Thta Tffonff like a ghaiit, and earena to 
ipm ? ' Thank God, however — oh, how 
fervently for that i— that it is no sin, but 
my best happiness, my pride, my crowning 
joy, to think of him, and to cherish lus 
image, and to dream of our perfected bliss. 
Am not I the happiest of women 7 " 

No. fi8. 
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"In thy very csprices the most ehttrming 
of women, might thy lover Buy," returnGd 
lierfrisndjBiniliDg. "Bnt the sober certainty 
of vraking bliss — that pore and serene atmo- 
sphere in which the soul finds vigotir and 
enjoys tepose, thy native element — is wanting 
to thee still ; and thou art self-exiled from 
it by mistaken notions^ while another inno- 
cently Bufien with thee. While Frederick 
had a duty to humanity to petfonn, I was 
patient for thee." 

"Wert thou but a powerfnl.magiician, as 
thoD surely art tiie benevolent litUe Faiiy- 
Lady who presided at my birth, I know 
what yon would do for me to-night," said 
Blanche, trying to tmile. 

" Summon Frederick home ? or merely 
send to the Colonial Office, to learn if there 
be no packet, ostensibly at least, for his poor 
old aunt ? " 

" Perhaps boH:." 

" Nay, then thou art exacting : but the 
first I cannot do. Shall the intriguing old 
govemante hasten, matters, lest the Countess 
of Delamere rue her folly ere it be too late?" 

" Who indulges false pride — who is the 
world's slave — opinion's slave, now!" cried 
Blanche, with vivacity, " if even you, dear 
friend, dare not act with simplicity and godly 
sincerity, for very fear that your pure and 
benevolent motives should l»e miaconstrued?" 

" I confeu It, but witbout purpose of 
amendment Were I so unhappy as to 
perceive any want of mutual faltii between 
you — the shadow of misunderstanding — I 
might aee it a duty to interfere, bo far as to 
place matters in a right light ; bat, at pre- 
sent, the humble ^akeress may cherish her 
pride and her delicate scruples, as tenderly 
OS if she were one of the world's ladiea." 

Blanche was smiling at this candour, when 
the lond simultaneous noises of the door-bell 
and knocker pierced the recesses of the 
distant chamber where she eat. She became 
very pale. 

" O that postman — what power he has in 
accelerating poor women's pulses ! how my 
spirits requin the soothing cordial of letters 
to-night ! " 

The servant brought in letters — Irish 
letters ; Blanche looked at them, at once 
with interest and disappointment. He also 
announced the arrival of Sir Jervia Yates, 
who requested the honour of immediately 
seeing the Countess. 

" There is surely some wondrous cause for 
the nnnsual hour my cousin selects; but I 
fancy he has just arrived from the country 



to enter upon hia Parliamentary duties. . . . 
What an easy trade that of legislation seems 
to be. It is the only one which gentlemen 
take up at their own hand. Before I go, 
dear ft'iend, there is one point of my false 
pride that you have spared, and on which I 
am about to l>e tried — td.j Trith failure," 
She hesitated, and played with the huge 
packet^ addressed in her Irish agent's hand- 
writing. " Read this before I return, and 
do not spare me ; tell me the truth and the 
whole truth. We have already had discou- 
ra^g news, but I anticipate worse." 

" 1 regret your disappointment — the 
damping of tiie too sanguine hopes of a 
young generous spirit — hut I see aofailare, 
no probability of it." 

" Thank you for that ; your sympathy ts 
all needed at present. Here is Sir Jervis 
come to exult (the very least) over the ill 
success of my laah experiments as a reforming 
Irish landowner." 

" Were thy kinsman so ungenerous, he 
hath no cause of triumph. If with thy 
glowing love, thy large faith in humanity, 
thon bast not coolly, and all at once, reckoned 
upon the existing amount of ignorance and 
prejudice thou hadst to overcome, as well as 
the actual destitution thon hadst to alleviate, 
shalt thou for that be dismayed, or falter in 
thy generous work ! I do not fear-thy false 
pride here ; and however thou mayest falter 
on pointe of false opinion, regarding the 
delicacy of conduct required of women, it 
is error on the safe side. — But thou wilt not 
shrink from the duties and responsibilities 
undertaken for thy poor Irish tenantry V 

" In the strengtii of Heaven, no ! " replied 
Blanche. " But learn from these despatches 
the worst we have to expect, while I see Sir 

The attempte which that gentleman made 
to disguise the vivacity and exultation of 
his thoughts, under a long and serious face, 
did not deceive his fair relative. 

"You have news for me. Sir Jervis ; 
Irish intelligence — bad, perhaps — certainly 
painful. I have received unread letters 
myself. What has happened since the firing 
of the new chapel by the Orangemen 1 I 
have taken measures to pay the tithes, and 
other obnoxioas public burdens, myself, to 
prevent the pos^bllity of bad blood and fatal 
collision ; but yet I fear." 

" The more you do, the more you will 
get to do, madam, that is the nature of Paddy; 
especially with us English Protestants whom 
their prieste indte them to hate." 
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"Not the prieBtfl whom I know, at any 
late," Tetomed Blanche; "they have bean 
the most zealous auxiliaries of the magistrates 
in preserving order and BoppMsaing the spirit 
of outrage, which, I regret to think, has spread 
even into my neighbourhood." 

" Your neighbourhood, ma'am ! are you 
aware that the Barony of Delamere Upper 
is alleged to be the focus of the entire mis- 
chief? In those mountain-farms every man 
ia a sworn WUteboy — sworn over the dead 
Iwdy of the murdered proctor, laid out in 
the parish priest's bam. Here is my autho- 
rity ; a private letter from a most active, 
respectable, and loyal Protestant magistrate, 
Sqnire Corbyn of Corbyn Grove — a small 
proprietor, and very large middleman." 

"I know whom yon mean," said Blanche; 
"and I hope this gentleman's information 
may be altogether incorrect — part of it mnst 
he so. Some of my generous, if mistaken 
friends, feeling themselves beginning to be 
comfortable in their holdings, only from their 
own industry, have, I fear, been tempted to 
try to help their uelghboura also ' to right 
themselves,' as they call it." 

" Right themselves by spoliation and 
murder, Connteas 1 — And their ingratitude 1 
They have warned your Scottish agent to take 
his departure before next rent-day, on penalty 
of cropped ears for the first ofience ; and 
Irish warnings are no jokes." 

" You tiy to alarm me, now ; but I shall 
never believe this until I ask the people 
themselves, and hear them own it ?" 

"Ask them, my lady, to confess their guilt 1 
yon cannot be serious." 

" Never was more so. If they are capable, 
from any degree of ignorance, of acting ao 
wickedly, with such entire disregard to tiieir 
own interests and to consequences, it will go 
near to break my heart ; yet how could I 
expect that my neighbourhood should all at 
once be a scene of virtue, prosperity, and 
peace, surrounded aa itis? Excuse me now, 
Sir Jerris ; will you take any refreshment i 
I am eager to peruse my head agent's let- 

" I have posted to town, Countess, to 
volunteer my poor services In suppressing 
these disgrBceful oatrages, and endeavouring 
to settle your Irish estates upon some scheme 
that will ^ve yon tranquillity on that score. 
I will procure a party of military from 
Enniakillen." 

" Many thanks. Sir Jervia ; but I had 
hoped so much from the baus on which I 
was endeavouring to settle them — on what 



seemed to me the only fair and just one. 
must see my way more clearly hefore I 
consent to trouble yon or any one with these 
matten ; which will come right, depend o 
it. The last season was a severe one ; am 
notwithstanding all I have been able to 
effect in the way of alleviating the general 
distress, it has been very great. This natu- 
rally generates those discontente of which 
there are spirite of evil erei ready to take 
advantage in poor Ireland. How much more 
strongly do I feel every day the extreme 
difficulty of doing any good there ! " 

" Let well alone, Countess ; that is : 
maxim. The rents of the Donegal estates 
were trebled during the long life of the late 
Countess, turbulent as the tenantry always 
were. I believe the Steel-boys and Hearts- 
of-Oak were firat heard of on your family 
estates." 

" I am sorry and yet proud to hear it. If 
I live a few years I shall realize more advan- 
tage from that property than my grandmother 
ever actually did, racked and swollen out a: 
her nominal rent-roll had become. But that 
at present is my least concern. I shall g 
over Immediately and talk with tiiero ; and 
when I have once touched their kind and 
grateful hearts, I shall not despair of en- 
lightening their underetandli^." 

"Not to be thought of, madam — that 
hopeful misdon ! Trust yourself among 
BSBassins and incendiaries ? — Fancy the un- 
grateful wretches oflering to fire your Marine 
Cottage, and actually turning up the turf of 
the lawn, and destroying all the young trees 
and shrubs — those rhododendrons] and arbu- 
tuses of which you were so proud, from the 
size which they had attuned in the open air 
in that soft climate." 

"I will not believe that any one of my 
own people, my own friends, did so ! " 
claimed Blanche, looking distressed. *' 
were sacrilege against human nature to fancy 
this possible. Those shmlra and flowers, the 
finest omamente of my little home, w 
planted by the hands of their own girb and 
boys in their presence and mine ; they were 
a covenant between us. I have the heart's 
/rani-ple^ for their safety. It would half 
break my heart to find it violated, but never 
lead me to desist, in my attempts to benefit 
them, and raise them to a better state of 
feeling. Surely those whose worst crii 
are so closely allied to the warmest feelings 
of the human heart afford a fair field for 
Christian effort ! I will not, Sir Jervis, send 
troops nor police among my poor friends. 
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If they are so miBgnided &« yoa reptesent, I 
will, nevertheless, throw myself npoD their 
generosity. I will meet them face to face, 
and hear their complainte^ and wliat cannot 
be all at once redressed, will, 1 am confident, 
be cheerfatly borne." 

"Yon will, my lady ! — consider your sex, 
yonr age ? " 

" Never mind my age ; I am old enongh 
a have held these estates in absolute poe- 
easioii for nearly four years ; and if women 
may hold large landed possessions, they must, 
in common sense, be assumed capable of the 
dutiesconnected with such important trusts." 

" You will at least accept my escort" 

" I had much rather go among them with 
my family, as I wont to do, witli no pro- 
tection save their kind feelings forme. This 
root of bitterness which has lately sprung 
np, I can trace it now." 

This was, indeed, as very a trifle as most 
of the pretests or proximate causes of Irish 
outrages always are, however deeply tlie true 
cause may lie and rankle. On the Delamere 
property, there stood, by a mountain lake, a 
rained chapel, which the Catholic population 
of the neighbouring country sometimes visited 
in summer, on a kind of pleasure-pilgrimage ; 
the aged animated by devotion not of the 
most ascetic character — the young for recrea- 
tion or amusement. A promiscuous, and 
rather merry if not riotous group, had been 
talcing their way to this spot one day in the 
last summer, when a party of Orangemen 
overarched a narrow part of the mountain- 
road or Pass with memorials and tributes to 
the glorious and Immortal Memory, in the 
form of Orange flags, lilies, &c., surrounding 
a grim effigy of King William, which each 
pilgrim was compelled (o pass under ; thus 
by implication either doing him homage, or 
being kept back from the shrine, or place of 
devotion. Nor would this have caused more 
tlian a skirmish, terminating in afew broken 
heads, save that the Orange guards of the 
Pass boasted that their flowers and baunors 
had been the gift of the lady of tlie manor, 
the young Ban Tiema, through lier agents 
and servants. A desperate conflict had 
ensued under those insulting trophies, which 
were trampled under foot, ere the pilgrims 
had forced their way. But not soon did the 
wound inflicted, as was now believed, by so 
unlooked-for a hand, cease to rankle. It 

,s whispered at many a fireside that win- 
ter, that tile Saxons were all alike, fair and 
false ; and what had they or their children 
lo look for at her hands more tlian from 



those who " went before her." Tbesentiment 
was not yet general, but it was spreading in 
the district ; and laying a foandation for 
all manner of misrepresentation and bad 

" My own presence, and the language of 
truth, spoken in faith and love, will at once 
dissipate the shadow which liai fallen be- 
tween US," said Blanche. " I will set out 
to-morrow, if need be. Meanwhile, tliose 

jewels, coumn But, pray, be sure that 

it is not to veil my poverty or disgrace from 
the world you make the purchase. With 
your offer I ,'am quite satisfied ; and they 
will be a handsome bridal gift to — may I 
whisper — Lady Sarah Devereux, whom I 
understand I am to have the honour of 
calling kinswoman?" 

" That affair is entirely off. Countess ; 
which, indeed, was never properly on. It 
is not so easy as you ladies fancy to move 
us cautious old bachelors," returned Sir 
Jervis, smartly. "At my age, new habits 
are ill to acquire, and sometimes sit with ill 
grace. I am more desirous to see you, my 
fair cousin, properly established, than occu- 
pied with any matrimonial projects on my 

" You are Tery kind, I am sure. Sir Jervis," 
replied Blanche, langhing. 

" I bcg^n to &ncy you were all along right 
about that Devereux — a half superannnated 
dandy. You might do better. What b he 
but a younger son, though I own with fui 
prospecU enongh " 

"Of his brother dying, Sir Jervis?" said 
Blanche, archly. 

" Why, your younger son, madam, your 
•*ontf, ay, your third son, might be a more 
important personage than the future Earl of 
Fanfaronade. What is a barren title though 
a baron's title? You were quite right abou^ 
Devereux." 

" 1 always fancied I was. I was certainly 
right in knowing that I never loved, never 
esteemed, and consequently never ought to 
have married him." 

" Oh, of course ; but the late proposal.— 
Ah, your blushes eloquently speak. Countess! 
OS the poet says. Well, well — I do notpress 
the delicate topic ; only I don't care if all the 
world know that I shall choose for my heir 
the third son of a certein Marchioness tliat is 
to be. The elder, of course, inherite his 
gi'andfatlier's, the Duke's, title and fortune ; 
and, for the second, the Delamere titles and 
estates ought to content any reasonable 
ambition ; but the third, my %, Countess— 
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Jervis Yatea de Buble, if I may Tenture to 
christen him beforehand — '" 

Blanche was at a ioaa ivhether to frown or 
smile. Slie inatinctiTely did something be- 
tmeen. Thb absurdity was too pitiable and 
humiliating to be heartily laughed at. 

She told her friend that she liad loat the 
expected customer for her trinkets. A hitth 
seemed to havB taken place between Sir 
Jeryis and the Fanfaronade family after the 
matrimonial negotiation had been, by fashion- 
able report, all but concluded. 

" I think some member of the family must 
liare let him see rather openly that they 
despised him ; and worthy Sir Jervia does 
not want pride in any kind save the true 
kind But my Irish letters!" 

" Gloomy enough. Insurrection, or what 
borders on it, all aronnd ; and these sympa- 
thetic people, strongly excited by kindred 
suKtring, seem ever to blaze up t<^ther 
' Liks fire to heather Mt." 

Yonr agent's letters are, indeed, quite de- 
sponding." 

" I am going to Ireland : — wiH yon ? But 
I don't ask it. Some of your pupils, my 
maidens, I will take with me ; as many as 
volunteer; and Eleanor, poor child! — the 
excursion will benefit us all. They say my 
pretty marine cottage is destroyed, but we 
could pitch a tent in the very midst of tliem, 
as I did while it was bnilding, and find in 
every man a brave and faithful defender. 
Wonld not that be a better way of conquering 
the insurgents, think you, than going among 
them \fith soldiers and constables?" 

" I will not counsel this, but yet will I 
follow whithersoever thy strong faith leads 
thee. No one believes that the outrages on 
your new and modest dwelling, have been 
committed by persona near the place : in 
short, bU is doubt and mystery, as is ever 
the case in every thing Irish. But read for 
yourself." 

" Hy reading shall not alter my resolution. 
I have bat to provide for my young friends 
here till the period of their apprenticeships 
or gtudiet shall be terminated, and for their 
fair start in life ; after which, towards tlicm, 
my duty closes — my affection nerer will 
terminate. Some of these girb are dear to 
me as younger sisters. Had Heaven decreed 
that I should remain a single woman, by send- 
ing no Frederick Leighlon into the vrorld, 
then I can conceive of no life so happy or 
respectable as to conUnua in the superinten- 
dence of my St. Cyr. But I have, with 
infinite saUsfoction to myself, dropped a few 



good seeds in favourable ground ; others may 
yet prepare the snccea^ve harvests, and reap 
abundantly and now to fresh fields." 

The Countess made her arrangements and 
preparations with her wonted promptitude 
or vehemence, where her heart was interested. 
Her jewels vrere disposed of next day, and 
the price placed at the disposal of her lawyer, 
and her friend, Dr. Hayley, for the use of her 
pupils ; and now she hod only to give them 
a long-promised farewell holiday, to be cele- 
brated by a breakfast at the villa, a boating 
party on the Thames, and a collation on the 
grass ; to be followed by a concert in the 
beautiful gronnds which they proposed to 
visit — a concert so far only as the party 
themselves could supply musicians. It con- 
sisted of one friend invited by each of the 
pupils, tt^ther ynth their masters, and some 
artists, and dealers in works of art, interested 
in thsir studies, and desirous of promoting 
the views of their benevolent patroness. 

Beneath a summer's sun, in fine weather, 
any boatful of young English girls will look 
pretty and picturesque ; and the barge, occu- 
pied by the Countess and her companions, 
attracted universal attention and admiration, 
as, after a happy day spent iu rambling in 
the woods and meadows, its wild-fiower 
laden nymphs sailed homewards, while glad 
choral strains, and bursts of young mirth 
rose from its bosom. The Countess alone 
looked sometimes, if not sad, yet abstracted. 
Her thoughts were wandering pensively 
away, even into the future of the young 
creatures now rejoicing in their own glad 
feelings and in her smile. Four of ^em 
were to accompany her to Ireland for a few 
months ; two, who were t^aughUiooneit, for 
improvement in their profession ; one, because 
change and native air had been recommended 
for her; and the fourth — she was a little 



the thrilling pathetic tones of her rich deep 
voice, a spiritual power, which, in those late 
months, hod often created a sudden fiutter ii 
the heart of Blanche, or sent a rush of tean 
to her eyes. While Magdalene, in the gloom 
of twilight, sung those simple and afFecting 
north-country ballads, which Blanche had 
first listened to in childhood from his tips, it 
seemed as if his spirit communed with hers 
in music and poetry. This was become an- 
other of her unnerving indulgences, and it 
had not eluded the observation of her watch- 
ful friend, who would say, in gentle expos- 
tulation, " ' Thou art never merry when Oiou 
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hesr'flt »weot muMO.' Get tiiM gone, Magda- 
lene, with thy woful ballads." And this 
wse Baid onoe more, when Blanche waa re- 
called from rerene by the darlcening hour, 
and the duty of saying farewell to bai young 
companion*. 

The farewell was affeoting, almost solemn, 
which she took of her youi^ Bislers, as she 
affectionately named the girla she had be- 
friended. "Her sweet and amiable aiatera," 
she termed them, " whose BOoiety had been 

Bustaining, bo delightful to her; whose 
future well-doing would be the cause of each 
joy and pride 1 " And as ahe kissed each 
weeping girl, she gave and exacted a solemn 
pledge, that if ever, iu any of tliose calamities 
T trying turns of fortune which lie in every 
woman's path, any one of the number should 
be condemned to su&er what sympathy could 
soften, or ba tempted to snbmit to what was 
unworthy of her, she should then frankly 
confide her trials and difficulties, or her 
errori, to her nt$0r, and be assured, that 
there was pity and love for her in all circum- 
stances, and probable help in many. 

" Let us never forget the obligations of 
our Sisterhood," was her parting injunction ; 
" they are only sneh as will beneficially ex- 
ercise oar virtues and afi^ctions — render our 
orphanage less desolate, and a single life, if 
such be our choice or our fat«, less solitary, 
•elfish, and dull ; if they do not make it, as 
rightly understood they ought t« do, useful, 
locial, and cheerful." 

The Lady Blanche had merited solace and 
reward by her manifold exertions to promote 
.the happiness of others on this day ; and 
they awaited her to fulness on returning to 
London, on the eve of her journey to her 
'* insurrectionary provincAs." 

" Letters from Frederick 1 and he Is 
coming [" she cried, running breathlessly into 
her friend's chamber ; "in three months — 
perhaps less — by the packet after next ! — 
Before I can be back from Ireland. But 
you shall have them — have his journal only, 
I mean — 'Cato's is not an ear for a love 

I,' " and she smiled. " He has been in 
Cuba, and St. Domingo, and the United 
States, since we heard of him last. What 
journeying ! Many letters must bo either 
lost or delayed. He could not return to us, 
he says, tempted as he was, witbont agun 
revisiting the plantations, to see how the poor 
blacks went on as their own masters and 
managers. They are doing admirably in 
their joint-stock concern ; and it does rejoice 
me ! Dr. Leigbton told them tliat be must 



leave them. I had given them fr«edom, and 
wonld give them work, and lend them money, 
or send stoiei^ if they chose to continue on 
the plantations ; otherwise the land must he 
■old, and the people dispersed. I would not 
consent to work my estates with slaves. 
Their continuing to work as free labourers 
might, he thought, be a mutual obligation 
and advantage ; but they were free to act 
for themaeivcB. 

" Many grand palatert were hild. Would 
we could have overheard them 1 Some were 
too rash in their grateful generosity, and 
wonld insist 'on working for Hissy — who 
make 'em free — for love.' Others were as 
selfish ; and a few longed to return to realize 
some fondly-cherished vision of a reed-cabin, 
and plantain trees and groves, and little 
brothera and usters at play, on the fatal 
evening when the man-tigers had spmng 
forth to tear them away from their African 
land ; but, finally, they agreed to be, in the 
meanwhile, my tenants at will, cultivating 
the plantations with my capital, but under 
the superintendence of managers and over- 
■eera diosen by popular election from their 
own numbers. 

" Leighton was astonished, when he re- 
turned, at what he found had been the good 
sense and orderliness of tlieir proceedings, 
and the judiciousness of their selection of 
leaders. But remember the motive. Good- 
vrill and energy, and direct personal interest, 
have accomplished far more than the brutal- 
izing lash ever could compel. The lazy have 
been shamed and oompeUed to exert them- 
selves, by the good rule, that those ' who will 

not work ' , I fancy thers is still a 

touch of despotism in the power of the over- 
seen, but then they may be displaced at the 
end of every crop, or oftenar, upon an emer- 
gency. And in thia last year, the culture 
has been better and more cheaply managed, 
and the crops larger, than in any former 
on. They will be able to pay me even 
too mncb rent I can have no fdr claim to 
the large surplus they offer me, but Fred, 
advises that I should take it, wera it but to 
tempt my neighbours, even through their 
cupidity, to follow my example, and try 
something more human than their present 
practices. 

" I do not despair of having yet wealthy 
black tenants, and of seUing land or granting 
leases to negroes. Their worst present diffi- 
onlties arise from the jealousy of the planters, 
and the diabolical tribe of attorneys, over- 
seers, and drivers. This, I fear, will long 
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continue, uid not allow the hopeful txperi- 
ment any thug like tui play, . . . But 
I &m oDt of brefttb, aud you out of patience." 

The Quakereu, who had gone early to 
bed, in proepect of her Iriah journey, aat up, 
mingling adoration with thanksgiving, wiiile 
grateful tears filled her eyes. 

" I will not congratulate thee, dearest one," 
she sud, — "thy present rapturous feelings 
are happinees enough ; but I will pray God 
to strengthen thee mon and more for future 
good works. They bring their own blessing." 

It was in light and wfieshed, if not gay 
spirits, that Blanche set out with her housa- 
hold for Ireland. They travelled leisurely ; 
for she had tender conkderation for its two 
aged members, and there was to herself ever- 
springing enjoyment in the pleasure which 
the young ^Is derived from the new scenes 
and objects they saw ; nor is it easy to 
decide whether witnessing the rapid unfold- 
ing of an ingennouB and intelligent young 
mind, placed in exciting and novel cdrcum- 
stances, be not as delightful ua watching the 
gradual development ol the dawning facul- 
ties of childhood. No situation can be more 
favourable for observing tamper and natural 
character ; and, with a little placid indul- 
gence for weakness, and some amusement at 
affectation, the Lskdy Blanche naped both 
pleasure Mid improvement from the strict 
observation of her jnvenile companions on 
the journey s^ftom one of tham in particular, 
who, after an absence of foui years, was re- 
turning with the Countess to all she had ever 
known of home, ber foster-mother's cabin in 
the sheltering bay, where Blanche had reared 
her Uarine Lodge. Bhe was the orphan of 
the schoolmaster and his wife — "a genteel 
and deemi young couple, though not of these 
parts] — who had been cut off together in the 
fever." Their child was maintained by a 
subssription of about two shillings a-week 
from the farmers, until taken to London by 
Lady Blanche to be taught to earn her 

The Irish character was beautifully re- 
vealed in the tears and petulant bursts of 
pasdon, and vehemence of protestation with 
which Hatcella Boyle vindicated the very 
worst of lier countrymen from the bare pos- 
sibility of having touched or harmed " were 
it but the poorest rush in the bog ihe (the 
Countess) ever set her foot upon." The 
letters met at Dublin did not bear out Har- 
eella qnite so far) but they conveyed no 
tidings to damp the courage of the Coontess, 
though she was tatber pleased when she | 



succeeded in persuading Dr. Qayley to re- 
main in Dublin for a few weeks, about soifie 
antiquarian piece of learned research. 

The morning of the tenth day brought 
the travellers within eight of that mountain 
range for which, though on the other side of 
the island, and she a geographer, Mareella 
had in vain watched, ever since they had come 
in sight of the Hill of Howth. She now 
begged to ride outside ; and twenty times 
during the day she askeil (he Countesa, or 
rather assured her, " That must surely be 
Slitte Piinaunow, mad^m." 

Blaoohe was more familiar with the land- 
marks ; and, as the day was drawing to a 
dose, and the journey to an end, she felt 
uneasy and depressed. At the inns, in the 
few places they passed through, the accounts 
of the stale of the county were contradictory 
bul donbtful ; and for the few newspapers 
found at these hostelries, Blanche needed 
only to look to their Uties to know the cre- 
dence due to their varying and contradictory 
reports. She saw they were reaching a 
critical turn of the road, but she would not 
deprive Maroella of the rapture of surprise. 
It was remarked fay hsr companions, that 
Mareella, who had long laboured hard and 
rather successfully to exterminate her native 
brogue, now exclaimed, — " The toy, the t^ ! 
(an^lict, the sea,) the lodge.' the hawn! the 
boys '.—^k\ mi lady ! " 

And she sobbed and wept, and hugged little 
Eleanor, ^o sat next her. The Lodge stood 
there, sure enough, its chimneys, " those 
windpipes of good hospitality," sending their 
light turf-smoke airily to heaven. If the 
sward of the lawn had ever been damaged, 
it was smooth, and trim, and green as an 
emerald, now; and the hqft — their joyous 
hurrahs sunk into lespectful silence as the 
carriages approached, and twenty young 
fellows bounded forward to hold wider t)M 
open gate — a silenoe which enabled the 
Quakereis to overhear the whispered — 

" It's Mi Lady Countesa herself, it is." 

"No, fwth it ; it's httlB Margy Boyle. I 
knowed the black rogue eyes of her, big as 
she grew. And if my lady has made a first- 
rate gentlewoman of her, poor coleen ! — 
bringing her home in her own coach, and 
munchipate the niggers, is she, think ye, 
going to be a tyrant, like the onid one, to 
the poor decent creatures born and bred ou 
her lands t — Never a bon* of myself will 
behove it, Terry." 

" Hurrah, then," shouted the other ; "she 
if pa«t now, long life and glory to ber, and 
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a good husband ] — eike is put, and eo I may 
let go my maoners — hurrah, boya ! " and 
the cheering became genetal and loud. 

"Fais, if she does not get from the heart 
the ten thousand welcomes, Slieve Vanau, 
there, is a big liar, for he is repating them 
■>o." 

All tlie raonntain echoes were indeed 
repeating the joyous welcome, aa Blanche, 
unahle to conceal her glad weeping, was 
respectfully handed into the house by her 
Scottish agent, and left alone with biin. 

' ' It seemB to me to liave been all calumny 
[ nonaenae about our poor friends, Mr. 
Ward law." 

" Much of it, DO doubt, my lady, but not 
quite all." 

" I have met with a reception which shames 
my suspicions. How bare you bo speedily 
been able to restore a good and right under- 
standing 1 " 

" I had tiie powerful influence of on old 
friend, madam, in whom they have con- 
fidence." 

There was a peculiar smile, or rather the 
faintest ghost of a amUe, or of suppressed 
humour, fluttering about the left comer of 
the mouth of the Scotsman, had Blanche 
been able to perceive it. 

" TAat Squire Corbyn, I suppose 1 " in- 
quired the lady, in not the most grateful 

"Not he, madam — a friend of your lady- 
ship's, who, on a former occasion, gained the 
confidence of the tenantry by doing them 
juaUce. But I promised to let Dr. Leighton 
know aa soon as you arrived. He has ridden 
up to the priest's on buuness. Ah, here he 

Blanche did not shriek nor faint, but she 
catched at the back of the sofa by which 
she stood, as the agent withdrew and gently 
shut the door, whispering to the Quakeress 
still in the vestibule, — " The packet in whici) 
Dr. Leighton came had rough weather in 
the Channel. He got off in a pilot-boat. 



and, learning our bad Btat«, come to us at 
once. — He has been here for three days." 

" There is to be no brideamaid save little 
Eleanor, after all," said Marcella Boyle to 
her London companions in about a month 
after this ; " so we need not be jealous about 
it DOW. We will all be at the wedding, 
though, and all the young gbleand boys on 
the estates or in the county, if they choose. 
It ia to be celebrated in Stoke-Delamere 
Church ; and then they return to dear Ire- 
land again — return to vinter here ; yea 
winter-—' brave the storms of the Atlantic,' 
I heard Lady Vesey call it ; as if our sea- 
breeze was not as good as London fog any 

" But won't the mourning for Sir Jervis 
Yate^ who has left the Countess such a 
fortune, delay the wedding, Harcellai" 

" Not a bit of it ; sure, does siie not rather 
need a husband tile more to comfort her. 
And she won't touch a penny of the fortune. 
She conwders herself bis trustee in behalf of 
neglected relations and the people of his 
factory, who made it all — ths factory of 
£ont^ Dale od her own English estate." 

" Of B«an Ideal yQa mean, Marcella." 

"I'm sure the other name is as pretty," 
said Marcella, pettishly. 

" Aa pretty, but not righ$," returned Mag- 
dalene, mildly. 

" There b no harm in prtt^ tbiDgs, I 
suppose. Miss Magdalene t " 

" Oh, no ; and Beau Ideal, or Botu^ Dale, 
must be both right and pretty before the 
Countess is satisfied." 

And here, for the present, cloaes, aa of 
right, with a marriage, our history of 
BLaNCHB, CouHTBSs OF Dbukbkb. The 
privilege of relating the sneoess of her bene- 
volent experiments in the factory of Beam 
Ideal, or Bonny Dale, as tht name was happily 
corrupted, and ia her mountain colooy in 
Donegal, we however retain until some future 
opportunity. 



THE WIERD OF THE WINEAMS : A TALE OP THE PERSECUTING TIMES ; 



AS BELATED BY THE I> 

Thbbe are maBy months in every year 
when the hostel of St. Ronan's, and the 
whole of that lonely village, are as mute and 
desolate as if it were one of those romantic 
ratering- places embosomed in the Swiss 



E OF ST. BONAM s. 



Alps, or buried in the heart of the Pyrenses, 
after the last flight of the summer-loving 
martlets from the ciUes had taken wing 
homeward. It was at thia deserted season, 
and to a rustic and purely Scottish audience 
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of greedy listenen, th&t the Dominie of St. 
Ronan's namted the following traditionary 
atory, which he thus preluded ; — 

" It might be in the Utter year of the 
godless and gunless nign of Charles Stuart, 
the second of that unhappy name, or in the 
first yeac that his black-hearted, Papistical 
brother bore sway in this ancient realm, that 
a g&thering of douce neighboun and orra 
wayfarers, much like this same, was drawn 
round the ingle-neuk, within these same 
stanch, anld, black walls — the whilk, sirs, 
were utterance gifted then), could tell many 
a stranger tale than mine is. 

"It was Candlemas-tide, as I have heard, 
and snow lay thick on all the heights, and 
deep in all the hollows of the Gala, the 
Leader, and the other waters round ; by 
reason of which, Robin Scott, the then carrier, 
or cadger, between that country-side and 
Edinburgh, was full three days behind his 
ordinary time ; and, as this was a period of 
sore trial and tribulation to the persecuted 
Kirk and oppressed Estates of Scotland, the 
men-folk, ye may be sure, were hungering as 
siur for tidings as wen the women for the non- 
sense trinkum-trankums Robin brought, in 
exchange for good fresh eggs and fat eerocks. 

** Robin, slow asluH pace was, in dandering 
from farmstead to farmstead, was the only 
post and mail of those days, unless when a 
laird or a lord, like Thirlatane or Torwood- 
tee, or him of the Black Barony, or the 
malignant persecutor. Sir Harmaduke Win- 
ram, might send off one of their honse-varlets 
with a special budget on some of their godless 
errands of harriment and cruel oppresnon 
of the Lord's people. For this, sirs, was a 
time when heavy jn^^nents were abroad in 
this land of Scotland, — when the sword of 
the smiter was unsheathed to slayntterly. 

" There is a yirmin of discontent and a 
harming of restlessness abroad among this 
ancient people even now ; bat I trow, sirs, 
our lines have fallen in pleasant places, when 
our lot under the Protestant Princes of the 
Uonae of Brtmswick is compared with that 
of our godly and persecuted forebears, hunted 
like Patricks owre the mountains and throngh 
the moss-hags, by Claverhouse and his godless 
gang ; harried in their gear, and racked in 
their members with the bootikins and pi]n»- 
winks, and the other damnable devices of 
that Pandemonium, the committee of the 
Privy Council of Scotland ; where the apos- 
tate Laoderdale, and Middleton, and Rothes, 
and their hellish inatnunente. Bloody Mac- 
kenzie, and the Muscovite tiger Dolyell, and 



the excommunicate malignant. Sir Harma- 
duke Winram, of whom it more nearly con- 

cemsme to speak " The Dominie gasped 

for breath. 

"Weel a weel," cried a young former, 
named Elliot, inlerruptbg his old teacher 
somewhat irreverently, "if times are on 
mend, tlianks to the spirit of our forefathi 
and, if they righted matters then at the price 
of their blood, let as try to hold them so, 
or shame befa' ub, eay I." 

The Dominie, who mightily prided him- 
self on being "a Whig of the Revolution," 
was looked on with suspicion by the younger 
Liberals of the parish, from having lately, 
in ol>edience^ to his ecclesiastical superior, 
the minister, refused them the use of the 
school-house to hold a meetjug for Parlia- 
mentary Reform. This circumstance gave 
sting to young Elliot's speech, especially 
when he wided — "It is just the aold story 
owre again then. Dominie, as now — 'Do 
the laird and the minister hid ye, or else — 
Then it was the King and the Curates : — 
comes aye to the same thing. Now it is 
hereawa at least — the Deuke and the 
Chamberlun." 

The Dominie waved hia hand, sawing tlie 
air with Ciceronian dignity ; and, giving 
the go-by to this home-thrust, held on — 

"At a time when judgmenU were abroad, 
and the Malignanta, in their blind and 
blood-thirsty rage, spared neither age, sex, 
nor station, tidings from the capital were, 
I remarked, sorely waited for ; and, 
eepecia), the gnidman of Elshieahiels — who 
likewise fanned the Mains of Redheugh, and 
had himself been out at Pentland with hii 
anld nuuster, Rutherfurd of Redheugh — 
declared he would not stir from the cbanroer 
in whilk we now sit, till Robin appeared, 
though it should be broad day-light; and so 
called for another bioker of ale, to help on 
the clatter, and also the graver discourse, 
which natorally ran in the subdued vein of 
a people quuling under oppression, yet stirred 
and excited in theirminde by the many brave 
examples of steadfastness, even unto the 
death, with which that period abounded. 

" Among the remorselesa and cruel char- 
acters to which that disturbed age gave birth, 
none were regarded, by the country people, 
with greater horror and a sort of supeisU- 
tiouB dread, than Sir Marmaduke Winram, 
whose patrimonial possessions in this neigh- 
bourhood had lately been increased by several 
forfeitures, and the gin of the fines he had 
levied in tiie course of his Kealous service. 
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" He had been coDcamed in the srreet of 
Mr. Donald CargiU, and had also been 
•olemnly ezconumuiicated hy one of the 
preachers among the Coveneutera — a ciroura- 
stance deemed bo awful that some of his own 
■ervanta abandoned him aii one tet aside and 
sealed to perdition and made over to the 
Enemy of Man. 

'"It is tauld, and I hare good authority 
for believing it,' interrupted the goodman of 
tile Mains, ' that the same night tidings oame 
to liis lordly dwelling of Bandolpb'i Tower, 
that Mr. Donald Cargill had lifted up hie 
teetimouy at the Gallowlee of Edinburgh, 
and laid down hie precious life for the oauee 
of Christ's Crown and Covenant — that the 
blasphemous wretch leuch loud out, and 
cried to his man. Sergeant Warrock, another 
wioked oppresaor of God's people, and a 
■poller and barrier of Hii heritage — " Fill 
me a eup of wine, Warrook, and we 'II drink 
the Whigamore draidgie 1 " Wheieupon the 
red wine in the cup turned in hii hands into 
congealed blood I Yet he greedily drank it up !' 

"A thrill of horror crept through the circle 
then surrounding this ingle like ourselves ; 
and many other tales were related of the 
cold-blooded butchery committed by the 
persecutors ; of their dieaoluta and abandoned 
lives ; and of the viable retributory judg- 
ments already visited upon them for their 
savage cruelties to the Covenanters, and all 
those emphatically named ' the Lord's 
People.' 

" ' Hb ia off to Edinburgh last Monday 
morning, to crave from the Privy Council a 
deed of gift of Bedheugh's lands,' continued 
the farmer of the Muns — 'your owngreat- 
grandeire be was, Mr, Elliot, and a savoury 
Christian in his generation ; but there will 
be words about that ; for there are as 
greedy gleds before him yonder as himself — 
off, after attending ans of their Pandemo- 
nium Councils ag^nst us and ours, over at 
Tbirletane, where the hallowed rest of the 
blessed Sabbath was spent in uarde and dioe, 
drinking and damning, and blasphemies fit 
to have f^lit the roof of the Castle, and sunk 
it fathoms deep in the earth.' 

" While tiu honest man held forth, the 
dogs began to yowff, and a gldkit lassie 
threw over her wheel In her haste, and ran 
out, expecting the longed-for cadger. 

" 'If s no Rolon,' was her cry, on returning, 
•but just Sikker Sinimie, the packman, 
wha, guid be ahoot us I when I speered for 
tidings, tauld me, the Malignants have burnt 
the Nor" Loch of Edinboro, and that the 



cadgers were selling the burnt fish for half 
naething 1' 

" The laugh at the pedlar's joke wa^ not 
general ; and that small gray man, who bad 
been stabling his pony, shortly afterwards 
appeared in person, 

" Simon Sloan, or Siiler Siamie, as the 
itinerant merchant was named, from the 
extreme caution of his dealings, had for 
many years plied at stated periods in this 
district — his beat being np and down the 
Gala, the Ale, and Leader Waters, and also 
other tributaries of the Tweed, before he 
annually traversed tlie valleys of Yarrow 
and Ettrick, making, by that way, his exit 
into Motlat^ale. It was also known that 
he statedly travelled the east of Fife, whence 
he made his transit across the Frith, and 
ranged the Lammermoars, before descending 
upon the Tweed and its feedeis. 

" But this was not Simmie's usual period of 
appearance at St. Ro&an'e, which was never 
till after the bear-seed time ; and surprise 
and questioning were added to that usual 
warm welcome to the Cleikum Inn, from 
the female part of the household, which the 
facetious pedlar always received. 

" Wants of all ikinds were now to be 
supplied to the fem^s ; but the cravings of 
the men for tidings were still more eager. 
Simmie heard all their questions, and often 
parried them with jokes, sometimes at the 
expense of the Covenanters ; for, strange 
as it might be for one in bis rank of life, 
Simmie was loyal and a Malignant ; and in 
Fife, where his principles were better known, 
or more rigidly canvaesed, ha was even lat- 
terly suspected of using his calling to act as 
a spy for the curates and persecuting lairdB. 
Some light remarks from Simmie, therefore, 
provoked the displeasuTs of the grape good- 
man of Elshieshiels, who, shaking his head, 

*" I trow thay did not wnyog yon far, 
friend, that put honest men on theii guard 
against ye.' 

" The pedlar loolced disturbed, but laughed 
it over. 

" ' Agunst tiie length of my ellwand is it, 
gnidman 1 Weel, it measured aff ten ells of 
Flanders lace thia day week, and double 
that of French lawn, for the bridal geu of 
bonny Lady Lochkeltie, owre yonder at 
Lindorea, wdio is coming to be youi lady here 
at B«dheugh ; and, if she shall say I 
wronged her, let me abide it.' 

" Here was news — and twenty throats were 
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'"And mil Sii M&nuftdulie ever let that 
lady and her gsar past liimBel' or hia son V 

" ' Ay, that's a point for divinea like you, 
guidman ; but see here, lasses, law ye ever 
rarer ribbona ! That'a ca'ed The Duke of 
York'a darling.' And ha threw ft wreath of 
red ribbon tenptingly over his arm. 

"' Maiden of mine shall never near snood 
g' that bloody hue,' said the old farmar. 
'And I take blame to myself for clatterin' 
wi' a scofBng fool-bodie like ye, who, I have 
heard, partook, twenty and more years nnce, 
iu the heathenish doings at Linlithgow, 
when Uiddleton and Dalyell, witli other 
rotten-hearted Malignants, the magistrates 
of that town, bomt tba Covenant, and put 
the Cause to open shame with their mocking 
devices, dancing around their big bonfire, 
while the Public Fountain Bpont«d French 
and Spanish wins, in whidi the frantio 
wretches toasted the healths of the exoom- 
mnoicate apostate, Cbulee Stuart, and the 
enemies of the Kirk and of Scotland. No 
wonder ye blench, poor sinfa! wretch, and 
that the sweat breaks on your brow, come 
as ye are of pious Presbyterian parents, and 
aUied to the blood of the Covenant. A pra- 
sent judgment was seen on him, my friends,' 
continued the speaker, as the appalled cirala 
drew back, leaving the Bftorilegious pedlar 
alone in his shame : ' He waited in flesh, 
mm, and pined in spirit, like a thing be- 
witched, from that day ; never again could 
settle to his honest trade of a shaemaker, 
and so took to the pack, and to what other 
less honest trades lies between him and his 



" ' Siromie must have been but a stripling 
callant, then,' said the landlord, sympathiz- 
ing with hia gnesL ' It will not do, Elshie- 
ahiels, in these tjmas, to look owre strictly 
back to what ony o' ns were aboot a score o' 
years sync. There hae been a hantel 
changes o" beliefs and unbeliefs in our day, 
and there is like to be mair yet — so least 
sud is soonest mended ; but let the gnidman 
try, Sinunie, what temper your razors are o.' 

"It was not s little remarkable, that, 
bcaides ballads and broadsides of all descrip- 
tions, for the lads and lasses who heard the 
tmrates, Simon ^bever travelled without a 
secret assortment of sach seditions and rebel 
tracts as ' Leg Rac,' which boldly maintained 
the doctrine of the lawfulness of armed le- 
wstance, or, ' The Coums o^ OmTs Wrath ,•■ 
and BDch pnwcribed docnments as ' The 
Zanari and SanqtiAar Deelaration,* ' Tke 
Btigltn Tatmonjf,' * Tht Termed jExoommn- 



nication,' and ' Tie Dying TetHnKniea of the 
MarlyTi,' who were still suffering in num- 
bers at Edinburgh, and in other parts of 
Scotland. ' What can the like o' me do,' 
he would reason, ' who am but a servant of 
the public, trying to earn a bit of honest 
bread at a season when the very giglet 
lasses, that wont to sing Gilmoriet or 
Kathrine Jamfrie, aSect mair these tra- 
gedies regarding the last hours of the virgin 
martyrs, Isabel Alison and Marion Harvie, 
than Vans Bentinck o' the Krames' best 
pinners and pearlins.' 

" As all was safe in the Cleiktun at this 
time, in his estimation, so Simon undid tlu 
contraband printed papers, which were con- 
cealed in a web of duffle ; and, at very 
moderate cost, but under strict injunctions of 
secrecy, dealt out a supply of those con- 
traband wares, which were eagerly and 
instantly read. 

" ' And this is what they mak' by their 
viUanoua tests and edicts, an' grievous bur- 
dens laid on tender consciences,' cried old 
ElshicBhiels : ' their aia. creatures, snob like 
as that weirdless body, Simon Sloan, being, 
by a gracious, overruling Providence, turned 
into sharp instruments to work their down- 
fall and destruction. Honest Robin Soott 
durst not hawk about the precious indiUngs 
which, for the lucre of pelf, the CouncU- 
ourates* tools sell to us. No, no, sirs — all 
the soul-killing tests, and body-slaying mur- 
ders, and all the finings, and hangings, and 
drownings, and racks, and thumblkins ever 
hell devised, and all ths. dragoons and 
troopers in tjie three kingdoms, will never 
extinguish that fire of love kindled in ths 
heart of Covenanted Scotland 1 For nearly 
twenty years they have tried to drown it 
in blood ; but it will never be quenched. 
Fathers will be telling the bairns, when 
they are old men, that in their young years 
there were great days in Scotland ; and that 
the faithful ministers — a Cameron and a 
King — a Wellwood, a Benwick, and a Kid 
-~ would not be silenced from preaching the 
truth, nor the Iiord's people kept back from 
hearing about their civil and religious rights ; 
and how the loaflblds ran red wi' blood, and 
how gory heads of martyred eaints were 
stuck on all the ports of Edlnboro ; but 
all would not do.' 

"Such waa the talk of auld Elliot of 
Elahieshiels. Some of his friends thought 
that hia long keeping to the hills under 
hiding, after the business at Airmoss, and 
a sore imprisonment, sufiered in TantaUon 
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Caatle, had given hia brein ft shake from 
the 1>ase of Bolidity ; but it was remarked 
that his love waxed aye the wanner and 
more vehement as his worldly judgment 
ftuled ; and he would find fault even with 
his own landlord, B«dheugh, and other old 
companions in arms for the cause of the 
Covenant, because of what he scrupled not 
to call a lukewarmneas and defection. 
This made Elshieahieb the more anxious 
about the fact, when he heard from Simon 
an inkling of the marriage of the Lady at 
Lindores, with hia Laird. 

" ' Comely house-dames and rich heritages 
have long been among the Enemy's most 
effectual snares/ he remarked ; and he 
strictly interrogated Simon aa to Redheugh'a 
project of matrimony with the young widow 
of Lochkeltie. 

"Though Kedbeugh was well stricken in 
years, the lady was yet a fab and buicom 
gentlewoman, on whom more than one or 
two suitors (even among the Cavaliera) cast 
eyes of regard, with maybe a sllcitt towards 
her fat dowery lands in the Howe of Fife, and 
some ulterior view of the custody and 
iwstowal, in due season, of her only child 
Hagdalen Leslie, to whom, though still in 
years but a babe, great wealth had fallen, 
both in lands and money-bonds held by her 
late goodsire, the Provost of Cupar, over the 
Laird of Winram's estates. Lady Lochkeltie, 
in her state of bereavement, sojourned for 
personal safety near the West Bow Port of 
Edinburgh ; and, though carrying herself 
with marvellous discretion for one of the 
weaker eex, she could not altogether with- 
hold her succour and solace from the per- 
secuted and outed ministers then under flight 
and hiding ; for which fact her dwelling hod 
been repeatedly searched, and herself brought 
up before tlie Privy Council, to bide the 
gibing and jeering of Lauderdale anent 
harbouring sturdy trams of the Kirk in her 
Tcry secret chamber. Her woman's wit, 
and maybe her comely countenance, helped 
her through ; though it mas alleged, by 
Elshieshiels and other highflyers, that her 
replies were not altogether so ^ngle-minded 
and ae-fold as became her pure profession. 
So she was dismissed skaithless, Lauderdale 
saying— 

" ' Ye maun ware your widowhood upon a 
jolly Cavalier, madam, who will answer to 
us for your good conduct.* 

" At one of these ta^^gs the lady 
chanced to be seen by this said Winram, 
who had just come from Galloway, where 



the atorm was rising, to give an account of 
bis devil's stewardship, in shooting, banging, 
fining, and plundering. 

"HLsprodigalanddissolutelife at the Court 
of Charles Stuart, and tho maintenance of 
his riotous troopers, had long since brought 
Sir Harmaduke to a piece of bread, in spite 
of all the plunder and fines which he 
pocketed ; and he was now clamouring for 
prey with the best of those ravening wolves. 
It was remarked that, when the widow was 
removed, whose daughter, if there had been 
justice in the land, might in right of bonds 
be said to carry his estate in her bib, he got 
into a rage with the whole Council which 
had parried his demands ; aad, the Duke of 
York being in presence, he Ewore a blasphe- 
mous oath. By the Rood 1 that he must have 
siller, if he gaed to hell and pawned his soul 
for it I Upon which eitlier Lauderdale, or 
Rothes, or some of that pack — for they were 
all alike, and, to use the vulgar idiom of the 
vernacular, ' ae sow's farrow' — cried out — 

" ' A God'a name, man, take the Whig-a- 
more Leslie's widow aa the first instalment of 
thy unreasonable demands, and worr}' thy 
poor friends uae moir. The quean has a 
drop or two of gentle blood in her veins. If 
ye manage half, ye may, in due time, bestow 
her weel-tochered daughter on that hopeful 
youth, the Master of Winram, which will 
cancel all heritable bonds, and spare ye the 
long journey ye may take soon enough. 
The wench ought in conscience to be made a 
ward of the crown, and bred up in honesty. 
Butshe will be safe in thy fatherly custody.' 

"Sir Marmaduke, who had ttie pride of 
the Foul Fiend, winced at tliis frank project, 
but let himself be overruled ; especially as it 
was expounded to him that there was no 
need whatever to part with his English con- 
cubine, Mistress Anne, who duly attended 
the curate's mass, and reigned my I^ady 
Paramount, at bis dwelling of Randolph's 
Tower, over the entire household, and the 
Master to boot ; and never, it was said, did 
this woman forget or forgive tliis scheme, 
though it turned out of non-effect. But the 
matter got air, for, somehow or other, the 
friends of the cause of the Covenant had a 
sliatp ear even iu Privy Council committees; 
and, that same night, the hand of the widow 
of Lochkeltie was, by the offices of godly 
Mr. BUckadder, then under hiding in Edin- 
boro, secretly bestowed in holy wedlock upon 
Rutherfurd of Redheugh ; the little maiden, 
Magdalen Leslie, acting as her ovm mother's 
bride'a-msiden, and James Rutherfurd, then 
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a stripling of t«D or twelve years, as his 
father's beet-inan. 

"*I look npon na two,' eaid B«dheagh, 
' but as the proxies of our children, if it shall 
please the Lord to incline their yonng hesTts 
U> each other.' 

" There were divers reasons for this Dnion 
in operation among good friends. By the 
preachers then in Edinboro, the sudden maT- 
riage was conmdered a matter of needful 
carnal polity, (aa Lady Lochkeltie was bent 
on wedlock,) to keep bo rich a prize, in a 
temporal seose, frum the enemy ; and as a 
dear dispensation of Providence, to stren^en 
the hands of friends. 

"Instead of 'the young folk' (as every 
pair is called when they marry, liowever 
well stricken in years they may be) travelliDg 
to Redheagh, to keep the honeymoon, as 
Sikker Simmie had foretold, they took boat 
for Fife betimes next morning, and had 
crossed the Frith lang before Sir Marmsduke, 
who had been drinking and diceing all night 
with Lauderdale, heard of the march which 
the Covenanters had stolen on liiin. Flinging 
his furred cloak over his gold-laced habit, 
that had never gone off his back after the 
debauch, he burst into the Privy Codncil 
chamber like a man possessed by the Evil 
One ; and, the Duke of York being again in 
presence, first swore a deadly revenge against 
the Laird of Redbeugh — of whose lands he 
demanded the inetant forfeiture — and a 
deeper and more burning hatred than that, 
set on fire of hell, which already raged in 
his veins — against the Lard's people. lie 
even offered his dagger at his kinsman, Lau- 
derdale, who could not keep from jeering at 
his disappointment with the widow ; for 
such, sirs, is the friendship of the wicked. 

" Though afflictions vexed and bruised the 
Kirk and Commonwealth of Scotland more 
sorely than ever after these happy espousals, 
and though the ungodly trode down the vine- 
yard like Bwine, and rioted in the goodly 
fmits thereof, there were quiet days and 
peaceful nights for Redbeugh in his own 
peculiar ; bo that it was alleged by Elshle- 
shielB, and other suffering brethren, that he 
was forgetting the afflictions of Zion in the 
calm couthiness of his wife's fireside at Lin- 
dores ; where, if there was one member of 
the circle more dear to him than another, it 
was his step-baim, the gentle and winsome 
Magdalen Leslie, who had at once gMned for 
herself a beloved daughter's place in his heart. 
The children, James sad Magdalen, had also 
mingled the buds and blossoms of the affec- 



tions of youth, and could not so much be said 
to have fallen in love, according to any 
worldly or carnal sense at the phrase, aa that 
the tenderest affection and endearment had 
been the law of their young life, as far back 
as the memory of Magdalen reached. The 
children together at Lindores shared the ii 
struotlons of a godly onted preacher, unt 
James had been sent to Holland to complete 
hia education under the especial direction of 
Sir Patrick Home, an old friend and neigh- 
bour of his father. 

" It vpas in his first absence that the golden- 
haired, mild M^dalen, with a skin of milk 
and an eye of softest blue, grew up into grace- 
ful maidenhood, unfolding her beauty beneath 
the fond eye of her step-father, like a living 
flower, until, it ia said, the match of the 
maiden could not have been met with from 
Crsil to CulrosB, in all the goodly kingdon 
of Fife. Magdalen had, in duty and love, 
cherished James Rutberfurd aa a dear and 
only brother, and jaloused nae malr, until 
light broke in upon her maiden innocei 
when she chanced to be scorned one day with 
tlie Master of Winram, and felt that 
never could be the bride of any man, by her 
own free choice, save her dear and early 
companion. Ye may be sure ibat a matter 
so desirable to all concerned, both in a public 
and in a private capacity, was not ill to 
manage ; so, on James Rutberfurd going 
back to Holland, after a visit to Lindores, 
be carried away her troth-plight ; while, 
blushing in her oecret oharober, with inborn 
modesty, and thrilling with innocent de- 
light, the pious maideu blessed the Lord 
that those ties which had made so much 
of the happiness of her childhood, did not 
preclude that closer, more rapturously- 
endearing connexion for Time and for 
Eternity, to which she now tremblingly 
looked forward. For Magdalen Leslie al- 
most grudged her own felicity, while Zion 
was in the furnace ; and tliis had been a 
season of quiet for her parents, purchased, 
as I have eaid, by what was surmised a 
toucli of Inkewarmnesa, or some want of 
a fervent, fiery zeal, on the part of auld 
Redheugh. Yet was he a man of great 
weight among the friends of the cause, and 
highly respected ; and something was yielded 
to his gray hairs, which demanded ease and 
peace, and something more to the pmdent 
policy of Lady Loclikeltie, who, from the 
time she had been handled by the Privy 
Council, was ever in deadly terror of fines, 
forfeitures, and pilnewinks. j 
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*' However, a time wm now drawing near, 
when a double-faced or worldly policy would 
not long*r suffice, and when the choice was 
to be made between the Kirk and the Cnrates, 
between the Lord's service and Baal's ; for 
now the Boul-ensDariiig edicts daily issued, 
were as a trap set npon Mizpeh, and as a 
net spread upon Tabor. 

" To be brief, a crisis was drawing near 
within tliis ancient kingdom ; for, as is said 
in the remacular, when things are at the 
worst they mend. But the blackness of 
darkness was only lowering, the fiery deluge 
bad not burst ; and, such is the frailty of 
human nature in young and plighted hearts, 
that, maybe, Magdalen Leslie, as the ap- 
pointed time drew nearer and nearer, thought 
but c»en owre rauckle of her true-loTe in 
the lowlands of Holland, and partly forgot 
the public troables of Scotland ; though the 
maiden could not be called wilful nor remiss 
in duty, as her purpose of wedlock had been 
fortified and hallowed by the consent of their 
common parents, and warmly approved by 
tboMi godly ministers and leading elders 
among the Covenanters, who, it was thought, 
liked over much to assume a temporal as 
well as spiriitual authority over the adherents 
of the mighty cause. 

" This martiage had long been the subject- 
roatter of debate, and also of prayer, in the 
secret conferences of the Lord's people ; and 
it was hoped that, young as they were, James 
Rntherfurd and Magdalen Leslie might live to 
prove a nursing-father and a nursing-mother 
of the afflicted Kirk ; for the youth was of 
s generous, high-spirited nature, and of a 
singularly ripe judgment for his brief years 
— his understanding of matters of civil 
polity having been wonderfully enlarged 
by bis residence among the exiles in Hol- 

" It was thought, moreover, that the son 
of Redheugh, who bad sufTeied sorely in 
his worldly possessions by the oppression 
of his powerful and persecnting neighbour. 
Sir Marmaduke Winram, had a double title 
to the well-tochered heiress of Lochkeltie ; 
and it was the merry saying of one of the 
preachers, maybe Samuel Rutherford, ' Is 
not the house of Lochkeltie honoured in 
ministering of its substantial siller spoons to 
the toom aumrie of Redheugh, where Sergeant 
Warrock has left nothing better than horn 
cutties?' 

" It is, indeed, a well-known hbtorical fact, 
that whatever of vessels of sUver, and vessels 
of gold, and omamente, and gauds of gentle- 



women, had been treasured in Presbyterian 
households, were freely cast into the public 
treasnry. It was, indeed, a time of a ungular 
awakening and opening of hearts and hands, 
so far as the free communication of gear and 
substance went ; and that same is a severe test 
of what spirit a man is of, in his zeal for any 

" You are now, my friends," proceeded 
the Dominie, " to suppose that ten years had 
elapsed &om the marriage of Redheugh, 
during which time he had so ordered his 
walk, that, save refusing to hear the curates, 
for which his household suffered fine upon 
fine, it was next to impossible to fasten a 
quarrel upon him ; and by altogether avoid- 
ing this country-side, he bad not roused the 
enemy by crossing Winram's path. As for 
the annual-rent on the late Provost of 
Cupar's heavy bonds, it was thought best to 
keep quiet about that, the Cavaliers' song 
being then, as now, 
■ InftAid of broBd pieceg wtll paj with broad ivords.' 

"But how was the brave, hot spirit of 
young James Rutberfurd to brook this in- 
solent injustice t The pradent lady hoped, 
that, by Bubmitting patiently t« every in- 
justice, save in matters affecting conscience, 
the gray and honoured head of her husband 
might descend t« the grave in tranquillity 
in the bosom of his family ; and — though 
his spirit still travailed in secret for the 
wrongs inflicted on the land of Scotland, and 
his heart yearned over those sufierings of 
glorified martyrs and persecuted saints which 
bed, twenty years before, kindled his soul 
into burning zeal, and unsheathed his father's 
sword — it was alleged that he had set his 
heart, with an over desire, upon the comple' 
tion of the marriage of his son with Magdalen, 
who was, indeed, the very apple of his eye — 
the light of his life. 

" It was therefore settled thnt young Red- 
heugh should return to Scotlaiid at Whitsun- 
tide, and the marriage take place without a 
delay, which, indeed, the broken state of the 
country forbade. 

" Some of the ladies of those CavaUers who 
were distantly connected by blood with 
Magdalen Leslie, had expressed a desire to 
take charge of the heiress in Edinburgh, and 
introduce her to society becoming her expec- 
tations and claims ; and one or two matches 
had been proposed for her on the port of 
young and needy MalignantB among the 
King's and the Duke's friends, and in 
especial by Sprinkel, and Douglas of Slen- 
house, a papbt, and one who vowed that he 
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wonld biing her back to the true church 
b«fon she hftd been three months his wife. 
The worthy and godly fiunily at Lindorea 
were in great dismay at such pTetcuBions 
backed by men in power, who were then 
g^ven op to work oil unrighteouineu with 
greedineN ; and the Lady of IiOchkeltie 
wonld have sent her daughter abroad to be 
otit of danger, li&d she not known that their 
enemies only wuted for a pret«xt to confiB- 
cat« her lands and gear. 

"Wicked Winram was now, in the won- 
derful waye of Proyidence, made their stay ; 
for, when Ite heard of the heiress of Lindores 
and Lochkeltie being given to any Cavalier 
Mve himself or his Mn, he raged like a bull 
of Bastian, and the plan was suspended to 
keep peace in their camps and councils. 
Still the overly-pmdent Lady of I/ocbkeltie, 
foreseeing nothing but danger and mischief 
to the whole family while Magdalen remained 
single, wrote with her own hand to speed the 
Tetum of her stepson; to whom she remarked, 
' that, godless monsters as the privy-council 
were, they durst not put asunder those 
united by the holiest of human ordinances, 
and that with the consent of parents and the 
next of kin.' 

" Under cover of her lady-mother's missive, 
Magdalen alao wrote to James as her brother, 
which she yet called him, and for the last 
time in her single state ; but also as to her 
long-beloved and early betrothed ; and that — 
for the letter was carefully preserved among 
the family papers — in a strain of tenderness, 
and with the outpouring of an affectionate 
spirit, which after circumstances render 
memorable. The Iiady of Lochkeltie's letter 
contained, no doubt, much sound and evan- 
gelical doctrine, though it touched more on 
certain bridal purchases of Flanders lace, 
and Holland linen, and Indian china, and 
poeset-dishes, than Redbeugh might alto- 
gether have countenanced, while so many 
precious sunts, hunted like wild beasts to 
the hill^had hot a meal of meat to sustain 
nature. The epistle of the m^den contained 
also an account of a remaikable and solemn 
public renewal of her covenant, and a devout 
casting of her betrothed and herself upon 
Providence, in their new relation, for Time 
and for Eternity, which was wonderful in 
one so young. 

" Rutherfurd, the younger of R«dhevgb, 
who, by all accounts, was of a manly, loving, 
frank nature, had sometimes chided his young 
connexion for an over degree of maidenly 
coyness in her late correspondence ; but he 



was now satisfied that his Magdalen's lore for 
exceeded the ^ddy, flickering, light passion 
of ordinary women ; and his heut, already 
rejoicing like a bridegroom's over his bride, 
he boune himself for Scotland, and was ex- 
pected in the port of Dysart within fourteen 

" As evil fortune would have it — for so to 
short-s^hted eyes it might at first have ssemed 
— certain papers necessary to the completion 
of the nuptial contract with which Gideon 
Drury, a God-fearing Clerk in Cupar, was 
then busy, were deposited in a secret hiding- 
place in the Peel-house of Redheugh, of 
which no one possessed the secret, save the 
old laird, and which he did not jui^ fit to 
intrust to any one save those nearest and 
dearest to him ; so it was agreed that he 
should make the journey thither accompanied 
by Magdalen, and be back again before the 
Malignants in Edinburgh could wot of their 
absence. For this purpose they were to take 
shipping at Largo, and, crossing at once Into 
East Lothian, altogether shun the perils and 
snares of a city now deeply polluted with the 
blood of the saints. 

" A dull, gray, cold February morning it 
was when they took horse, and the heart of 
Magdalen failed her altogether as they rode 
off; so that, leaping from her pony, sorrow 
overcoming her, she ran back and fell into 
her mother's arms, sorely sobbing in a paseion 
of grief, while she cried out,'0 mother] 
dear, dear mother ! there Is a load on my 



same breath, as mothers will do, saying, 
* What ails my Midline, my 

" Now the maiden bad dreamed a dream ; 
and, as they say in the vernacular idiom, 
'Cadgers aye dream o' creels,' so young 
girls will dream of their sweethearts just as 
like as of any thing else." [Upon this there 
arose the only titter among the spinners, 
carders, and knitters of the Cteiknm, which 
the Dominie's tale had excited.] 

"'Ail this Jong dreary night,' said Mag^ 
dalen, ' was my broken sleep haunted by a 
pale spectre, taking the form of our beloved 
James ; and then the wan tiling would 
change like the mist-wreath, till it brightened 
into the countenance of an angel, and then 
the haughty countenance and scowling brows, 
and the eyne that scorch me, of the wicked 
Malignant Sir Marmadufce Winram would 
come between us ; and hundreds on hundreds 
of demon visages would cluster about and 
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piesB on and suffocate me, like the fiendish 
faces that frightened me in tny childhood, of 
Sergeant Warrock and the Hood-thirsty 
murderers that paced past our window and 
down the West Bow on the day the innocent 
blood of young Isabel Alison was spilt like 

" ' Whiat, whiat, my child,' returned the 
lady, who was a careful dame, 'ye are 
bound on the path of duty, to secure your 
dower of widowhood over the lands of Red- 
heugh, if it please Providence to afflict you, 
like me, with the same sore bereavement of 
an early separation.' There was a touch of 
worldly spirit in this, which found no re- 
sponse in the leal and loving heart of the 
maiden. 

" ' Mother,' she uplifted her voice, ' speak 
not to me of widowhood, who never will be 
blest to be the bride of young Bedheugh — 
Oh, never, never 1 ' 

" ' Silly girl, these are foolish maiden 
fears,' replied the lady, liismng and soothing 
her child. ' And this is an unlucky back- 
coming,' she added ; for a touch of super- 
stition in those days mingled strangely with 
a strong religious faith in the minds of all 
classes in Scotland. 

" ' I fear to see agwn that stone on which 
the papist witch-wife of the Pathhead of 
Dysart stood the morning we fled from Eldin- 
bui^h, denouncing wrath on our landing in 
'^r own country,' said Magdalen. ' How 
can I forget her eldritch scream, " Ve think 
ye have made a braw escape this morning, 
Lady Lochkeltie — you and your Whigamore 
bridegroom ; but the Wia-d of the Winrauu 
bangs ower ye yet — ay, ower you and 

" ' I coald chide thee, silly maiden,' said 
the lady, forcing a smile ; 'but I must leave 
it to a blither companion to chase away these 
black vapours, bred of an idle brain and the 
public troubles ; for I -will not believe the 
Enemy has power over my Maidline. Bless- 
ings on my daughter ! — far from her be 
Doubt and Temptation — near be Faith and 
Trust!' 

" ' Mother,' said the maiden, ' I know the 
ground of my hope, and I have not been 
nurtured like those who trinket with witch- 
women and put faith in soothsayers ; but 
the finger of fate is in tfais, as ye shall leam. 
Early this morning, when I had shaken off 
tlieae ensnaring dreams, after seeking counsel 
and direction of Him in whose hands are the 
issues of life, I opened my Bible at that fear- 
ful Scripture, — "Watchman, wliat of the 



night ?— watchman, what of the nights 
And they fied from the sword, from the 
drawn sword, and from the bent bow, and 
from the grievousness of war. For thus 
hath the Lord said unto me, within a year, 
according to the years of an hireling, and all 
the glory of Kedar shall fail." Is not that 
a warning of speedy judgment? And, again 
and again, my Bible opened as if an unseen 
hand held back the brods at the same threat- 
ening test.' 

" This was a species of appeal to fortune, 
a kind of heathenish torta Viiyilianm, in 
which even sober Christians, especially of 
the weaker sex, then indulged. And well 
might the awful response thus solemnly, and 
not without am, invoked, have made the 
maiden quail ; nor did her lody-motber 
altogether elude the contagion of a super- 
stitious dread, though she strove to believe 
that the threatening Scripture bore the rather 
upon thq public estate of this covenanted and 
backsliding land than on her own fin-side. 
And BO with blessings and prayers they 
parted, and four hours* easy riding brought 
Redheugh and the damsel to Laigo, whence 
they proposed to take sliipping, by the dann 
of next day, for Dunbar, and tiience, traver^ 
ing the Lammermuir, pass quietly down the 
Leader side, and on to tlie anld Peel-house, 
which Redheugh had not visited for several 
seasons bygone. 

" It so chanced that Andro Baikie's brig, 
a coglie bit craft, which the laird intended 
to hire for his occasions, had been bespoken 
by the prelatic travelling merchant, Simon 
Sloan, of whom ye formerly heard ; but this 
was the less matter, as he woe bound on tiie 
same voyage with his packs, passing on his 
annual journey from St. Andrews to the 
Merse, Tweeddale, and the other regions he 
frequented in his traffic. He was naturally 
but overly happy and vogie to have ability 
to grant a passage to Redheugh and the 
young lady ; but he would suffer no one else 
to enter the vessel, save, as it chanced, that 
singular Christian Judon Elliot, the guid- 
man of Elshieshiels, who, his brain being 
more and more infirm with what he had 
suffered, had taken a craze to make a pilgri- 
mage to Magus Miur, for, as he said, the 
refreshment of his spirit, in viewing tiie 
scene where righteous judgment had been 
executed, once more l>efore he yielded up his 

" There had also been some secret con- 
ference at St. Andrews of ministera and 
leaders, at which he had been present. 



,Gooj^le 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



257 



Magdalen Itad often lieard of this penon, 
nlio n-as regarded by many as a lialf-crazed 
fanatic, by others as a saint of the first 
magnitude ; and there was certainly much 
in li<s physiognomy, and in tlie wild light 
which shot from his restless, gledging eye, 
to rivet attention. 

" When, as the day broke, the gnmp met 
togetlier on the ruckle of sea-stones called 
Largo pier, ready to embark, and Elshieahiels 
joined them, hia deep uneartlily voice, as he 
poured forth the words, 'Watchman, wliat 
of the night ? ' made the damsel InToluntarily 
stai-t, recalling the oracular tent. 

" Redhengl^ when on board, fell into close 
and piivate conference with his old com- 
panion in conrenticles, prisons, hiding-places, 
and maybe battle-fields, and appeared deeply 
interested in the subject-matter of discourse ; 
while the pedler trimmed hia packs, and sat 
him down upon them, smoking a pipe, and 
hamming what seemed the profane tune of 
' Maggie Lauder ; ' and Magdalen, cherishing 
her own thoughts in a pensive heart, gazed 
into the hazy east, where the sun was 
wading in clouds, and dreamed of far-off 
Holland. She was again startled by the 
high tones of the Covenanter, who was thus 
addressing her step-father ; — 

" ' How are the mighty in Tsi'ael fallen ! — 
alack for sinful defections! for the putting 
the hand to the plough, and then drawing 
back 1 — Let those that abide by their bein 
firesides, toasting their shins, and eating, and 
drinking, and making merry in their tents, 
and come not out to the help of the Lord, 
remember the curse of Meroi ; for verily 
they shall not, when those things are in- 
quired for, be guiltless of the blood of their 



"The colour mounted to auld Redheugh's 
bvent brows. ' If this is levelled at me,' he 
said, in a calm, but severe and constrained 
voice, ' I must say it bespeaks less than cour- 
teous civility, and fkr less than Christian 
charity. My fellow-suflerer even unto bonds 
ought to remember, that the same command 
which enjoined Glory to God, proclaimed 
Good will to man.' 

" ' I crave your pardon. Laird of Redheugh, 
and far am I from saying that the root of 
the matter is not in ye. But ye maun be 
tried, ye mann be sifted, ye mann be win- 
nowed ; the pure gold must be purged from 
tile dirt and dross ; ye have been ower lang 
at ease in Zion ; ye have been practically 
saying, " Soul, take thineease — there are goods 
laid up in store for thee for many days." 

Vol. HI. 



Yet will ye be a brand plucked fmm the 
burning, for the noble testimony ye bore in 
times past, against the covenant-breaking 
and idolatry of this perjured land, with 
which the Lord has a controversy ; and 
tlirough the breadth and length of which Ho 
will go up in judgment, and give the fowls 
of the air, and the birds of prey, a feast of 
flesh and of blood. Yea, I see the sword is 
whetted for blood,' he exclaimed, in yet 
wilder t^nes, tossing np his arms, while his 
elf-locks streamed in the wind — 'He will 
have a day of the blood of kings and of 
nobles. Blood has touched blood in this 
sinful land ! Penlland Hills yonder, on 
whicli the mist is lowering, drank Mr, 
Guthrie's blood ; and Bothwell shook hands 
with Pentland, and the drowned in the sea 
touched Bothwell ; and Airmoss the drowned 
in the sea ; and the Grasamarket and tlie 
Gallowlee swim red — ye may wade therein 
in the blood of precious saints knee-deep ! — 
And will He keep silence for aye?' 

"'The poor man is distraught with his 
long and cruel sufferings and solitary im- 
prisonment In Tantallon Castle, with nothing 
bat the German Sea sweltering helow, and 
the mews and gulls screaming around him, 
my Magdalen,' whispered Redheugh to the 
trenibling maiden, whose eyes were as if 
fasdnated by 'iie wild maniacal glare of the 
man's eyes; 'and, tliough I pity him, and^ ' 
sincerely respect what he has boldly done 
for the religions and civil liberties of Scot- 
land, I wish we had had a quieter fellow- 
passenger.' 

"Magdalen's gaze had attracted the Cove- 
nanter's wandering eye, and he shouted — 
' Rise ap, ye women Uiat are at ease 1 hear 
my voice, ye careless daughters ! give ear 
unto my speech 1 — >for the spoiler has gone 
np ; and think ye he will spare the httle 
ones or the delicate women ; or that the fair 
and ruddy countenance which may allure 
the soldier of Christ from conmianded duty, 
and prove the same snare to the son that the 
mother's wiles have done to the father, will 
not be changed into blackness and ashes, 

" ' Halt there,' cried Sikker Simmie, inter- 
posing, ' I gave you a cast in the brig, mainly 
to keep you from running into worse mis- 
chief, and that is the Jongs o* the Laird of 
Anster, or the Crail Tolbooth ; but ye are 
not to make a conventicle of this deck-head, 
which is bnt an ill return for my civility.' 

" ' Your civility, apostate wretch 1 But 

I scorn to bandy words with you ; and, if I 
No. 00. 
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h&ve infringed upon due courtesf in my «x- 
postulatioQ with more honounble peraons, I 
bear the signet and authoritjr of Him wlio 
has honoured & poor wonn with the misaon 
I bear.' He flung hinuelf upon the deolc 
and unclasped hia Bible, muttering what t« 
tbe eara of Hagdalen a« much resonhled 
imprecation as prayer, as h« turned over the 
learea. 

" ' It would be a vall-goTemed Kirk and 
State that had the like of your oook-brain at 
the bead of it,' said the pedler quietly, and 
aeidft | and Magdalen and her father were 
silent under the Malignant's jeer. Elshie~ 
shiels refosed tn partake of their refreahroent 
at noontide, and spoke no more unlJJ, as It 
seemed, between sleeping and waking, he 
perceived the afternoon sun flashing upon 
the far-off Ca«tle and the Kirk spires of 
Edinbuigb, when he arose, and, t^ing off 
his broad blue bonnet, pronounced a pas- 
sionate anathema against the 'proud city 
whose high places iiad, for twenty yeais, 
reeked with the blood of martyrs,' and again 
sank aiient on the deck. 

" ' To reflect on these things is enough to 
drive any man mad,' said Redbeugh, who 
had been Teiy taciturn and thonghtAil all 
day, as if oppressed by the weight of railing 
Accusation to which an overly-tender con- 
science gave sting. 

" ' Now, with your leave, Hedhengh,' put 
in the packman, 'these things, instead of 
driving men of sense and gTimption donnart, 
should make them doubly wise, doubly 
cautious, doubly sui« that they see to the 
end l)efore they risk, not merely their own 
lives and the peace of their families, but tlie 
lives of thousands, and even the safety of the 
cause they bo foollsMy contend ftir.' 

" ' This Is a matter, friend, on which we 
are not like to agree,' returned Kedheugh, 
drily, and drawing forth his puree; 'so ye 
will take the freight ye have paid for the 
boat, and we will be ffee and ready to part 
on landing. We push forward to my sister's 
house of Edgelaw before the sun goes don-n.' 

"The money was at once accepted, Sikker 
Simmie remarking, ' That it never became a 
poor man to refuse a gentleman's siller.' 

"It was now late in the afternoon; butthe 
destined port was close tn view, the weather 
clear, and the horses ^sh, and Kedheugh 
was satisfied with his prepress hitherto, 
when an alarming dUBculty rose. Andro 
Baikie, the Largo skipper, as a Fife-man, 
and, consequently a Whig, was favourably 
inclined to the Covenanters ; hut sUli within 



the limits of discretion, and safety to the 
Brig and Its Navigator. 

"'As we are within two bows' length of 
running into the harbour, ye'll better bestir ye, 
friend,' said Andrew, 'and seek out yoar 
Pass ; for we will be all strictly looked after, 
gentle and simple.' 

" ' The more especially aa Andrew has an 
111 name, nnce a certain trafficking with a 
Duteh lugger off Eyemouth, whose car^ 
Haokstonn of Rathillet, and a wheen Whiga- 
mores, lying landward in your county of 
Fife, valued more than good brandy-wine or 
stout Geneva. I'm no saying, Andrew, it 
waa either arms or ammunition. ' And 
Siramie chuckled. 

"'And if ye did, Mr. Sloan, it would be 
bnt one h» more to the deil's docMi was 
spread about that same suld uonseDse, brings 
ing honest folk Into trouble. — But seek oat 
your Pass, honest man.' 

" ElsUeshiels raised hfmaelf, and sternly 
demanded, 'Am I then not also a free man 
of " no mean dty ? " ' 

"'He'll be meaning Peebles or Jeddart, 
I 'se warrant,* said Simmie, apart. 

" ' Am I not a free-bom Scot, at liberty 
t4> travel upon my lawful occasions the 
lengtb and breadth of my native conntiy 
of ScOlJand, without speering the leave of 
any malignant, ptelatie magistrate what- 
ever f 

" ' Clean havers, man,' replied Simmie. 
' But I need not tell you of not sitting in 
R«me and striving with the Pope ; for ye 
would pick a quarrel with a whin-stane, 
though ye surely could not be so mlsleared 
as bring Redbeugh into trouble, who has had 
fash eneugh already from the Privy Council, 
by this day travelling in his company and 
his freighted boat, without a lawful pass 
and warrant. But, if so, ye ken the remedy, 

" ' Ay, that do I,' rqilied the skipper ; 'ye 
shall be able to satisfy the town-clerk and 
the bailies, friend, or stow away, neck and 
crop, behind those salt barrels, and be landed 
again safe on the pier of Largo, or my name 
is no Andro Baikie.' 

" The fugitive at ftrst expressed violent 
Indignation ; but, becoming more calm, at 
length proposed that they should lie to until 
darkeiJn^, and that then he would cast him- 
self into the waters, swim on Aore, and rid 
them of the Jonah in the bark. Tliis was 
refused point blank. It was more than the 
Brig was worth, or Its owner's neck, to make 
such an attempt to elude juatice in these 
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MTere times. Driren to «xtremit}i', the 
man callod H«dbenfh aside, and commniii- 
cated ■omething wMofa appealed to make a 
gndden and ctrong impreuion upon that 
gentleman. 

'' 'I (uumot nnd back this honttt man,' 
he laid, adranoing, after a few McondB, ipent, 

it appeared, in rumination. ' I will peril 
all ere that.' Sikkar Simmie nmgngtzat«d. 

" * He mvM go forward,' replied Redheugb, 
with an air of vtxatioD. 'Magdalen, my 
dear,' he nhiapertd, 'life end death art on 
hie jonrney — my word ia plighted to the 
protection of my old friend.' 

' ' Ye will Mirly rue this interference, 
Redhengh,' said tiie pedler, impretuvely. 
' Bat what do ye propoee f ' 

" ' To lie to till darkening,' udd Bedfaeugh, 
'go a^ore in the boat, and take our chance.' 

" ' Weil, well, Redhengh,' said the skipper, 
doggedly, ' I haTe asen yonr money before 

>w, and may lee it again, and I would be 
loath to disobUge you ; but, if ill befbl the 
Drig, which la tiie baim'i braad-winner, 
through that oamstaaiie Whig aarle, ye ken 
— and ye are witneaa to it, Simon 61oan, and 
o is the young lady — to whom I shall look 
o make good the damage.' 

" Redheugh undertook all rlske [ and that 
the pedler might, as he said, run none, he 
also made the ringnlar request, of bring 
amu^led on than with his pack, and along 
nith the Covenanter. 

" The pass which Redhengh had procured 
from the goremmeut antfaoritiM at Cnpar, 
for himself and his daughter, was under- 
going rigid scrutiny freim the lealous town- 
clerk of Dunbar and a magistrate in the 
town-house, when a couple of constables, or 
what were named eheriff-nulres, arrired with 
EUshieshiela in tiieir custody. He had Inen 
apprehended a mile from the town, on hie 
way southward ; and apon tlie information 
of Simon Sloan the packman. 

"■ ' Who has picked my pocket, the malig- 
nant villain, of a charge of private paper*,' 
whispered the prisoner, 'ferbye a small sum 
'n ^ver coins.' 

" Redhengh went up to hie friend, his 
countenance expres^g deep vexation and 
alarro, i^ch blackened into despair at a 
wngie word, whispered in his ear. 

"What is this}-- what is thlsT cried 
the dficial, with dignl^ ; * no private com- 
mnning there. And where is the afbresnld 
Simon Sloan ? Let him be called into 
rt.' But Sikker Stmmie was nowhere 
to be found ; he had put In leg-ball, and the 



prisoDer was committed for a future exami- 
nation. The only crime charged against 
him, was clandestinely landing from a tioat, 
and traveUing homeward without a pass ; 
but that was enough, in those days. 

" Bodheugh joined his daughter at the inn 
which was clsM by the Jail and the Council 
Chamber, and proposed that, as the moon 
wad riang, tiuy should aet forth instantly, 
if she were able for the journey. So Peter 
Cairns, the laird's roan, who, by this time, 
had got the beasts landed, saddled them 
forthwith. 

" ' Something— some unhappy thing has 
chanced to trouble ye, my fatJter,' cried 
Hagdalen, reading Hie laird's troubled coun- 
tenance. Us told her of die treachery of 
the packman, and of the aricBt of his poor 
friend. She was lost in conjectare. * Bobbed 
him of a charge of papers 1 — Yet, spite of 
appearances, I cannot help thinking Simon a 
just man, and a very tolerant Prelatist, and 
one who has a dearer judgment than falls 
to tha generality of those of Us rank.' 

" Not a word more paestd between father 
and daughter until they had rode several 
milea ; Magdalen fsaring — she could not tell 
for what — that tha gloom wdiich hung upon 
her father's spirits partook of deeper con- 
cernments than tiu evil condition in which 
he hod left the goodmau of Elriiieshiels. 
They gained a point wliere a bridle-track 
ftraok up into the hills, while the highway 
winded on neater tha coast. The moon was 
about the fall ; the sky starry, clear, and 
calm, with a light frost ; and the prospect 
out up<« the shimmsring waters, and to the 
misty bayi and c^tes, and np towards the 
hills, wfaioh might have seemed hare and 
tame in brood day, received that romantlo 
chann from the magic of moonlight, which 
the flash of bright intelligence or the glow 
of enthudann is seen to oommunicate to the 
most ordinary features. 

*" It is a fair night, and a fair scene,' said 
the damsel. 

"'I have a boon to ask of my Hagdalen,' 
said Redbeugh, witiiout direct reply, but 
drawing to h« side. ' Two more hours' 
good riding np hill will bring her to the 
dwelling of my steter at Edgelaw, where she 
will be kindly entreated for her own sake, 
ev«i mt»e than for mine. My man, Peter 
Caima, knows every foot of the way Uirongh 
brake and heaUier ; and much, much this 
night demands from me, frail, feckless old 
man as I am — much, much, depends on : 
pndilng southward without stay — mooh that 
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the weal of tlte kin^oin, and the 
sakty of the best and tmest friends of poor, 
enslaved, persecuted Scotland.' 

" ' Father, do you think so meanly of me 
as that, in times wiiicli have made Scottisli 
maidens martyrs and the fit companions of 
brave men and heroea, I should stand upon 
10 small a thing as tills?' 

"'Bless thy tender and courageous heart, 
my on-n darling Magdalen ! And it shall 
be blessed '. Many of tliy gentle kind have 
like generous impulses ; but how few lik^ 
tliee tlie steadfast spirit tliat makes good the 
noble purpose ! Bless tliee, my Magdalen ! 
Surely the Lord will prosper my- journey but 
for thy sake, mwden. lit me but see thee 
the wife of our James, and freedom of con- 
science and peace within the borders of 
Scotland — and for what more does the auld 
man ivait^ — Bless thee again, twla-lamb of 
my little flock ! ' 

" Magdalen felt that this was no ordinary 
leave-taking. Tlie old man stooped as if 
to impiint a kiss upon her brow, when her 
spirited and restive pony sprung aside ; and, 
though she kept her seat, can-ied her in an 
instant a cousiderable distance otF. 

" ' 111 luck precedes and follows this jour- 
ney,' said the nmiden. ' I am not even per- 
mitted to receive myfaUier's farewell kies.' 

" It was a saying of the younger Lady of 
Lochkeltie that she had aye found a good 
gallop the most exhilarating threshold-cup 
on parting with friends ; and she now gave 
her palfrey, as such beasts are called in 
story-books, the rein, and also the switcli, — 
which fell but as honey-dew from her liglit 
hand; — bo that Peter Ca!i-ns was put to liis 
mettle to keep her in sight. Magdalen had 
slackened her pace to permit this worthy 
guardian to overtake her ; and liad dipped 
into a smalt hollow, into which the path cut, 
where a little rivulet frilled away and glim- , 
inered in tiie moonlight, below the shadow of 
& thicket of alders, hazel and Iwui'ti'ee 
bushes, and briers. From under these, the 
voice of Sikker Siinmie suddenly addressed 
her with — 

*"A fair good even. Mistress Magdalen 
Leslie ] Ye are boune, like myself, for the 
Edgelaw ; for, to say the sooth, the air of a 
town-end, like yon of Dunbar, never agrees 
with me ; while, in among the h.ills liere I 
get a good supper and free ijuarters, instead 
of a la win as lang as a Galston grace, for my 
breakfast, and never a ptack gained in the 
way of trade to clear it with.' And, putting 
his interrogatory in a Scotsman's canny 



way, Simon added, ' Redlieugh will be be- 
hind ye, it's like! As I uill be stepping 
on before gentry's hours in the moiviog, I 
might let the housekeeper and tlie herd a 
tlie Peel ken tiie Laird is on the road.' 

" Before Magdalen could reply, the 
doughty Peter, still some yards off, took up 

" ' Ye audacious knave ! if, after yoi 
tricks of this day, ye set your impudent 
mout that gait, or the way of tlie Edgelaw, 
we'll hound the dougs on ye !' And Peter 
struck out with his heavy riding-wlii|), 
while Simmie parried with his ell-waud, and 
proved more tlian a inatcli for his man -7- 
the agile creature having acquired n great 
sleig^it of such wanton pastimes, at llie tilts 
and touiiuiments, or riding at the nng, kept 
up, until a late day, in the Lothian^ among 
the ancient fraternity of packmen. 

" * I command you, peace j' cried tho 
damsel, made the unwilling spectatress of 
this unseemly tuilyie. ' Is it by hectoring 
with every yarlet upon the road, (hat ye 
fulfil tlie orders of your absent master, 
touching n)y safe-conduct 1' And tlie men 
wew subdued and quieted to a pass that 
enabled the tliick clatter of horse-hoofs c 
the frosty ground — implying a pai'ly of 
advancing riders, or what, in the old ro- 
niaunt^ was termed ' a plump of spears'— 
to be heard, bearing down upon tl>e place o: 
rencontre. 

"'Tak' Uio mulr, iiian! — tak' to the 
nuiir '.' cried Sikker Sinnnie, kicking his 
pack into the hushes witii the left foot, and 
witli the right hand seizing the lady's bridle' 
rein — 'Winram's sleuth-hounds are on us!' 

" I fear me tiiis Peter Caims was, aftei- 
all, though in liigh credit and trust witli tlie 
Lainl of Redlieugh, hut a self-seeking loon, 
and a bit of a gomeril to boot ; but the 
man's instincts were quick for self-preserva- 
tion, and he took to the inuir, heeding little 
of the young lady, whom the packman, 
helping from her steeil, with all of ceremony 
the time allowed, prayed to take slielter in 
the tliicket till the stonn passed over; and, 
tying her hood and riding-skirt to his ell- 
wand, he set tliis apparition of a lady on the 
side-Ktddle, and gave the beast a scud off 
in the dii-ection of flying Peter ; — and 
laigh laughed Simmie as to outn-ard sound, 
(liough loudly and jeeriiigly in his sleeve, 
when the ti'oopers, five in number, and led 
by Sergeant Warrock, fell into the snare, 
and off and away over tho heather, in pur- 
suit of tlie shellie-coatie lady and the knave. 
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" I need not dwell on the plight of Mie- 
tresB Mogdftlen, whose heart flichtered like & 
mared bird, thoug'h her judgment remained 
clear and steadfast. 

" ' IIoneBt man, I believe ye mean ine 
veil,' ebe said. ' Conduct me safely to the 
house of Edgelaw, and it is not this goM 
alone shall reward the service.' And aha 
offered her few broad pieces to the pedler's 
acceptance, who eaid — 

"'Keep the gowil — keep the gowd ; ye 
may need it yet. It is not raller-eerrice I 
am upon this night, but a work of alone- 
meat and the redempUon of good name. 
Thia deed is but arlea uf my faithful service 
to the House of Redbengh, and the canse of 
Kiilc and Covenant, if the trust put in me 
le eqnal to the strength given me.' 

" ' Thia from you, Simon 1' wtnmed the 
young lady — ' a Prelatdet, a hanger-on of 
the cuTatee, an apostate Presbyt«rian, if not 

nething still baser — a spy of those malig- 
nant persecutors, Mackenzie and Middleton 
— beudes this day's block bosiness, by 
which a poor man is plundered and brought 
into trouble: — how can I help mistrusting 
yoQ? I blame myself for thus parleying 
with one whose doings ore so doubtful ; 
though, when I remember your songs, and 
ballads, and merry tales, and drollery, and 
good-nature with my brother and myself in 
our childhood at Lindores, I cannot for my 
heart question but that ye mean me fair in 
this deliverance from that dreadful oppressor 

)ur House and of the Lord's heritage. Sir 
Marmaduke Winram.' 

' ' Weels me on the gentle-hearted muden, 
whose eye aye carried blitheness and bless- 
ing in it!' cried the pedler, 'Weels me on 
her i>onny face I — craving pardon for the 
liberty — wha thought so kindly of the Lin- 
litbgaw apostate, and on the tongue that 

' 1 it ; and, if e'er Simon Sloan did man or 

man a good turn in his bom days, he 
meant one this night when he spulyied yon 
fool-body of tliat charge of papers, and took 
— ye call it robbing — the bodle siller, to 
put n fair face on the deed. If I kenned 
not. Mistress Magdalen, that ye are of a 
steadfast spirit^ and come of the blood of 
Leslie, I would fear to afflict you with need- 
ful tidings and warnings of near danger." 

" ' To my father 1' cried Magdalen, 
gasping. 

'"And to his son!' whispered Simon — 
and the damsel clutched at his sleeve — and 
ye may be sura Magdalen Uetened to his dis- 

rse irith as mu<£ earnestness as if he had 



been a gospel minister. ' My name has be- 
come a reproach among my people,' said 
Simon, ' a shame and a tusslng — yet there are 
captains in our Israel that put trust in me 
yet. Know ye the hand and seal of Argyle, 
madam V Aai he produced a certificate to 
good character and trust- worthiness from his 
spleuohan, which, again, for greater safety, 
had been hidden in a clue of blue worsted 
yam ; and Magdalen could, in the clear 
moonlight, recognise the s^nature and seal 
of that patriotic and God-fearing nobleman. 
Some Presbyterian gentkmen of the east, 
away about Fife and Angus-shires, had, it 
seemed, commissioned arms and ammumtion 
from Holland, and by the very same ship in 
which Redheugh the younger was to return 
home ; and the youth, as one well thought 
on for parts, and oeurage, and true princi- 
ples, had been intrusted with divers papers 
by Baillie of Jerviswood, and Sir Patrick 
Home, and others, exiles for conscience and 
civil liberty, boUi touching their private 
affikirs, the sufibrings of the realm, and the 
dawn of a better day. 

" ' It was my unworthy self,' said Simon, 
' was deputed to meet young Redheugh at 
Dysart, and free him of his written charge, 
which lay snug in the core of sundry prime 
Gouda cheeses sent to my core ; when all at 
once an inkling got to the Privy Council of 
shot, powder, gubs, and conspiracies ; and 
blank warrants were issued, the ports 
watched, and tlius we abode all last week ; 
wlien some, as great warlocks as himself, 
misdoubting me, placed trust in tlie hands 
of the daft goodman of Elshieshiels. There 
is in these papers what would have hanged 
twenty gentlemen in one rope. But they 
are all mad together; and — partly from 
regard to their craigs, and maybe a wee 
thought that, if certain papers from the 
Hague, destined for the Earl's friends, fell 
into uncanny hands between Dunbkr and 
the Tyne, the name of one Simon Sloan, a 
travelling merchant, might gain more bruit 
and blazonry than beseemed his station and 
humility, and the erased member, Elshie- 
shiels himself, get a walk down tlie West 
Bow some fine morning — I determined to 
ease him of tiis burden, and intercept the 
bark, ere it faU into the gled's talons.' 

"'And this is the cause of my dear 
father's sudden journey 1' cried the damsel. 
' Oh, why might I not have been with him 
in his atSiction ! And how, then, kind and 
honest man, and true friend of thy country, 
bow is this dire wo to be averted!' 
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" ' Thftt ia juit whAt I wsa niminstiDg. 
I maun back t« Largo — Mtmd nbout u 
Brownie did — uul try to get Andro Baikk 
aff, and doun the Frith, and out on the 
coast, to warn off the Datoh bark t and that 
I meant to have CDnoerted with Bedhengh, 
for which purpose I waylaid jre htm ; but 
the poor demented genUeman la afF eatt- 
ward, believing me a rampant rogue, no 
doubt of It.' 

" ' And what can I do t Alas, alat ! how 
little can helpleM woman perform fbr frlende 
in trouble ] — our lot it (o pine and anSbr, 
and be silent. But go t every hour will 
Mem an age until I hear of the enceew of 
your merciful enterprise. And lavish shall 
be your reward. Oh, what ie all the drow 
in Redlieugh and Lochlceltie, and of this 
dwelling of Edgelaw, to the ttSety of James 
Rntherfurd and the friends of Scotland 1 
Go, go, then! — lose not a momsnt. The 
lives of many — the hope of kingdoms— ate 
In yoor errand —which may our God prot- 
per !' And she fervently clasped her hands 
in the attitude of prayer, 

" ' Amen !' said Bimon, nlilug Us Ifonnet ; 
and, having seen the damsel near to the 
Mains of Edgelaw, he left her to make her 
own way into the dwelling. 

" Ye may be sure her welcome was the 
blither for the narrow escape she had to 
recount. The lady of EJgelaw — and goid- 
wives of the better class were aye called 
lady in these dnya — was a wealthy and 
cluldJesB widow, who, as a Rutherfurd of 
Redheugh, and proud of her father's house, 
was thougiit to have rather demeaned herself 
by her matrimonial aHiaoce with a thriving 
cattle-dealer. But that was ail past, and 
the gold was to the fore ; and, though a 
woman of spirit and discretion. Lady Edge- 
law was a tme Preebytarian, as became a 
daughter of the house of Redheugh ; and, 
moreover, a woman of a fervent piety ; so 
that her fireside and her pnrse were ever 
open to the preachers who were suffierers for 
conscience. 

" Late on the evening of Saturday, which 
happened to be the third after Magdalen 
reached Edgelatr, and while she was 
anxiously looking out for her hther, and 
pining and yearning after intelligence of 
that Dutch bark tn which so many hopes 
and fears were freighted, a shepherd came 
down from the heights with tidings that Mr. 
Riciiard Kidd, an ejected preacher, who had 
erossed from the mountainous parts of the 
Upper Ward of Clydesdale, was to feed the 



Uttk flock Kattend in tl 
lona plaoe among tlie hilla on the Edgelsw 
groimda) and tiiat persona Itad been sent 
out to warn the waters of an oeoaiion now 
beeoma rare, and therefore doubly prenous, 
•• the Uw« Bgainat field-preaohing were 
more nvere than ever. You are to know 
that tha scanty inhabitants of thia paatoral 
land, then, u now, pitched their lenta — 
that is, their huts and oolr-bonse*— 
pleasant valleys, and by the sides of brooks 
or streams like the Whitadder, the Leader, 
the Gala, and the Heriot, and what not j 
with a' theiz sprinkling of lone dwellings in 
the muiri. And, far and around, for Moree 
of miles, would the loul'thlrsty people of all 
ages and degreai flock to hill-^de preaching* 
for the reficshment of their languishing and 
parched souls — lying out all night on tha 
neatiier, or at the let-side of a rock, sus- 
tained from the scrip and the brook. 

"Lady Edgelaw and her hooaehold — who 
nfbeed to hear either the curates, or, what to 
tiiem waa worse, the indulged ministers, and 
had not been at public ordinances for monUis 
— gladly embraced the opportunity, and 
despised the cowardly counsels of Peter 
Calm^ who maundered ay« on the fine of 
flftewi hnudpsd meika on the rig* of Edge- 
law for the last outbreak, which ha thought 
as much money out of his maeter's pocket, 
and so hinted tliat mercy was better than 
sacrifice, and that there were leaeona when 
the dwellings of Jacob were Memlier for 
gentJewomen than the gates of Zion — and 
especially for Mies Maidline Leslie, now when 
Winram's blood-hsnnds were acouring the 
hills, and her gray-hwred father a marked 
man. But the maiden — though not yet 
called to a peraonal grappling with the 
enemy, and trial of faith tn the furnace — 
was lyf Uiat high enthuaiaatio strain of 
natuR which warms at the sight of danger 
when planted in ^e path of duty, and who 
would have been steadfsat nnto the death — 
declared, that, whatever should betide, she 
had a clear call of Providence to accompany 
the pious family with wh<»n aha sojourned 
to the place of werahlp. 

" Lady Edgelaw superintended her matdeni 
baking, brewing.and preparing direre dainties 
for the reficAment of As Uttie flaok u» tbe wil- 
demess, until the clock atmck twelve onSatur~ 
day night, and by seven waa on horseback 
behind her oveisman. The plaoe of appoint- 
ment wae a wild demed deugh in Um very 
lieart of the hills, five miles from any human 
dwelling, and so remote and well fenced by 
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moasea and ^ifmin* ib»t it wemad ncKt to 
impombla tha tioopen eonld traverH thi 
mftnhf broken gtound, if the fact bad been 
bruited that « nmiutiit )iad gathtred hen. 
Holding upwards, croBnng- a ehoulder of tha 
ridge, and trararsing wide, gray, up-lying 
muira, where no vegetation was teen but tha 
ling and ibe heather, nor Toice ol bird heard, 
save of the ploter and the onrlew, Magdalen, 
ever ahead of her party, came sheer on the 
little dell where many small groapa of 
families and neighboun, gathered from all 
tiie adjoining TsJleya, were in little knot* 
olnitared, or piotaresqnely Boattered about, 
sitting, Btanding, and lolling — the old talk- 
ing, in qniet tones, of the state of the times, 
or on religions lubjecta, while the yoang read 
thair Bibles, awaiting the beginning of tha 
servioe. No donbt a lad might gledgs at a 
bonny last, and a trteky baim play its 
pranks eren hen ; yet meh solemn gatherings 
were wonderful tiroes of nfreidunent, when 
the living waters wen poured forth like a 
flood. Cold, hunger, and fatigoa, were for- 
gottan in the holy leal of their ifniitnal 
exorcises ; and, if soma had come np In per- 
tnrbation of spirit, before the aiding of the 
first psalm they would not have feared tha 
face of thousands. Thera is, my frienda, no 
conrage like the conraga of faith. 

" The first service wai ended, the people 
had partaken of their repast among Uie rocks 
and heather, and the preacher was engaged 
in the duties of catactueing the young, pre- 
paratory to the evening diet, when a shefv 
herd stationed on the heights as a sentinel 
gave a signal of danger. Winram's blood- 
hounds, as the troopers were named, were 
out, aomiing the hUlai and the Preaeher, 
^ter pronouncing a riiort but powerful 
benediction, btoke np &» asaambly, and held 
a council witii the fAitn and armed mea> 
An hour or two later, and the dond of dark- 
neae would wrap tha people of Ood from the 
eyea of their enemies ; and the herds, and 
titoae who knew the ground, could lead them 
througli the boga and swampe in safety | so 
the women and little ones, with Lady Edge- 
law and Magdalen Lsalie, w»e placed in 
whatever shelter the elefts of the rooks and 
boshai of the aleugfa aflbided, irttila the men 
took poet at the goige of the dell, ready to 
defend their dtadel, tf need wen. 

"But evening descended on the, hills, and 
no foe appeared, and soon the gloom of night 
prevented furUier observation of the aentinela i 
and ft was judged safe ts diiperae, Iveaklng 
Dp and dropping off in Umes and foun, as 



quietly as posaihie, till fbw, save tha praaohtr 
and the household and herds of Edgtlaw, 
were left. They, too, parted on Uie edge of 
tha hill, the man of God meaning to ntnm 
to the ahepherd's sheilin, and the others 
wending downwards to the lower ruige of 
heathery heights. All danger was imagined 
past for the present, and Magdalen, ever a 
bold horsewoman, feelii^ chill in body uid 
mon chill and anxious in spirit, pushed 
onward at a brisk canter, not without hope 
that tiding* of her father, or of one dearer 
still, might await her at the dwelling; 
which it was ord^nsd that aha was not then 
to reach. 

" She had cleared a laral ru^y glen, from 
whiah a bridle track led up a narrow steep 
gully, opening upon the atntch of mnir 
which sloped to the ridge named Edgelaw. 
The distauoe between tile aolitary fann- 
houat— for, though a bein Lammermoor 
Lord's dwelling, Edgelaw house was little 
better — and the plaoe when Magdalen put 
her pony to Its speed, did not exceed a mlle- 
and-a-half ; ao the moN sober equestrians 
could not be many minutes behind her. 
When they approached the house, who riionld 
stand by the thteshhold to interchange greet- 
ings but Redheugh, who at <»iee and earnestly 
demanded his daughtar from his widowed 
sister, as be helped her tnm the pillion. 

** * When is my M^dalen T ' cried the old 
man, his voice quivering. ' Hie is not wont 
to be the laggard among blithe riders.' 

" Lady Edgelaw's heart misgave her. 

" ' WitAin, Bunly, snooding up her h^r,' 
nplied the lady, trying to put a calm face 
upon it. 'Her eponkie Fife raeatun far 
outstrips enr heavy Herse battie, and puts 
us to our speed too. Hen, ye hussies, take 
In my riding skirt, and snmmon Hialrees 
Le^e U) her father. And, O brother t but 
I am wae to see ye looking sae ill I' 

" There was none to obey her BBmmons i 
and a half honr, an hour, two houn elapsed, 
and Uie collies and men, with lighted lanterns, 
had been high and law, out and atower the 
ibe main, shonting and yelping, and routing 
en horns, to spread alarm, and communicate 
with each other how they sped in the dark- 

" And aye as one and anether ntnmed, old 
Redhengh a cry was — ' My daughter — lay 
Magdalen I What, air^ have yoa done wlUi 
my darling child — my last eartiily comfort, 
BOW that the prop of my house Is struck 
downt My eon, my poor James — In iHunl- 
nent Jeopardy himaril— will be driven die- 
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traught when he hears of her plight. And 
lier jwor heart-i^roken mother ' 

" It EO chanced that Redhengh bad met 
Simon the p&ckmau that same afternoon, 
travelling, as he pleaded, on matters of 
necessity and mercy. He bad succeeded, by 
means of Audro Baikie, in warning the 
Batch vessel off that part of the coast, and 
also iu apprizing young Rutherfurd of his 
danger. And the youtli had got off in spite 
of tlie waylaying of his enemies, in the guise 
of a packman, which Simon had recom- 
mended, and was supposed to have taken the 
way to the Peel-house of Bedheugh, to abide 
his father's arrival with Magdalen, before 
taking further measures. 

" ' It was my hope to have seen them 
united, and safe out of this distressed land, 
until the indignation be OTerpast,' said the 
bereaved old man, who bad now taken Simon 
Sloan as far into his confidence as was need- 
ful. 'But my liope is sunshine on water. 
Alas ! I have been too lax in public duty, 
and my sin has been followed by speedy 
judgment. Myboims! my bairns!' 

" ' Trust in the Lord, and in the power of 
his might, brother,' said Lady Edgelaw. 
' Hy nevoy can fend for himsel' ; and the 
maiden has a spirit of conrage and constancy 
far above her years and sex ; strength will 
be ^ven her in the hour of need. There b 
no' a praying heart in all broad Scotland 
that, when tUs sad news flees abroad, will 
not be exercised in supplication for sweet 
Magdalen Leslie. A way of deliverance 
will be opened for her, never doubt it.' 

" ' Then, too sure, ye believe her in the 
hands of that ruthless villain Winram, who 
neither fears God nor regards man. My 
Magdalen '. my Magdalen ! my meek, my 
innocent child ! — Oh, to lie down beside her 
skaithless corpse in the blackest moss-flow 
of these hills, rather than think of her in 
that hardened man's cnstody '.' 

" ' Make saddle my horse, nis ! If I con 
give her but Uttle help, I may die in my 
duty. For wliat better use is this remnant 
of a miserable life ? Make saddle my horse 
with speed ! He shall tast« Tweed water 
ere son rise.' 

" ' You are fitter for your bed, Redheugh,' 
said his sister ; ' there is fever in your blood' 
and In your eyes. But many shall run and 
ride on this errand.' And she tamed t« her 



gaping 

"*Dare ye parley with me, ye coward 
loOD% and Magdalen Leslie torn from the 
very hearthstane of Edgelaw, and the prey 



of Winram's troopers^ Mount and give 
chase ! And do ye go also, Simmie, and try 
to warn my nephew of this. But, oh ! bid 
him be wary — ye are a body for sense by the 
ordinary.' 

"'I need no biddiu', guidwife, in this 
errand,' was Simon's answer ; and he was 
already on his feet. ' Pew ken the conntry 
better ; and I will have speech or tidings of 
the young lady or four-and-twenty hours 
goby.' 

" ' Save my child,' cried the poor father, 
clinging to the slenderest thread of hope, 
'and I'll make yon the wealthiest packman 
in all Scotland, if I beg my own bread at 
Christian doors.* 

" Withstanding oU entreaties and persua- 
sions, the Laird also mounted and set off, 
though it was with difSculty he kept the 
saddle ; and that Peter Cairns got bim to 
the desolate Peel-house of Bedheugh, after 
fever and grief had half turned his biun. 

" The Lady of Edgelaw only tarried the 
break of day to mount and send off her 
overseer and some of her neighbour farmers 
in diflerent directions ; and, as she ministered 
to them the stirrup-cup with her own hands, 
she cried briskly out, — 'We have sought 
counsel and help from above ; and now, if 
there be ruth or manhood, or the spirit of a 
true-blood Scot, left among us, ye will quit 
ye like men Uiis day. Spare neither horse- 
flesh nor man's strength ; and, as ye ride, 
raise the Waters! Make saddle my own 
nag ; I '11 ower fo Thirlstane, to the Wolfs 

" Dl news fly fast. Long ere mid-day, or 
before any of the regular messengers had re- 
tunked, a lad, sent back by Kmon Sloan to 
Edgelaw, brought certain intelligence that 
Sergeant Warrock and a party of horse bad 
rode through Eailston at day-break, with 
one or two prisoners, and a young female 
strapped to her saddle, and her horse pUced 
between two troopers. She had struggled 
and shrieked for help to the few viUagers 
abroad on early labour ; but what help could 
they give t 

"Thepedlerhad no doubt but that this 
unfortunate person was Mistress M^dalen 
Leslie, and that she was by this time a 
prisoner ia Randolph's Tower; whence, if 
she came out with hfe, it must be as the 
bride of Randolph Winram. Sir Marma- 
dnke was not a man to be baffled twice. 
But this Simon kept to himself ; and, hiring 
a horse, he rode bock to Edgelaw, in further- 
ance of his schemes ; the Leddy, he sud. 
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luTing routh of the sinews of war ; and gold, 
above a' things, was the first good wanted, 
whatever wae to be done. He found this 
good dame's queans buckling on her blue 
cambist riding-skirt, and giving her silver- 
mounted riding-whip to her hands, while she 
soliloquized in her own faahion. 

" ' The wealthy heiress of Lochkettie, 
whose portion is to redeem the captivity of 
my father's house' — for the old lady, though 
religions, had much of the pride of family of 
the Soots of tliat day — 'the troth-plighted 
bride of my. nevoy, the last of the Ruther- 
furds of Redheugb^ now in sore circumstances 
himself — an innocent and virtuous maiden, 
and of gentle blood — torn from the fire-side 

of Edgelaw [ I'm for Thirlstane, Simon 

Sloan. His godless Grace is at hame ; and 
owes the house of Edgelaw a day in hairet, 
if the pledged word of a Duke is worth an 
onion peeUng. — They shall all hear of this 
night's work ; and that on the deafest side 
of their heads, and in the inmost chambers 
of their councils. All Scotland shall hear of 
it, and answer too ! — What care we for their 
headings and hangings, when driven to 
extremities lilce this 7 So go tell tlie excom- 
municate apostate at Thirlstane that, Simon 
Sloan, as ye are one of his Malignant kind. 
What has an auld wife like me, with one 
foot in the grave and the other fast following, 
to fear from the power the Enemy may give 
the oppressors for a season to destroy the 

body! But I'll speak him fair first 

though.' 

** ' I vrish I saw ye mounted ! ' cried the 
pedler — 'an auld wife, saving your pardon, 
may blurt out a rash and a bauld word, and 
one that may find a mark too, which a 
bearded man, however ftokless, dunt not 
venture. But be sure ye do not seek an 
audience with his Grace of Lauderdale till 
he has gotten his wame filled. Save and 
sain usl but they tell he can eat a horse 
behind the saddle, after clearing two sheep- 
head^ a bonk of lamb, a half-dozen kain 
capons, and a kebbuck of half a stone 

"And, of a truth, it remains the burden 
of tradition," continued the Dominie, "that 
this rampant and wicked apostate and perse- 
cutor was possessed by a familiar evil q>irit, 
ravening within his swollen and bloated 
carcass, like the daughters of the horse-leech, 
night and day crying, Oivtfffite! Thismay, 
however, have been but the inordinate and 
furious false appetite which physicians 
reckon among the many ills that afflict the 



body ; thongh our fore&tliers believed it an 
open judgment, and a sore one, on this 
brutal though ducal specimen of fallen 
humanity. 

" Leddy Edgelaw might have been deemed 
a bold matron, to beard the wolf in his den ; 
for this was a time of faint spirits and of 
great terror, when the nearest kindred feared 
to interpose in behalf of such of their friends 
as had offended the Government, by con- 
BcienUons oppoution to unlawful edicts and 
sinful compliances. She found the great 
man after one of his bestial banquets, and so 
in his best humour ; and be even ordered 
her a seat and a cup of wine, wliich for 
courtesy she put to her lips, but took care 
not to dip in his dish ; and then she began 
her tale ; at which he jeered and leuch ; the 
venom, churned by hb lolling tongue, spurt- 
ing in his devilish mirth from the blubber- 
lips for which he was noted. 

"'The lass was on her travels without a 
pass, guidwife,' was his remark ; ' but Win- 
ram will now be answerable for her safe- 
conduct. An' if he let her slip through his 
lang fingers, as he did the widow her mither, 
fiend take me if I ever put fair wench or 
tocher'guid in his reverence again ! ' 

" ' Never fear, never fear,' cried the lady, 
frightened and angered out of all prudence. 
'The butcher will not let the lamb twice 
escape his gully, let the innocent bleat as it 
Ibt. But, oh, that ever this foul kite swooped 
on the gentle dove on lands of mine I la 
there no remede, your Grace, for a ^vrong 
likethist An innocent maiden — the daughter 
of an ancient Fife family — the troth-plighted 
bride of an honourable young gentleman, 
my oevoy, and representaUve of the house of 
Redhengh — brought into trouble by false and 
wicked oeeusers. The stones of the cause- 
way will rise in rebellion, let alone the godly 
folks of Scotland, for snch shameless wrong 
to maidenhood and gentiy.' 

" Lauderdale waxed very wroth, and 
sputtered and churned venom for a full 
minute ; but Lady Edgelaw, and other folks 
of the Edgelaw, were his old country neigh' 
hours, in a sense, though miles apart both 
from Dunbar and Thirlstane ; and there was, 
besides, an ancient obligation anent hiding 
some of the race at tlie steading of Edgelaw, 
in the former troubles of the kingdom — and 
maybe, too, as it is sagaciously said in the 
vernacular strain, thongh somewhat savonr- 
ing of profanity, ' The De'il's no aye so ill 
as he's called ;' for Lauderdale nicbered a 
loud horse-laugb, as if st his own paseion. 
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and, giring the gaidwifa of Edgelaw » push 
in hiB rough meiriiuent, he says — 

" ' Keep ye a cahn sough, Luckie, md be 
off while it is fair weather between ua. I 
have not forgotten certwji eervicei to my 
family, nor yat timeon* refreshmenta for 
myeelf and my people from llie thrifty 
aumris of Edgelaw, But, hark ye! take 
care how ye go to the hill again, or liaUn 
these blatant beaats routing the gospel down 
the wind. Ye may not get so easily off from 
next conventiole, If "Winram's hot Angers 
oome over ye, eTen though ye be hi* auot 

" ' Me I the andacions villain I ' interrupted 
Leddy Edgelaw — 'me! kith or kin to the 
blood-dyed, doomed race 1' 

" ' Be off, woman, ere woree coma of it ! 
and see how ye try my patience again. The 
auld wife's mouldy pose, at EdgsUw, will 
bide another bang, in the way of fine or levy, 
if our friends are not mislAkin ; to, order 
your walk by your winning.' And he 
dvilly, as if in mirth, pushed her out of hie 
closet — having granted her a far more 
gracious reception, though refusing her peti- 
tion, than he was in the wont of giving to 
such as dared gainsay him in his apostate 
wickedness. And who should have waited 
her coming fortli of the casUe but Simon 
Sloan, to whom, in the fulness of her heart, 
she told all that bad passed at the unsatisfac- 
tory communing ; and it was paetioned 
between them, that, if gold could ransom the 
young lady, it should not be wanting. 

" ' I ken nothing gold will not do if yo 
make the dose strong enough,' said Bimon. 
' I do not despair but that the sma' key of 
the coffers of Edgelaw may be made pick the 
strongest locks in Randolph's Tower, whither 
I shall be ere I am many hours older, and 
see what is there laid to my hand to do. If 
tidings are wanted of my speed, I may aye 
be heard of at St. Bjman's ; and I ken ye 
will loss no time in raising all your kin and 
allies in Fife and the Lothians.' 

"Simon's first stage was (o Randolph's 
Tower — for his pack and hia aly tongue 
made him free every ^ere ; and thence he 
proceeded to the Feel. No tidings had come 
of Mr. James ; and Simon feared that, not- 
withstanding his disguise and piecautlon, he 
had fallen into the snore of the enemy. So 
again, when the night had dropped into 
midnight, he returned to the Tower, where 
a glimmering hght, higli up, shining through 
an arrow-slit, pointed out the prison chamber 
of Magdalen Leslie. This Tower, long sinoe 



dilapidated, was but an ancient pertinent of 
the residenoe. Though of no conaidsrable 
dimensions, it was i^ great strength, t>oth 
from building and position, and seven stories 
in height — Uie upper ones divided into two 
or throe cribs, the smallest t^ which projected 
beyond the walls as if hanging over tlie 
oataraots of the stream. The old Tower 
was connected with the more mMsm honse 
by a long and arched stone pass^e, divided 
by twa strong oaken doors, the keys of 
which were never out of Sir Marmaduke's 
or his leman's cnstody, save when of neoss- 
sity intrusted to his right-hand man, Sargeant 
Warrock, as on the black Monday morning 
when he brought In his fair prisoner. The 
disariest aide of the Tower was turned to 
ordinary beholdsrs, who saw imly the mawive 
gray walls, and a few anow-slite. 

"The river, from whose rooky banks it 
sprang, was here unseen and scarcely heard ; 
and, in front, that building looked a tame, 
flat hold, whioh, viewed in the rear, reiemblsd 
more the syry of a bird of prey, than a 
chosen human habitatiim. Aooeas was given 
to the diffsrsnt stages, by a narrow, spiral 
staircase, partially lighted by anow-slits ; 
and every separate flight of steps was jea- 
lously guarded by an iron-studded and 
strongly-bolted door | nor was it until the 
sixth floor was nached, that the light of 
heaven was admitted mwe freely Into this 
den of darkness and evil deeds. 

" Hither had sweet Magdalen Leslie been 
brought, more dead than alive, on the morning 
following her abdnation. Instead of at once 
approaching by the principal entrance. War- 
rock halted his party in a oopse under, and 
almost behind Winram's Hall, whence he 
deepatohsd one of his men for orders, and 
only waited on his master whsn theaa were 
fulMed. 

" Ha found ffir Mannadnki Winrun, the 
man whoM name waa a tarror and a hate 
throughout the land, seated at the morning 
repast, oonslsting, in the fashion of the day, 
of a venison pasty, game, fish, and fowl, 
with wine and ale in cups and flagons j for 
the jovial Cavaliers were noted belly-gode 
and riotous liven. Sir Harmaduke was 
knitting his brows, and catting looks of 
anger and eontemptuous reproach upon his 
eompanioB, his only son, the representative 
of his proud house, who, early as was the 
hour, had sunk into the sottish sleep of la- 
tsmperanca. Upon his high-liacked chair. 

" ' The sot I tlie fool t ' be exclaimed ; ' he 
has not yet slept off his last night* s drench. 
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£T«n for a lingle momiDg he is unable to 
control liij grovelliiiK appetitei. Th« hog i 
oould not he be leapt tram the smll-tnb, eren 
when BO jalr an occasion offend of making 
a fevonrable impreraioa on thia distiened 
damsel, by playing the geaerons gallant, 
while hie father was reckoned the desperate 
tyrant 1 ' 

" ' If Sir Harmaduke stood in the Master's 
shoes, the iady might be the tuier wooed,' 
said Sergeant Wairoek, with the hardihood 
of his privlleg:e of confidant, and the akill of 
the mde flatteKr. 

" It. was not until Winram had tu outrun 
his means in what he woa pleased to call 
the King's eerrice — though the Derll'e 
woald have been the apter phrase — that, 
notwithstanding his vices and crimes, he 
stooped to the sordid rapacity which was 
the law of the highest In rank among his 
Malignant asBociates. His old claim te the 
estate of Redheugh was now enforced by 
the thirst of revenge, as well as avarice ; 
fbr, though ha afl^ted to congratulate him- 
self on having escaped the ignominious 
alliance of the rich PnTitan's widow, his 
pride bad never forgiven the slight, even 
when it revolted the moet at the connexion. 

"A sneering smile met Warrock's bold 
observation ; but it took effect, neverthelesa ; 
and, pacing the apartment, tiie knight ap- 
peared to be rsTolving important inteiMta. 
Thongh past the prime of life, Sir Morma- 
dnke still possessed eminent pernonal advan- 
tages. His lofty preeence and dark and 
haughty countenance bespoke one as familiar 
with courts and councils as with camps ; 
and, when he chose to control his violent 
passions, from respect to hie company, the 
suavity and dignity of his deportment were 
as diSerent from the coarse brutality of 
Lauderdale as his powerful conntenance was 
from the serpent-comeliness of tlie cruel 
Clave rhonse, whose smopth and almost 
ef^minate featares made the cold-blooded 
atrocity of his nature the more repulsive and 
abhorrent to human feelinga. 
' " ffir Mannaduke assumed as his model 
the Great Montrose, and, above all things, 
prided himself upon his devoted loyalty tfl 
his Prince, and his nice sense of honour as 
a Cavalier — that is to say, he paid hu gaming 
debts when he could, and was as prompt to 
provoke another to the dneUo ss to accept 
an invitation to the field. I have never 
heard that this sort of bononr, either In 
Mident Cavalier ov modem gentleman, has 
proved any restraint whatever upon the most 



intatiabie rapacity and the matt unmanly 
crimes ; such as that which tlUi profligate 
man now meditated against an innocent 
maiden, whose only crime was the tempta- 
tion of her great wealth. He chose to lay 
the flattering unction to his soul, that, iu 
this particular alliance, great honour would 
be oonfened ; and that the suffiringe and 
o^reesion of Redheugh, and those of the 
gentry who embraced the cause of the Cove- 
nant, were either caused by their own stupid 
contnmacy and fanaticism, or their canting 
hypocrisy. Tha ligbta of oonscienae and 
of freedom of worship claimed by the com- 
mon sort, and for, a qnartei century, asserted 
at the priee of their blood, he regarded as 
Insolent Impertiuenoe, to b« summarily pat 
down by whipping, branding, and cropping 
of ears. Their bkwd fie considered as so 
mooh red puddle, in which the hangman 
might f^ly itnear his bands, tbou^ it 
rather di^raced the Modes of his own 
troopers. 

" ' 80, Worrook, yon have brought in the 
lady and the preacher, uid some more vermin? 
Is It not B0 1 Fredi from a (ionTentide~- 
travelling without a paasi' 

"Warrock bowed in affirmation. 

" ' A rougli gentlemon-usher ( but it sores 
the turn. What sort of a wench ie It ? ' 

'"A brave las* and a comely, though not 
fit to hold the candle to Madam Anne.' 

"' Pshaw I — but tiie better luck thine, 
Warrock, on whom I have aome thoughts of 
bestowing poor Ifan, and a cantle of Rett- 
hengb. In part requitance of the services of 
both of you. But of that anon.' 

" Warrock looked more surprised than 
grateful at the announcement of one portion 
of the Intended gift ; but he seldom lost 
command of hie bold countenonoe, and per- 
ceiving, ae he fanded, how matters stood, he 
adroitly squared his speech accordingly. 

"'The Whig damsel Is a fair weneh, 
though of the riendereet, and a comely, 
though she has spoiled her pretty faoe for 
one day — first by whimpering at the out- 
pouring of the Word by the gifted gentleman 
now safe In the dangeon ; and next, so 
unreasonable are women, at paeeing Into the 
wardship of your Honour.' 

'"Take order of your tongue, Warrock. 
This lady is the daughter of a good house, 
though a Whig one. She must be treated 
with respect. How have you bestowed 
herl- 

" < In the elxth stage — Wlnram'e Wing— 
ft decentidt apartment — of irtdch MletreBS 
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" ' Humph ! — tell Anne, with iny eervice, 
that this lady, being a Puritan and conntry' 
brad, is naworthy the attendance of bo accom- 
plished a waiting-gentlewoman. I^et one of 
your fellows take a hone and pillion, and 
bring up the EUhleBhielB' weach from Red- 
heugh Mains.' 

'"Ailie Elliot ia gone to her father in 
Dnnbar Tolbooth> please yonr Honour.' 

'"That'e unlncky. Then send np the 
deaf girl from St. Ronan's who assists the 
cook ; but be rigid in your duty ; on no 
account suffer a word to pass between them, 
nor permit the keys out of your own custody. 
From the adjoining secret chamber you can 
hear and see all that passes in the apartment, 
and order yourself accordingly. Be in the 
way,' he added, careleasly, 'lest I take a 
fancy to examine the girl myself touching 
the late conventicle, and her disloyal prac- 
Uces.' 

" Wanock clattered off, muttering — 
* Now, I see it all plain as a pike-staff. And 
the gentle Histre«8 Nan b to be my shara of 

the spoils. D n them ! it will be long 

before they think of any of the great wind- 
falls for those to whose share the foul work 
falls ; and the dead, white face of that silly 
wench, for all I have seen in my day, is ten 
times worse than slashing down a half-hun- 
dred Whigamores: — thatfs only good pastime. 
And how may she look on Warrock when 
Winram's dame J There's the rub. To 
whomsoever this bridal betokens good, it ia 
scarce to Warrock ; no, nor yet to that 
fractious dame prancing towards me.' 

"'Good-morrow, Mistress Nan! It is 
Sir Marmaduke's pleasure to be custodier of 
yonder little brittle piece of gear him- 
self ; so I cannot do your pleasnra in that 
particular.* And the trooper escaped the 
angry remonstrance of the deposed empress 
of Randolph's Tower ; and, speeding his 
errand, again ratumed to report to his 
master. 

"Sir Marmaduke was still wrapped in 
rumination ; and, while the Sergeant waited 
his pleasure'in silence, he continued to pace 
the room with unequal steps, as if hie walk 
were measured by the speed of his thoughts. 
His eye, from time to time, fell upon his 
unhappy son, whose feeble character and low 
habits of coarse debauchery were to him 
tlie source of deep mortification ; though the 
lad, a fool by natnra, and a sot by indulgence, 
was much less a unner than his godless and 



profligate sire. But then his vices were : 
those of a Cav^ier and a gentleman. 

" ' Clear the room of that carrion,' cried 
he in bitterness, pointing with his tos to the 
youth. * Lock him up, and see you keep 
brandy from him for one day, aa you shall 
answer it. Fling liim into the dungeon— 
no matter where.' Warrock, not over an< 
above delighted with the duty, which was i 
fnquent one, dragged off the dead-wdght of 
hie young lord, who, once out of the reach of 
his father's ire, showed, by disobedient mut- 
terings, that he had not been so insensible 
aa he feigned. 

" ' I say, Sergeant Warrock,' he gulped, 
'am not I a Cavalier and a gentleman — 
and as good a Winram as himself ? I'll be 
cursed ere I marry the Whig lass, to plea 
sure either Sir faUier, or his leman. Madam 
Nan. I'll he hanged ere 1 mix my gentle 
blood with Foritanic puddle. I say, War- 
rock ' 

" ' Will ye be pleased to hold the swollen 
tongue o' ye. Master Randolph,' returned the 
Sei^ant, who, having been his young lord's 
instructor and wet-nurse, assumed freedom 
with him most unlike the watchful deference 
which Sir Marmaduke's demeanour, more than 
his commands, exacted from all his depen- 
dants. * She is even owre good for you ; 
and, if ye brutify yourself in this guise 
another day, I would not promise but his 
Honour kicks both you and pretty Mistress 
Nan to the back o' beyond, aikd marries the 
lady or her lands himself, just to spite ye ; 
leaving you the heritage of the auld Tower, 
and to his younger heirs this brave new c 
quest.' 

"'Willhe, fwth! Then have at him. I 
say, Warrock, what sort of gear is it — fair 
and bonny, like the maidens of Torwoodlee, 
or black but comely, like the proud Thirl- 
stane dames 1' 

" ' Neither like one nor other, yet well 
enough favoured. Come along now — try 
your own long legs.' And 'Warrock raised 
and steadied Us burden. 

" ' So this Sir father mine, who never said 
a gradous word to me since I was whelped, 
has ruled that I'm to have the fash of mar- 
rying the lass, and he is to spend her tocher. 
But I know a trick worth two of that. 1 
say, Sei^ant, what if Mbtress Anne think 
the court ladies might fancy the lout of a 
son the properer man of the two?' And the 
handsome and imbecile youth complacently 
surveyed hisownfinelimbs. ' I'll be hanged 
if she did not say so. Old gentiemen do not 
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live for ever, nor ke«p their galliard figures 

' ' Hash, Master Randolph ! ' cried the 
Sergeant, clapping hb band to the eimple- 
ton'e month, ' As I'ra a liTing man, Sir 
Manuadake has orerheard yon. I saw his 
ahadow glide hack ; his pride cannot brook 
my having beard what chance has led him 
to know. Simple sinner as ye are, ye have 
done for yonnelf now.' 

" They were here crossed by Mistress 
Anne, who etgaa demanded the keys, that 
she might pay her respects to the imprisoned 
gentlewoman. The maa pleaded his master's 
strict orders. 

' ' Begone, fellow ; ' cried the haughty 
harlot, a woman of a bold though fair coun- 
tenance ; ' this order does not concern me.' 

" ' I have ebut up every other v»ench in the 
ofhces. Sir Marmaduke does not like prying 
eyes on his prisoners, however bright. The 
household has ta'en flight to hiding-places, 
like a brood of Unties when tlie hawk is 
abroad : I woald advise you, Madam Nan, 
to be equally tractable till certain little mat- 
ters ate arrmged. Here comes his Honour.' 

" Sir Marmadnke, without a word, waved 

e woman to follow him, and, instinctively 
bending her caprice to his more imperious 
iviil, she found herself confronting turn in 
that stately hall where she had long reigned 
lady paramonnt, and from whence she felt 
slie was now in danger of being for ever 

' ' 1 ehould have expected more discretion 
from a woman of your breeding and expe- 
rience. Nan,' was his scornful speech, 'than 
to give every booby the power of boasting 
of tiie admiration of a lady of your refined 
taste. The Master of Winram, my son, 
madam, is beholden to your flatterii^ 

'"Jealous, Sir Marmaduke! — and of your 
a son ! ' was her bitter exclamation. * To 
what am I fallen 1 Destining me, as I learn, 
with the few hundred marks that may grace 
the gift to the pitch of acceptance, for tlie 
high honour of being housewife to your 
ruffian varlet, now that you would wed with 
the well-portioned dame whose besnty, it 
wonld seem, so much surpasses whatever 
poor Anne Clive could boast ; ay, even in 
her first fresh youth, when the favourite 
attendant of the Duchess of Castlemain, and, 
as such, fancied good enough to mate with 
any poor Scottish knight whatever.' 

"'Tush, Nan; my patience has limits, 
evea with a fair lady. Yon meddle with 



matters above your concernment. Look U 
the honeehold. There is the pedler in the 
court below, in whose books you tell me 
you are so deep dipped for paints, pinners, 
and Hungary waters — clear hia score, and 
spend the balance as ye list.' And he chucked 
hb purse contemptnoualy to the woman, who, 
struggling with passion, tossed it back, and, 
shrieking, fell into violent hysterics. He 
carried her himself te the apartments which 
she usually occupied, and carelessly left her 
to take her chance of recovery, under care of 
a bouseroaid. 

" Simon Sloan had never before met such 
profound rilence as on thb day invested 
Randolph's Tower. On his arrival, no o 
not even a dog, was about. Every window 
was close, every door was shnt After a 
patient snrvey, he made hb way to the back- 
court opening on the ofliceE^ and gained admit- 
tance into the kitclien, where a solitary maid- 
servant was engaged in culinary affairs. In- 
stead of the usual blithe jeering andjabber- 
iog which sets women's tongues agog wlien 
the packman arrives, lier wbbper n 
' Gndesake, Simon, keep qniet, and hie down 
the water as soon as ye like ; for Uib is nae 
place for decent folk.' She lowered her 
voice, and placed her lips close to Simon's 
car, ' Tliere has been a sad Btramash between 
his Honour and the Master ; and Madam 
Nan has fallen into the hicksterics, and Lily 
Liddle b holding brant feathers to her nt 
because Sir Marmaduke is going to marry a 
rich lady at last.' 

" ' Ay, ay, Sarah, my doo, our Scottish 
laaues take no such qualms, or I suspect 
there might be a young gentJswoman about 
the Tower has more cause for the fits of the 
mother, and sic-like women's tantrums, whilk, 
when real and when feigned,! defy any man 
to discern, save when ye see them furly 
beyond the remedy of Hungary waters.' 

" The girl looked scared and alarmed. 
'Whatever ye ken, or whatever ye dinna 
ken, keep it to yonrsel', Simmie Sloan ; here 
a' Winram's folk maun hear, see, and say 
nothing.' 

"'But have their ain thoughU fora'that,' 
said Simon. And, forgetting her own counsel 
in the pleasure of keeping her tongue going 
and obtaining vent, she proceeded — 

" ' Every mother's dochter of the five of 
us was locked up for two stricken hours thb 
morning, while the Whigamores were put 
down into the dungeon. Save us a' ! They 
tell that ye may hear the water roaring 
aboon it in a speat. It's in one hotter and 
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orawl vn' ugaaa, BSftils, And a' lUiiiy, creep- 

ing, venomoos tbiags. Sudh » place foi 

ChiiBtian folk t — it's jntt awful 1 ' 

■"I he&rd, coming down the watM*, thftt 
WiDram'a honndi we» ont y«tord»y, and 
had etnick the game ; bat they ne'er could 
put the Whig quean tlieret' 

"'Whig quean or Whig carle, ye might 
keep a d*iler tongne in yoor head, Stm<Mi 
Sloan, for gentlefolks in trouble. The lady 
ie a lady bom, and no a Madam Nan. She ■ 
auld Redheugh's etep-baim, and the daughter 
of a good gentlewoman ower the way of Fifo, 
with a grand portion; and a well-featured, 
Betting maiden, wi' hair and complexion, 
they eay, jnst tiie marrow o' mine.' 

"<ril be Bwom, reddish haired, and a 
thought faimy-tickled ' — for tlie creature 
Simon could not aye bits in the gibe, even 
when it -hurt himeelf. 'Surely so gallant 
a Cavalier as Sir Marmadnke could not 
throw BO fair a damsel into the dnngeon 1 ' 

"' Re in no eae dooms bad ae that •. ehe ie 
np in the Craw's Nest — what they call Win- 
ram'e Wing, where wicked Sir Wiliiajn wi' 



In the ridlng-timee, for drawing up with the 
Lord Warden o' the Marches. — 'Thej have 
aye been a tell family. — And now Miss 
Leslie may lake her choice ; for the Tower 
is twice ae high as Melrose Abbey, and twice 
to that ; and ont of tbat ^e'll ne'er win 
(Jock Thraaher, Hie barns-man, (s clear o' 
that ; and he had it from Sergeant Warrock's 
man) till idle be converted to Episcopacy, 
and wed either with the Knight or the 
Master; or else be hanged at Jeddart, 
for following the hill-preacherB. She may 
take her choice ; but life is sweet ; and the 
Master, though a wee thongit wild, h a 
likely young gentleman, an' ye keep drink 
frae him ; so ye may hare a guess how the 
day will go.' 

"The pedler groaned at probabOities he 
could not contrOTert, and threw down his 
pack, as if in a puroxysca ot despair. 

" ' I have no time to look at yonr gear 
now, Simmie. Ye mann just bide a blink 
till I toss up these flams for the young lady's 
dinner. The patricks on the broche are for 
the Tower, too. Sergeant Warrock puts 
them in a whirligig of a tnmie-box i' the 
door, like what tiie papist nuns used fn the 
anid times, he says, to get their dinners 
through. It would jnst be a divert to see it ; 
hat he lets nane of us near Imt deaf Jenny.' 

" ITie pedler started to his feet, like a man 



that had been arrow-smitten. A chance was 

given him ; and he was alert, ready-witted, 
and not easily put out. 

" ' Speaking of brooehes, Barati, tunny, I 
have the beauty here — it might ^it a lave- 
rock for nze — set a' with Bristow atones and 
garnets.' 

"'Dinna tempt me with your nonsense, 
Siomile Sloan,' said the lass, as she whisked 
her pancakes, ' when ye ken we havena I 
drawn a bodle wages for this three last half- | 

Sars come Martinmas. I wish to peace Sir 
armaduke would marry the lady outright, 
and let his poor servants get their sair-won 
penny fee to buy duds to their backs.' 

"' But a look will cost je nothing, Sarah, 
save a kiss, and a flam, or ony thing else ye 
like. I have a bit memorandum to draw 
out of sundries due me for five years bygane 
by Mistress Anne, against whom I'll need to 
get a fugie warrant, as she'll l>e flitting her 
quarters.' 

" Sikker Simmie, for one of the half- 
taught who pick up uncertain knowledge 
against all rule, was a deft clerk. In leas 
time than miglit have been looked for from 
a tutored clerk, he had indicted a communi- 
oation to the sorrowful captive in Winram'a 
Wing, which, while playing some thimble-rig 
trick or another with Sarah, of pretending 
to swallow whole pancakes, he slid info the 
folds of the topmost of the tappy-lourie des- 
tined for the turning-box. It wasa desperate 
venture, and Simon was too wise to await 
the event of his own experimenL He pre- 
sented Sarah with a row of bodle pins, 
hoping for her custom when she was a 
•onsy gnidwife, which such giglets aye titter 
to be joked about ; and, hitching on his 
pack, laid, as Madam Anne was in so evil a 
condition, no audience could he hoped for, or 
settling of accounts tliat day. 

"Aa he set ofi', all the be]h of the house 
were in a peal, and he almost fancied that 
his daring epistie, still on the trencher before 
his eyes, had been read by the dreadful 
Knight. 

"But how, all this while, ye may aak, 
was Magdalen Leslie sustained in her afflic- 
tion? Her captuijp had been so sudden, that 
she never could distinctly recollect how it had 
fared with her until die awoke from a long 
and deadly sn-oon, and found herself alone 
in Iter prison-chamber. She cod Id Just 
understand that great disappointment had 
attended the failure of the flrat attempt to 
make prisoner of herself and her fatiier, 
whose movements must have been known, 
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thiongh the eipials of the curatM, before 
the; left the Bboiea of Fife. Wturock bwom 
& deBperate oath, that ehe shonld not esoape 
him B Nc«nd time. Her ahrieks, on being 
seized, were heard by some of the stragglen 
Tetatning home from Qie preaching ; and it 
wan WD to her that two poor fellows had lieen 
made prlsonen when bravely attempting her 
rescue from the troopers. During the first 
two hours of the night ride, hot brain had 
been alternately whirling in wild excitement, 
or steeped iu merciful obUrion, until the 
chill tnoming ^, and the crowing of the 
cocks about Earlston — that hamely and 
pleadng domestic din — recalled her Mnsea, 
and. by voice and gesture she appealed, aa I 
have told, to the cowardly loons abroad at 
early labour. But who dnist crow Winram's 
path ? The scared peasants could only pity 
the prisoners, and cnne in thefr hearts the 
cniel oppressor whom they feared to resist. 
Tyranny, sirs," said the Dominie, " not alone 
fetters the body, but enilares and debases the 
spirit of man. 

"As soon as Magdalan was borne to her 
cage by Sergeant Warrock, and was so far 
composed as to be capable of continuous and 
rational thought, her despair for a time in- 
creased to agony. She was in the power of 
that Sir Marmaduke Winram whose idea 
had, from childhood, filled her with shudder- 
ing, mipeniatnr&l borrar. She was in the 
Tery scene of those perhaps exaggerated 
tales of savage cmeltr and sactilegions out- 
rage which had cnrtUed her Infant blood. 
But a mind like that of Uagdalen Leslie can 
never And pause for sober lefleetlon, withont 
working itself clear, and nsting on sure 
grounds of consolation. In her own peculiar 
she soon gained composure, recollecting that 
the worst that could be inflicted was the 
death in which it had been the fate of 
hundreds of precious saints In Scotland to 
participate. 

"The oracular warning of her Bible, 
which had at intervals pressed so heavily on 
her spirit, was lightened in the contempla- 
tion of speedy release from all her sorrows ; 
and her keenest grief was for others, and 
not for herself. Beudes, my friends, what 
shall we say? — the grisl^ Phantom with 
wiiich she sUotb to familiarize her mind — 
Death, whose terrors can quell the strongest 
— was yet in reality far off, dim, and in the 
back-ground ; and returning reason told her 
that, allied as she was, a young gentle- 
woman, and a prisoner of the King, at 
least in name, she could not be done to 



death withont some form of puUio trial, 
mockery of justice as it might be. Her 
most Bgoniicing anxiety was for the safety of 
James Rutherford ; her most deadly terror 
for the approach of Sir Mannaduke Win- 
ram, whi<ii filled her with something border^ 
ing on the preternatural terror with which 
frail humanity shrinks from and quAils 
before foul beings not of earth. 

" A draught of milk and water to refresh 
her parched lips was all that she had taken 
of needful refreshment, until Seigeant War- 
rock ushered in the deaf maid-servant with 
her afl«moon repast ; which, instead of 
placing in the turning-box, as the gosuping 
quean Sarah had sud, was served decently 
and in order ; the man informing Hiss Leslie 
that the platters would be withdrawn at 
sun-down, when his master, who sent his 
respectful compUments, meant to ivait upon 
her. Magdalen's heart sunk, and turned 
cold within her ; although it had at times 
Ijeen her own purpose rather to address a 
letter to her jailer, or to request an interview. 

"The dainty viands and the sparkling 
wine-cup stood untouched. Once more the 
maiden passed info the overhangiog gallery 
or cabinet communicating with her chamber, 
and with eager eyes measured the dizzying 
depths below, and the impregnable atrengtlt 
of her place of confinement ; and once again 
she threw herself upon her knees, and im- 
plored strength and succour, where alone 
they ate to be surely found. A small psalm 
book, which she had carried to the hill- 
preaching, was still safe in the bosom of her 
dress ; and the desolate maiden found un- 
speakable consolation, and the dawning of 
hope, in exercising her mind with divere of 
those devotional psalms which had soothed 
the Royal Shepherd in his sorrows, and 
which accorded well with her afflicted state. 
Renewed and strengthened in her fiiith, and 
now clear In the course of daty, she com- 
pelled herself to adjust her raiment, as well 
as circumstances admitted, and then tried to 
partake of needful refreriunent. Her obe- 
dience was rewarded with the discovery of 
Simon Bloan'e letter, precious in its matter, 
however imperfect in seemly caligraphy or 
tme orthography. But the ink had been 
imperfectly dried, the flams hot ; and the 
amusing incident, at which another might 
have smiled or laughed, brought tears of 
distress to Magdalen's eyes, half blinded in 
trying to decipher the obliterated lines, 
which, from the cast of the characters, she 
knew to be the packman's. All die could 
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distinctly learn was, that she was eidiorted 
to be hopeful and constant in spirit ; for 
there were those now safe on Scottish ground 
who were able and willing to aid her, and 
who nonid peiil all to ransom her captivity, 
either witli the strong arm or the wily hand. 
Magdalen's thanlfsgiving was as lively as 

T supplications had been earnest ; but her 
human longings and foud imagination ran 
more eagerly than ever on the means of 
deliverance which must precede the meeting 
with her betrothed. 

" Again she surveyed her prison-house. 
From her strongly-grated narrow window, 
the clumpy heads of the tall pine trees 
appeared for below, and the view was clipped 
in on all sides, affording no greater scope 
than the ^rubs and beetling rocks on ttie 
opposite bank of the stream. Of it a few 
foamy glimpses were obt^ned through the 
thick dark foliage, as it chafed and boiled 
over the rapids, with din that stanned rather 
tlian soothed. The very crows winged 
their clamorous way far below her line of 
vision. There was no hope on this side. 
Her heart agun fell into the melancholy 
fluctuation of spirits inddent to the afRicted ; 
and again rallied, when she thought of her 
more pitjable condition within the last half 

' ' Murmurer and doubter ! ' Uiought the 
maiden, chiding her unbelief and despon- 
dency. ' But now a ray of light is strangely 
darted into my thick darkness — and already 
I question and rebel ! But now, I would 
have given my life to know that James 
Rutherford had escaped his enemies — and 
already I pine to be with lum, and murmur 
because that cannot be. — Oh, that we might 
all reach the quiet shores of Holland, a free 
and peaceful Protestant land j and, with 
only the loss of fortune, were safe in one of 
those humble homes of which my dear 
Grizzel Home writes so cheerily! Would 
that the dross which does so little contribute 

ur happiness, were in the possesMon of 
that dreadful man who ravens for it, and 
with whose fate mine is so strangely mixed, 
—if its utter forfeiture might win us peace!" 
"While Magdalen revolved these matters, 
the sound of footsteps was heard ; and, in a 
flutter of spirits, she thrust Simon Sloan's 
epistle deeper into her pocket. No one, 
however, appeared for some time, yet there 

e an oppression — a sense of suffocation 

ven upon her phyncal frame, as if some 
awful and invisible thing was in presence 
and beholding her; and her eyes involun- 



tarily fixed upon a part of the dingy wall of 
the chamber opening from hers, as if from 
thence some one was gazing npon her aslant 
the side of that cumbrous cabinet which 
formed part of the furniture. 

" Her instinct, or her knowledge, ai 
might be — for there ia knowledge too subtle 
for the detection of the chain by which it 
comes — was infallibly true; for, when she 
summoned courage to try the door of this 
inner room, she found it bolted within, 
though no one had passed through her apart- 
ment into this, with which Warrock had 
falsely assured hei there was no outward 
communication. She shook the door, spoke, 
questioned those within, but to no purpose. 
Her fascinated gaze involuntarily fixed upon 
the part of the wall where she could have 
sworn an eye had gleamed on her, like as of 
those shooting, spectral, hazy visages, seen 
in distempered dreams. 

" From this stupor of horror she was 
roused by well-ascertained voices ; for now 
the huge key grated in the lock, and Ser- 
geant Warrock, stepping forward, announced 
his master. Msjdalen rose to her feet, fully 
aware that composure, fortitude, and self- 
possession were strongly demanded from her 
at this juncture ; and Sir Harmaduke ap- 
proached, with that air of high-bred ease 
and courtesy which he could assume at will, 
and which sat so well upon him. If there 
was surprise on either side, it was certainly 
not of a repulsive nature. Instead of the 
ferocious and sinister physiognomy which 
the fancy of the maiden had assigned to this 
profligate, malignant, and cruel oppressor, 
slie beheld a gentleman of lofty deportment, 
whose expression of countenance, if bold and 
haughty, was not ruffianly ; while, in 
'Whig wench,' as he had unceremoniously 
termed her. Sir Marmaduke saw a graceful 
and modest young woman, who returned his 
courtesy in ulence, but witiiout any mgn of 
weak alarm or awkward embarrassment. 
There might be traces on her cheeks of the 
floods of tears which she had shed within 
the last twenty hours, and deep, though 
sudden sorrow had already changed her 
young bloom to pallor ; yet the sensibilities 
and varied mental expreswon of her pale 
and eloquent features might, even as matter 
of taste, have, to some spectators, seemed 
more worthy of admiration than all the lilies 
and roses of brilliant, dimpling youth. 

"Sergeant Warrock, who, for many reasc 
was a deeply-interested spectator, could only 
infer the impression which the daughter of 
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tlie Covenant hod made, from tlie noftetied 
And respectful tones in irhich his niast^i' 
requested her to bo seated, while he stood 
with a deferential, conrtier-tike bend of his 
stately fig:ure, as if waiting her pleasnre to 
follow her example. 

" ' This attitude best becomes a prisoner 
ia presence of her gaoler,' said Magdalen. 
' ExcQse me, Sir Marmaduks Winram ; but 
during our brief interview I desire to stand.' 

"'Why so harah a name. Miss Leslie?' 
returned Sir Marmaduke, smiling, ' for one 
who sincerely regrets this evil accident, and 
entertains tlie strongest desire to make your 
temporary detention as lightly felt as pos- 
eibJe ? Give me your parole of honour, 
madam,' he added, gaily, * and permit me to 
lead you to the best and freest apartment in 
my dwelling. The seeming severity of lost 
niglit — and my fellows durst not have shown 
an atom of disrespect to a young lady, for 
whom and her family I entertain so much 
esteem — will be best properly expluned in the 
apartments below. — 'Warrock, withdraw; 
but be within call.' 

"'Stay, I pray you!' ciied Magdalen, 
' do not leave us. By this man, acting upon 
an authority of which I am still ignorant, I 
was forced with violence from the threshold 
of luy kinswoman ; dragged ignomiuiously 
through the country ; and, for no cause 
asdgned, I am now unlawfully detained a 
prisoner. For these acts, this man pleads 
the authority of Sir Marmaduke WiDram.' 

" ' To arrest all penons nnlawfully attend- 
ing conventicles, my troopers have, I own, 
a roving commission. How was I to surmise 
that Miss Leslie might be found in such 
disagreeable and dangerous circumstances ? 
Pray be seated, madam, until we reason out 
tliis matter. You will find me disposed to 
take the most favourable view possible of an 
awkward case.* 

"' If I may expect any favour or courtesy 
at your hands, Sir Marmaduke, I pray you 
let me be set at liberty, and restored to my 
friends. My Other's dwelling of Redheugh 
cannot be far oCT, and I left him in evil con- 
dition : suffer me to go to him. You shake 
your head. If, then, I am really conudered 
the true prisoner of tiie King,' she added, in 
a Ijolder lone, ' let me be at once transferred 
to fitting custody, in any tolbootb of the 
laud, but not immured, in this lonely and 
unseemly way, in the private dwelling of a 
gentleman, who, if I may be bold to say it, 
is of no good repute as the guardian of young 
women of honour.' 

Vob. 111. 



" The profligate Cavalier smiled merrily, 
as if the maiden's last plea had been a com- 
pliment ; and answered, jeeringly — ' I must 
ever lament tliat circumstances have given 
Miss Leslie so unfavourable an impression 
of the knight of Randolph's Tower, and of 
his hospitalities to ladies. , To ))e serious, 
madam, I charge myself with your safe 
custody ; but I cannot bo fat outrage every 
rule of gentlemanly feeling as to transfer 
one BO young, eo fair, and gentle-bom to 
the filthy holes of our burgh jails, though 
these may be good enougtt for the common 
mn of the canting crew.' 

"' Oh, rathcT consign me to the blackest 
hole in Scotland, than keep me longer here ] ' 
cried M^dalcn. 'Let me share your dun- 
geou with toy fellow-captives, but keep me 
not here ! ' 

'"I admire the delicacy of your senti- 
ments, Miss Leslie, even when tliey display 
your strong prejudice against myself. Your 
spirit and fine sense of honour are not lost 
on me. They place yon higher in my esteem 
than even those eminent personal chamu 
which have been the burden of fame in 
Edinburgh circles, but to which fame has 
done imperfect justice.' 

" Magdalen did not suppress the sliglit 
curl of her lip which spoke her sense of these 
compliments ; nor was her impatient con- 
tempt misunderstood. 

"'You are right. Miss Leslie,' he continued; 
'it will best serve us to come to immediate 
explanation. The terms are easy and honour- 
able upon which you may dictate to me, and 
give me the felicity of converting, by one 
gracious word from those beautiful lips, the 
captive into the mistress of this unworthy 
Dianuon. — Witiidraw, Warrock.' 

" ' Nay, again I entreat you stay,' cried 
Magdalen. ' I can hold no private com- 
muning with Sir Marmaduke Winram, who 
might have spared an unfriended woman tlie 
mockery of his address.' 

" Warrock obeyed his master's haughty 
eye, and withdrew ; while the latter ex- 
claimed ; — ' By my good &ith, I am serious, 
madam, and you shall own it.' And witli 
gentle violence, but still with violence, he 
led her t« a seat. Her indignation was 
now efiectually roused. 

" ' Few words may suffice between us. 
Sir Marmaduke,' she said, with firmness. 
'Release me at once from this unworthy 
thraldom, or I demand to be transferred to 
the nearest public jail. I am prepared for 
any thing rather than remain another hour 
No. 70. 
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in this fearful pl&ee and custody.' Aa her 
eyes glauwd ronnd, they fixed npm the 
comer of the indented capboard. And «n 
involuntary shudder passed orer her frame. 

" ' Yon have not yet condescended to listen 
to roy proposal, Mies Leslie. It is snoh, I 
flatter myself, as merits your conudsration. 
It is, moreover, fraught with advantage to 
those with whom you ars most nearly con- 
nected. I will not expatiate upon the perils 
of your present dtuation, or the dangers 
which menaoe your relatives. You are 
aware I am not without influence in the 
state. It shall be my pride and pleasure to 
obviate whatever unpleasant consequences 
may arise Irom your late rashness, which I 
am willing to impute solely to a misguided 
education, and the example of yoni family, 
who, wiUi their ancestors' religion, have 
renounced loyalty to their prince and obe- 
dience to the laws.' 

" ' My parents have neither renounced 
religion nor loyalty. Pardon my pTesnmp- 
tioD, sir ; but I will not hear them maligned, 
and keep silence. Hy family are true Pro- 
testants, of the Reformed Presbyterian Kirk ; 
who, not alone for wiath, but conscience' 
sake, follow peace with all men, and submit, 
in every lawful command, to the authority 
of the King and the Estates of Parliamentr~ 
res'isting only when such mandates are in 
opposition to those of the King of kings.'— 
Alas ! that their defence should fall to one 
so feeble and simple as myself ] ' 

" Tears now first spmng to the eyes of 
Magdalen, overpowered by the sense of her 

" ' Nay, by my faith, fiiir Puritan, yon 
have fructified under the braying of the 
preachers. You are moving and eloquent, 
and that brings me to the true chapter. I 
most have you. Miss Leslie, take my case in 
hand. I long hugely, methinks, to be con- 
verted ; true gospel light never beamed with 
softer lustre from Anna Boleyn's eyes than 
from the lovely orbs on which 1 gaze.' 

" Magdalen started to her feet, her glance 
rebuking the bold, posrionate gaze of her 
new admirer. 

" ' You abuse the advantage which fortune 
has g^ven you. Sir Mormaduke Winram, In 
directing such light speech to an unhappy 
woman, who has no power of gainsaying 
yon. If my request is not to be granted, 
do me the courtesy to leave me to my own 
sad thoughts.' 

" ' What has sadness to do with the 
thoughts of Miss Leslie — formed as ^e is 



to be the life and grace of society — the orna- 
ment of conita, wliither it should be my 
pride to transplant her ?' 

" ' Stay, stay. Sir Hannadnke ! — is this 
the boasted gallantry and generosty of 
Cavaliers?' 

"'Forgive me, Miss Leslie'— and the 
proud and scornful man almost knelt — 'this 
is no time for trifling. Upon my sacred 
honour, 1 never was more in earnest in my 
whole life than at this moment. In proof 
of it, I came with the intention of solidtisg 
your favourable regard for the snH of my 
son — of tendering yon freedom and indem- 
nity through an alliance with my house. It 
is but the natural influenoe of charms like 
thoss irttich I now behold, if I prefer « 
dearer clvm. Let not your delicacy be 
wounded by the abruptness of the dedaro^ 
tion, if I confess that I now aspire to this 
fair hand as the crown of my individual 
felicity.' 

" Hagdalen withdrew tbs hand so boldly 
seised as. if a serpent had stung it, and 
shrunk backward, eyeing her suitor for a 
moment with haughty surprise, while he 
advanced, and continued to press his claim 
with a mixture of the complimentary, high- 
flown jargon of Conrt% and the plain earnest- 
ness which demonstrated a resolute purpose 
of carrying the point he had condescended 
to start ; for this violent man was of that 
resolute genius that never submits to iht 
thwarting of the will, whether for right or 
wrong, good or evil. What he did he would 
uphold — what he began he would go through 
with. 

"'If I have used less ceremony than is 
befitting, the occasion must plead my pardon,' 
continued Sir Marmadnke, ' as Uiera is 
slender time for its observance between us. 
Your generosity, Hiss Leslie, must take 
example of my frankness. Witiain a few 
days I mast go to Edinburgh. Let me hope 
to make the peace of my feir prisoner, and 
obtMn amnesty for her friends by being 
enabled to present her as the bride of a man 
who, at need, con be aa formidable to his 
friends as to his enemies.' 

" Magdalen was, for a moment, over- 
whelmed by the cool and determined tur with 
which this was said. Sir Marmadnke had 
changed his tone from that of the suitor to 
the dictator. But, when she recollected that 
the man who stood before her in the plenitude 
of unlawful power, was perfectly acquainted 
with the circumstance of her betrothal, which 
was indeed patent to all the gentry of mid- 
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land Scotland, hia Imoleiit propoa&l carried 
in«ult which would have toumd one Ibbb 
firm and spirited. In a tone of mook hninl- 
liiy, and perhaps with a laah touch of 
woman's waj-wardnan, (die MpUed — 'The 
Whigamore's danghtei onght donbtleea to 
be overeome with gratitude for the honour 
proffered hei ; though she is still at a loss 
to guess whether, as a spoil of war, she la 
decreed to Sir Marmaduke Winram or his 
hopeful son. Were the matrimonial aUlancea 
of the Whig gentry worthy discussion by the 
Cavaliers, Kr Marmaduke Winram might 
by chance have learnt tiiat the humble 
maiden he so far forgets himself astodUitresB 
with his insulting suit, is the afGanced bride 
of his neighbour proprietor, Mr. James 
Ruthtrfurd, the younger of Bedheugh, the 
obscurity of whose family — though it is not 
of yesterday — must be greater than had been 
suspected, since his intended marriage li so 
profound a secret.' 

" Sir Marmaduke knitted hia brows, while 
hia eyea glowed with lurid fire ( but the 
m^den quaUed not, though she changed her 
tone of aarcasm and irony to earnestness. 

"*With the knowledge of my peculiar 
condition, which you cannot fail to poeaeM, 
rir, to me 3'onr proposal, whether fir your 
son or yourself, is either cruel mockery or 
wanton insult ; both are equally unworthy 
of a man of honour, especially when ofibred 
to an unhappy woman, who has no means of 
escaping unprovoked outrage.' 

"'By Heavens! madam, yon triite with 
me,' bellowed the Cavalier, whose courtesy 
was but lip-service. ' For what do you hold 
me, that I would regard the beggarly con- 
nexIoQ into which you have been trepanned 
— formed too with a vile traitor, whose head 
!s the forfeit of hia crimes, and who ahall 
not, by G — !' and he struck his hand on 
his sword-hilt, 'much longer cioee either your 

" It is not in woman's nature not to have 
felt some degree of trepidation at being ex- 
poaed to violence flowing from a cause so 
interesting to her feelings. Alarmed for her 
lover, Magdalen g^zed as if her eyes would 
have rejd the inmost heart of her peTsccutor. 
Twenty e^er questions hovered on the tip 
of her tongue ; but prudence and pride held 
her in check, and she dreaded to betray by 
her looks that she was aware of James 
Rutherfnrd having reached Scotland. 

" ' Tou best know whither your menaeee 
point,' she said, after a mental reflective 
pause' — 'the extent of your power I am 



aware of, though, thank Heaven ! it is that 
which endureth bnt a moment. From your 
mercy I expect nothing — ask nothing ; and, 
though diaoourse is lo«t between us, I will 
avow to your foce. Sir Marmaduke, once and 
for ever, that the solemn engagement which 
it pleases you to deride, was deliberately 
entered upon, and is ratified by my whole 
heart and soul, as the dearest hope of my 
life ; and will be upheld by every faculty of 
my mind, while it shall please God to sus- 
tain my judgment under your unmanly 
oppreenon.* 

" Magdalen tamed avray to struggle with 
her lebellions tears ; while Sir Marma- 
duke, by strong constraint, subdued the 
outward violent expression of hia boiling 
wrath, and said, in a low voice, ' You will 
think better of it, madam, ere I see jou 
again ; the curate of Earlsquhair will wait 
upon yon, and perhaps make matters 
plunet to your excellent understanding 
than I can do.' And he went off, locking 
and bolting the doors outside, and oon- 
rigning the afBicted young gentlewoman to 
sorrowful rumination. 

"The presence of her adversary had 
acted as a burning stimulant to Magdalen's 
spirits, which ebb«d low enough when that 
was withdrawn. So she sat her down on 
the conch and wept bitterly : but, as she 
wept she prayed ; and where Faith is pre- 
sent, Hope cannot be far off; and where 
His presence is vouchsafed. Peace cannot 
be ftr to seek. It was with Magdalen 
Iieslie in that strong prison ; and, securing 
the doom as well aa she could, she fell 
asleep, like a new-dropt lamb at the bosom 
of its dam." 

"On the sams night the carehl land- 
lady of the Cleikum Inn, having looked 
well to her household, and fastened in the 
doors, the landlord and his guests, among 
whom wa* Simon Sloan, prepared to join 
in worship, es was then the beseeming 
practice of all Mrlons victuallers and folks 
in a public line, vrith the stranger within 
their gates. The rites of domestic worship, 
which some oonrider the most solemn of 
•11 modes of sodal devotion, were not 
ided, when the thick trampling of horse- 
hoofs was heard, which set the hostier 
body and the servant queans a-fidgeting, 
as, I hav* often remarked, veiy little will 
do in time of prayers ; and presently came 
the thompt of a ridlng-whlp, smiting the 
; Hid the hoaias, per«mptOT7 votas of 
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Sergeant Warroelt intermpted the psalm, ae 
he and some of his cut-tliroat comrades 

jre thej' wonld lay the door on its back, 
and quell the conventicle, if it were not 
opened forthwith. These were alorniiiig 
words at that era ; and the landlady maybe 
whipped away the Bible and the Psalm- 
books B9 fast as was seemly, while the 
troopers came jingling ben to the kitchen, 
swearing and roaring for drink. 

" * My blackguards have no time t« dally,' 
Ejud Warroek ; ' they are escorting the crop- 
eared lads we ran down yesterday to Edin- 
burgh, where they will be taken care of.' 

"'Win near to the 6 re, noble Setgeant,' 
said Simon Sloan, rising hastily, and with 
ofGciouE obserrance, aa the man of war 
strode in, looking as if his feather wonld 
hmeh the rigging of the honse. 'Have ye 
with you the leddy and the minister?' 

" ' The precious Maater Kidd ia tied a-cock- 
horse ontby there ; and, landlady, 1 must 
have your pacing nag. It is wanted on his 
Haje8ty'B9ervice,tofetchup Mess John Otter, 
the curate of EarUquhair, to whom Sir 
Marmaduke has intrusted the speedy con- 
version, to Iiie advantage, of Mistress Mag- 
dalen Leslie, together with the lands of Lin- 
dorea md Lochkeltie, and all parts and 
pendicles thereunto belonging.' 

"Simon Sloan often told how hie heart 
leaped to his mouth at this black news, and 
sunk again. He was taken aback, thronn 
down, and totally discomfited ; matters were 
pressed on by fate far too precipitately for 
his rectifying ; he gave the yoang lady up 
for lost, and conld scarcely conceal his agita- 
tion under a forced laugh, while he said, 
' Ay, ay, convert her from Kirk and Cove- 
nanter to King and Cavalier, nae doubt ; 
frae Whig damsel into Tory dame.' 

'* ' Somewhere thereabouts,' said Warroek. 

"Bight, very right — and there will be 
braws needed at the bridal,' returned Simon. 
' I never had a lovelier assortment of lawns, 
cambrics, grograms, Padnasoys, peorliua of 
Valenshines, Dresden ruffles, and Barcelona 
neck-napkins.' 

' ' Let OB hare a vizy of some of these last,' 
sud Warroek. And Sikker Simmie, ill as 
he liked the rough customer, durst not refuse 
his change. A half dozen of the best nap- 
kins were throat into Warrock's pocket, who 
spoke not a word of either price or payment ; 
but he graciously did say, ' I dare to say yon 
may drive a brisk traffic at the Tower to- 
morrow, if you bear a conscience. But stir 
your stumps, good folks — my fellows must 



have refreshment : carry tliem out ale till 
they ciy, Hold ! 'Tis on the King's service, 

" ' And the Wbigs would not be the worse 
of weeing their whistles either — that is, if 
they have siller to pay for't,' said Simon ; 
' though I care not, for ttie good of the bouse, 
to bestow a stonp of sma' ale on them mysel'. 
We in the trafficking line should keep on 
the square with all udes. We kenna. Ser- 
geant, what us Malignants may need yet, if 
the Kirk come up and the King gang down.' 

" The Sergeant, who had some sympathy 
with ale-drinkers, though no toleration for 
Whigs, made no opposition to this benevo- 
lence ; and Simon accordingly stood pay- 
master for the copious draughts of which the 
prisoners refused to partake as his gift. 

"'Deil be in their sour, unsocial pride!' 
quoth Simon, returning in baste with the 
ontonched liquor, which he took the free- 
dom to place beside the Sergeant's toss of 
brandy. 

"Tlte trumpet sounded to muster — the 
troopers set forward with their charge, as it 
was deemed safest to pass throngh the vil- 
lages under night, ratJier than exasperate 
the discontented people with the spectacle of 
their fellow-subjects iu bonds, and too pro- 
bably going to death. As the packman's 
ale, handsomely qualified with brandy, 
flowed down the Sergeant's obstreperous 
throat, his discretion ebbed apace. The 
man was vain of the wicked trust placed 
in him, and of his power in his master's 
household ; and Simon, being a wily body, 
with his own ends to serve, plied him 
well with flattery and drink ; and he swal- 
lowed both greedily. It was not ill to see 
that, notwithstanding his vaunting, War- 
roek was, at bottom, disaatis&ed with the 
Knight, or with the rewards of his service ; 
and anxiously did Simon lie in wait for a 
season to insinuate that honesty might, for 
once, better suit his eelf-seeking purposes 
than viilony. 

" 'Hark ye, Simon ! ' he said, in a tone of 
drunken confidence. ' There's the devil to 
pay at the Tower, and no pitch hot. The 
Master fancies the Knight means him a 
Bouple trick — he is sulky. Madame' Nan — 
the proud callet, whom his mightiness decerns 
to a certain bold fellow, that deserved an 
honest loss, and a tocher with her, too — is 
also on her high horse, and off at a gallop, 
because ^ Marmaduke is guessed to mean 
Lochkeltie's daughter for his own private 
picking, when we have wheeied up this 
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eaivelling subject, Master Otter of Earls- 
qah&ir, to nhillie-wha th« wench, and 
mnmble the marriage mass over them. This 
ia what Madam ia like ill to bear ; but Nan 
mnat canform, tike her betters. Winiam 
tolerates no recusants about him.' 

«*Bnt ia not Miss Leslie troth-pLghted to 
yoang^ Redhengh, which is like the first loop 
thrown on the knot that is aye easy to tie, 
bat kittle to loose? Sir Marmodnke would 
■nrely never marry another gentleman's 
wife?' 

" ' And wherefore not, pray ? His blade 
has slicked harder knots ere now ; and I 
know who will back him— that is, if he 
make it worth my while.' 

" He had not well spoken, when a second 
messenger arrived in hot haste, to recall 
Warrock, and take his errand to Earlsqnhair. 
An express had arrived from Thirlstane 
Castle ; another from the ma^strates of 
Danbar; scouts had come in — something 
was in the wind more than ordinary, and 
every voice demanded Sergeant Warrock, 
who, drank as he was, lost no time in obey- 
ing orders. To the messenger — a sort of 
butler, whose functions the Sergeant usurped 
— the agitated Simon proffered the remdue of 
the liquor ; and, as nothing was then to be 
done with the great without gold, nor with 
the common sort without drink, any more 
than now, he called for yet another etoup, 

" ' Na, na — nothing can be done up yonder 
at the Tower, without our rieht-hand man,' 
Bud the new-arrived, sarcastically. '"Where 
is Warrock?" cries the Knight for every 
thing wanted. — "Send me Warrock," says 
the Master, when be wishes to smuggle a 
flask of brandy-wine from the cellar, out of 
the kennln of his father. And, as for 
Madam Nan, she's to get him a'thegither— 
joy go wi' the bargain they'll have of each 
other ; for she ia ae limb of Satan, and he ia 
anither- What think ye. Master Simon, of 
the Prelatic harlot swallowing poison- 
dranghls this aflemoon, in her passion, be- 
cause Sir Harmaduke trimmed his beard, 
and gaed up to the Craw's Neat, to court 
Redhengb's step-dochter — and ia like to 
marry her ; — for, tbongh she be a Whig, 
she's a bonny lass, and the biggest heiress in 
ft' Fife or the Merse. My service to ye 
again. Master %mon. This house keeps up 
its auld character for pith o' mant' 

"'Naethiug to the double ale o' the 
Tower,' whined the packman, his thoughts 
Tranderin;^ and dri^ng. 

*"Onrs g«od aki We'll need to get the 



holms of Lochkeltie and the riggs of Red- 
heugh, to bear the barley first. We're a 
ruined family, Master Simon, unless we get 
this gentlewoman to set us right — which 
never was to likely as now. There's auld 
Redheugh i' the dead'thrawa. Word came 
down the Water he was gone ; but he can- 
not put ower this night. Lady Edgelaw rode 
down to the Peel-house this evening — sent 
for express. Weel, he was a kind landlord 
and a good country gentleman; and the 
young Laird — it need be nae secret vrith me 
— for I found it out myself, and no thanks 
ritlier to Sir Marmaduke or Warrock — is 
landed from Holland, abont seme trade of 
the rebel exiles, and is lurking about the 
country-side, in guise of a packman. Oh, 
hey t Ye are loupin mad at that, Simon ; 
but sit ye still, man.' And he thrust Simon 
down on the settle. 'It's httle he is like 
to take of your custom owre your head. 
There is a wateh set at the Red Ford, below 
Uie Feel-honse, and at Randolph's Pass, and 
scouts out every where, and thi«e hundred 
merks on his head — so he behoves to be 
catched ; for it is almost certain he will tiy 
all risks and put himself in peril to get his 
father's blessing, and doM his eyne.' 

" ' An' mine will dose o' themselves," sud 
the packman, making a fashion to yawn ; 
'so I must to my pease-straw i' the barn. 
Many a weary fit, I trow, a poor body like me, 
in the merchandinng line, maun travel to 
draw a penny. But I'll be your way in 
the morning. — Bridals are aye cannier than 
burials for packman billies.' 

"- So saying, Simon retired ; but, when 
the confidential myrmidon of the Tower, in 
a half-hour afterwards, proposed setting off 
for Earlsqahur by the light of a late rising 
moon, the pa<»ng nag which had been waiting, 
ready saddled and bridled, had disappeared. 
Search was fruitless ; and the landlady, who 
had aat op to see her house clear and her 
doors locked up a second tune, made light 
of the accident, saying that, for companion- 
ship, the beast would have followed its stable- 
feUowi, pressed into tlie King's service few 
the prisoners, and now far on the road to 
Edinburgh. The sagacious woman suspected 
something in the wind, and that Simon had 
a finger in the pie ; but kept herself to her- 
self, according to the idiom of the vernacular. 
And never, I wot, had the pacing nag on 
which our dame's great gooddame wont to 
amble to kirk, market, burial, and bridal, 
(for the Cleikum folk had gentle blood in 
their Twns, both by father's side and mother's 
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dde,) been jiut to it* metUu h that night 
between this dwelling uid the Red Ford, sow 
reckoned five stAtute milea, whioh Simon, 
who was a briik eel of ■ lubjAct, long 
threeped he trotted within the half-hour. 
However that might be, there was neither 
watch nor ward set, which t>oth the strong 
drink in Wairock's head (who, as is spoken 
metapluiricaily, was half-seas-over) and the 
commotion in which ha found the honaehold, 
delayed ; and the young gentleman whose 
blood was thirsted for, as hla living preeence 
was a stumblingblock in the iniquitona path 
of Sir Marmaduka Winram, had put all to 
the venture, to receiyo the blesMng of hi* 
dying parent. It pleased God to rsaUiie the 
aged man's judgment, which had wandered 
in his grievoDS sickness, before his spirit 
departed to the reward of the just ; and he 
knew his son, who was kneelhig in sorrow 
by the bedside, as Simon Sloan beheld, when 
he reverently slipped into the chamber of 
death. 

"'Bless thee, my sonl' said the dying 
saint ; 'I receive thy return as a token of 
good. But where is mj Magdalen, my 
twin-blessing, whose smile Is aye the bow of 
promise in my blackened sky V 

" The old man wandered again, and re- 
collection ebbed and flowed for a time like 
the waveiing of an expiring taper, until to 
the prayer of faith it steadied, and he sent 
hb dying farewell to his wife, and U) his 
daughter his blesring ten times told. He 
was supported in the bed by his sorrowing 
nster ; and, after a season of rest and quiet, 
he left it in the cha^e of his son to give 
way tfl wratb, and to leave vengeance to 
Bim who will repay it, and to flee this land 
of blood, and tyranny, and trampling down 
— and go down unto Egypt, with all that 
wBB near and dear to him, and tarry abroad, 
until the wicked Herods had oeased from the 
land, and the indignation was overpast. Ye 
may be sure this was not the honr in 
which James Rntherfnrd could say naj, or 
deny a request so made ; but Simon could 
mark, in the agonised working of lils fea~ 
tores, the despairing thoughts that were 
rushing through the youth's mind, 

'"Flee this dwelling, my dear son,' said 
the old man ; ' take care for my Uving ones, 
and let the dead bury their dead ; though I 
hoped ye might have laid the gray head in 
the grave In peace. And fear not for our 
Magdalen : it is borne in on my mind that 
she will find a speedy and a great deliver- 
ance. In the Valley of the Shadow of 



Death this hope comforts and ttabliahea me t 
and blMwd be His name there are glad days 
ooming for Scotland I >—Lo I the day breaks 
and the shadows flee away ] The virgin 
daughter of Zion raises her head from the 
dust. Ay, a seaaon of peace is dawning for 
the persecuted household of faiUi ; and 
•very free-bom Scot ahaU yet lit under his 
vine and under his fig-tree, and none shall 
make him a&sid !' 

" The last broath, wafwd on the wings of 
prayer, left the shattered clayey tenement as 
the clock struck the honr of one ; and, 
following his father's injunctions, yoong 
Bedhsngh, now laird of all, and yet not 
daring to show hjs head on his own land, 
rushed out in his sorrow, fallowed by Simon 
Sloan, who was, in a small way, the last 
faithful friend of this distrceeed family, 

" ' Whither go ye, sir V inquired the paok* 

" ' Is that a question to be asked T 
returned the young man. 

" And they held on the op«n road leading 
towards Randolph's Tower, thou^ young 
Bedheugh was at last persuaded to take 
needful preoantioua for his own safety, by 
being lominded «f Magdalen's condition, 
and how necessary bis personal liberty was 
if her entai^mwnt was to be effeeled. 
They held on bj by-paths on the aide of the 
stream oppoNt« to Randolph's Tower — for, 
with every holm, and deu^ and bush, and 
brake here, young Rntherfurd was famlliax 
from the days when he had been a gatherer 
of hazel nuts and a fisher of minnows — 
nntil they stood on the rocks ov«c against 
its gloomy strength, now frowning in the 
moonhght. 

"'I could dash myself against these 
rocks,' exclaimed the unfottuuate gentle- 
man, ' when I think of the prisoner within 
theae walls, and know mya^ powerless to 
give her help. — I vrill dsJly no longer. I 
believe, my friend, that yonr counsels are 
honest ; but they are nrrt for my desperate 
case. I will to Edinburgh — I will sur- 
render myself — I will wrest the release of 
Hiss LesUe fn»n the hands of the Privy- 
Conncil, or perish I' 

" ' A bonny turn ye would do her I' re* 
plied Simon. 'Get her guidman's neck, 
that is to he, into the wuddie, and make Sir 
Harmaduke sure of herl Na, na — we 
have a better plea than that. There's good 
hope Miss Leslie has got my hit tcart of a 
letter. Even if Peter Otter, tbe vermin 
Prelatic creatnre, who was a Fiesbyteriaa 
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minister but the other year, utd would b« a 
Papiit the next, to keep the stipend — even 
if he thonld be wUliag to mumble a roor- 
riage, the Udj has but to say. Ho — ■ thing 
all womankind have an aptneia to from 
natorg, or their mothers, when It strikes in 
wi' their aia humour. But it will nerer 
eom« that length ; even if Seigeant Warrock 
could not be persuaded to forget his keys for 
a few minntet, if he found twenty broad 
^eces in his pouch, dropt as it were by the 
fairies. Then, Madam Nbd wonld thtjik 
UiM Lealie's back tiie best view of her. So 
ye mnit not. Laird, give way lo Giant De- 
tptir. I sea it's vain for ye langer to try the 
pack — ye're found out theie> Did I not 
warn yon, in the ema' dealings with the 
goidwiTes that were forced on ye, aye to seek 
a good rikker prioe, to prig bard, and be 
rather scrimp than lavish of your measnre, 
if ye wished to pass for a true maa of our 
ancient fraternity V 

" < Nothing oonld indnee um to forego, for 
one honr, confronting this haughty oppiassor, 
and lescoing Miss Leslie or periehing in the 
attempt, save the hope which arises from 
youf having already been able to setahlish a 
eommnnication with her, and my expectation 
of the immediate interference irf powerful 
friends for her protection, sTsn among the 
M alignants themselres.' 

" It wae finally agreed that, instead of 
again exponng himself in his assumed voca- 
tion, the young gentleman should Inik in 
the woode opposite the Tower, until Simon 
Sloan, under covar of his pack and traffic, 
should again rentuie, like the dove of the 
ark, to go forth and spy if the waters had 
abated, and the Earth rused her green, 
njoidng head. 

" ' The activity and seal whiah you dis* 
played in warning off the bark, and your 
personal services to myeelf, leave ma much 
your debtor,' said young Redhsugh; 'but 
the redemption of Miss Leslie were worth 
more than all I am worth in this world, or 
ever shall be.' 

" ' Very w««l, bonoimbls sir, we can settle 
that ehoit account afterwards ; let us aee the 
work dons irst. If I could but see yon and 
tite young leddy on board Andro Baikte*B 
brig, that blithe sight would far o'erpay my 
small ssrrices. But I maun back to St. 
Ronan's, and bear what Is afoot. If Winrsm 
has sees through the flAm, tills Is no country 

" The laseiea of St. Ronan's thought Sikkei 
Kmon was never to awake that morning; 



and, at long Isat, the mistress went to the 
bam to shake him up from his straw, 

" ' Ye are snoring there, Simon Sloan, and 
the anld Laird of Redheugh's dead-deal sent 
for this morning — Ht, Peter Otter away up 
to the Toner, to buckle the Knight to Mies 
Leelie — and onr naig ridden all night by the 
witches or the wirricows 1 But ye'll ken 
naething about it 1 ' And the shrewd land- 
lady gave Simon a pawkie look that said 
maeh. ■ Ye may trust to me, Simon Sloan, 
and to a' the folk hereabout. Think ye onr 
hearts are made of whinstones 1 I came out 
lo the bam to speak privately to you. Wliat 
u to be dune — for flesh and blood can thols 
nae langer this masterful oppression ? The 
guid, Idnd, anld lurd's gray hdrs borne 
down to the grave with sorrow ; and a price 
set on the stately head of James Rntherfurdl 
The out-throat villain, Warrock, made tear 
the father's Bcaroe-cauld corpse from the bed, 
this morning, searching for the son ! That 
bonny, sweet, young thing, Miss Magdalen 
Leslie, led like a lamb to the slaughter I — 
Nay, never lift up your threatening finger to 
silence me, Simon ; I carena who hears me, 
since it has come to this. If the men of St. 
Ronan's can Ihok langer, tlien tlie women 
cannot. If they wlnna use their swords, we 
mann try our distafis.' 

"Simon found this resisting spirit general 
throagboot the village. Looms stood idle — 
smithy fires expired — the shoemaker's ham- 
mer and the carpenter's plane were silent ; 
for the death of Redheugh and the peril of 
his son were severely felt in the neighbour- 
hood, and the news of the forced nuptials, 
whi<^ Winram im^ned hie own profound 
secret, flew tike wildfire, and excited uni- 
versal, If stifled Indlgnaiion. But, though 
there was the low growl of the coming 
tempeet, our canny Scots folks are never rash 
of their hands — and, perhaps, it is just as 
well so, as once li^d they are no soon laid, 

" Long before Simon Sloan readied Ran- 
dolph's Tower, the worshipful curate had 
been called to minister ^iritual consolation 
to that fur and penitent stray lamb of hie 
pielatic flock. Madam Anne CUve, with whom 
death was dealing hard, it was said in the 
household ; though tiie reprobate, Warrock, 
remarked, ' That It was long en the De'll 
died at the dikenMde — and there wonld be mors 
news of Ifan before ^e let Sir Marmadnke 



sailry, the curate had often taken his plea- 
sure at the uaids and the dice, and in dainty 
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refections, and dyed bis lips red in the blood 
(if the grape ; but it was a changed scene 
that morning. InBteadof the wild paroxysms 

of the fonner day, this evil-conditioned, be- 
trayed, and moat miserable woman, affected 
gi-eat contrition, and sent petition after 
petition, beseeching that Sir Marmaduke 
would, for the last time, see and foi^re 
her. He was in no humour of compliance, 
and, indeed, violently chafed at tlie escape 
of young Rutherfurd. He upbraided W&r- 
rock with treachery, and even threatened 
liim with the dagger he usually wore, when 
the fellow replied with what he considered 
insolence. The friendship of the wicked, my 
friends, is a rope of sand, at best. Words 
waxed higher and ruder ; and Sir Marma- 
duke in bis frantic rage, struck at the man, 
who, in defending himself, at last struck 
again, threw down his haughty lord, and 
rushed from the room like an incarnate 

"'Where was the Master of Winram?' 
was bis eager question. And it afterwards 
was surmised that he bad meditated the 
violent confinement of Sir Marmaduke, and 
the betrayal of Miss Leslie into the hands of 
the son. The Master of Winram had rode 
off alone, at day-break, to a great hunting- 
match at Borthwick, wliich would detain 
him for a week ; and, what was more won- 
derful to the honsehold. Sir Marmaduke had 
put him liberally in funds. Warrock had 
probably formed no other plan when he was 
summoned back to attend his master, in 
whom low cunning for once took place of 
the vindictive rage and thirst of revenge 
which Iwlonged to his character. He apolo- 
gized for his violence, and declared that 
Warrock was justified in defending himself, 
since he bad so far forgotten their difference 
of place as to have first lifted his hand. But 
there was a vengeful light in his puckered 
eye, a swarthy streak on tlie brow, a dis- 
tension and contraction of the nostril, which 
hetrayed the strife of inward passions, and 
which Warrock read aright, though he 
affected to receive the offered apology with 
much gratitude and humility. 

" 'And your prisoner, Warrock, my good 
fellow — the fair recusant of the Tower — 
how fares it with Miss Leslie this morning? 
She must not be disturbed with news of the 
old man's death, nor yet with tidings of the 
cub, until we have hunted him down.' 

"'Of which I don't despair, if your 
honour's but patient. For the lady, she 
carries herself bravely; and, if she looked 



beautiful yesterday, is far more lovely to-day. 
When I walked up deaf Jenny with the 
morning meal but now, we found her chant- 
ing psalms to herself like a lint-white.' 

" ' Thanks, Warrock, for attention to my 
orders ! Poor Nan, they t«ll me, is dying ; 
but the remembrance of faithful service never 
dies with me. Other modes may bt found 
to reward you.' 

"Warrock bowed. 'Simon Sloan, the 
travelling merchant, an' please you, u here,' 
h% observed. * He begs me to say that he is 
well provided with such commodities as 
may befit Miss Leslie's change of condition, 
and that he shall be proud to show her his 
paraphamels.' 

" ' For your life, no [ — no one shall cross 
that threshhold. Bnt yon may yourself 
carry up his whole stodc of tnunpeiy for 
her inspection. All women are fond of gauds, 
and they may serve to divert her thoughts.' 

" Simon, who afterwards told that he had 
been saying his neck-verse all the while he 
sojourned in this hold of violence, affected 
great reluctance to part sight of his goods in 
this unusual manner ; and he stipulated 
firmly that they should not be exposed to 
the risks of any of the cutties about the 
place, who would think little of whipping 
out their shears and snipping off a suit of 
Mechlin pearlins — an article of choice deli- 
cacy, which he recommended to Miss Le^e, 
and of which he had sold the other half last 
week at Newark, to the ladies there. 

"The pedler's commodities renewed Mag- 
dalen's hope of farther intelligence. They 
were searched over and over, until Simon 
became so clamorous for the restitution of 
his pack, that Sergeant Warrock, fancying 
the lady ought to have made up her mind in 
four hours, ventured to hint as much when 
he carried up her dinner ; and, farther, that 
poor Simon was peculiarly anxious about his 
Flanders lace, in which so much of his money 
was embarked, and of which he would let 
her have a great bargain, as he wished to 
send to Holland, by a sure friend going in a 
few days, for fresh purchases, and on a clean 

"Magdalen, trying to extract a meaning 
from this enigma, craved farther time for 
inspection, and again with trembling hands 
undid the lace card. How welcome was 
Simon Sloan's three lines — 'Be of cheer, 
madam I Friends are not fat off. H driven 
to extremity, crave to be publicly married 
as befits your rank and fortune, in ths neigh- 
bouring chapel of St. Ronan's.' Magdalen 
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was muting on this intimstion, though re- 
aolved not to act upon it till driven to extre- 
mity indaed — when the finely and fel-als 
were again called for, and ali« directed some 
purchaees to be made in her name, for which 
she said 'she knew Master Simon would 
^ve her credit until better times ;' while 
Warrocic gallantly protested all was at his 
master's cost, who, with her good pleasure, 
proposed to inquire for her health that same 
evening. Magdalen, protested vehemently 
against this visit. She was sick and worn, 
she said, and entreated for one day to be 

" ' I verily believe she wishes to be dab- 
bling by henelf at these confounded pearling,' 
said Warrock to his master, ' and I consider 
this a Incky whim, as nothing now prevents 
me from setting ont to look after her spark,' 

" The duty was too pressing to be delayed. 
Penuissioa was instanily granted, and he 
went alone, for Sir Manaaduka had snflicient 
occupation in writmg letters and despatches, 
and preparing liis friends to bear hjm out 
in the criminal act be meditated. The long 
and secret view which he had obtained of 
his victim — for, as ye may guess, it was Sir 
Maimaduke who caused the preternatural 
tremors of Magdalen on the previous day, 
when his baleful eye first fell upon her -— 
had quickened his pnrpose and fixed his 
resolution. 

"'This is a creature who, with three 
months' poliahing, and a few weeks at Court, 
a gentleman may hold up his face for,' was 
his secret thought ; and the high spirit dis- 
played by the maiden at their intendew, 
confirmed the Impression made by her beauty 
and natural air of refinement. Opposition 
to that indomitable will, which it n%3 tite 
madness of this violent man never to submit 
to any law, human or divine, whether of 
reason or justice — gave fresh zest to the en- 
terprise. Nor was time to be lost; for already 
there were intimations from Edinburgh that 
Hiss Leslie's Mends and kindred were cla- 
morous in demanding that she sliould abide 
the conseqaences of her alleged breach of tlie 
laws against conventicles, id more decorous 
keeping. 

"'I'll woo her as the lion wooes his bride,' 
waa the proud and swelling boaat of this 
presumptuous spirit. *I began with deshiug 
her convenient fortune for my family — I am 
maddened with love for henelf,' he said to 
Mr. Peter fOtter, the time-servii^ priest. 
' There is absolute fascination in her blushing, 
dsmon looks, and dove-like, downcast eyes. 



Her glances intoxicate like philtres and love- 
potions. You fancy me bewitched, Master 
Curate — it is verily so ; but, by Heaven, the 
sorceress shall bum in the same fires that 
consume me 1 By Heaven and Earth, she 
shall be mine ere twenty-fonr hours elapse !* 

" ' The damsel will be much favoured,' 
replied the servile priest. 

" Randolph, the degraded son of Sir Mar- 
maduke, though so weak In intellect as to be 
sometimes deemed imbecile, was not without 
a spice of that spurious wisdom, low knavish 
cunning, in his mental composition, which 
just enabled him to perceive that his father 
had some secret oliject in sending him away 
at this juncture, and to guess it out. He 
also felt instinctively that ' Madam Nan,' 
usually his enemy, could, if willing, prove 
an able ally. He sought her privately, and, 
while his father and the household supposed 
him at a distance, he remuned 'secreted in 
the suite of apartments appropriated to her 
use. She was found In apt mood. Her 
severe indisposition had failed to move the 
pity of her sated paramour, who not only 
excused himself from visiting her, but ordered 
Warrock to close npthe private communica* 
tion which connected their respective cham- 
bers. This act of repudiation, as she con- 
sidered it, the varlet performed with the 
arrogance by wliich mean and vulgar minds 
revenge the whips and scorns inflicted by such 
vicious usurpnrs as this Sonthron concubine. 

"'Yes!' ^e exclaimed, when the umpls 
youth unfolded his object In clandestinely 
seeking her aid to circumvent his father and 
the confidant, Warrock — *yesl thus does 
Sir Marmaduke Winram treat his only son. 
You, sir, he remoneleasly makes over to 
poverty and contempt, while he riots in the 
wealth that should be yours; and, by a re- 
finement of unnatural villany, in marrying the 
woman destined by himself for your arms, 
raises np a new race to undermine your 
rights of birth! While met — he! — he 
conmgns like a cast-ofl', worthless suit, to his 
insolent jackmanl' 

"Her large, fierce, black eyes, whose 
brilliance had so often been toasted in the 
orgies and revels of this doomed house, alter- 
nately dilated and contracted, scintillating 
with the fury of rage and reveng«, the more 
frantic that it was felt impotent, until now 
that the folly of Kandolph Winram had 
opened a nev way. ' Yon have sometimes 
deemed me yont enemy, Mr. Randolph,' 
she stud, with greater calmness — ' put my 
devotion to the proof now. X<et me guess 
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/OUT purpose ; 70U would mftny the keireu 
once deatiaed for you. In it not so ? ' 

"' To be Bure I would. Madam Anne — 
my father himself ea'id so. Miss Leslie tnuft 
iurely be the beauty of the world to have 
converted Sir Father 0' the sudden to the 
Whigs, and made hijn forsake you.* 

** * You eball marry h«r still,' cried the 
woman, unheeding the close of bis remark. 

" ' By my faith, I hope ao 1 — but how, or 
when!— Hy father will kiU me.' 

" 'This night, or never, you shall so woo 
tier that she shall be fain to consent Sii 
Mamaduke has ordered the banqueting hall 
to be prepared for a solemn festival. His 
bridal cannot eien be deferred until the 
corpse of Anne Clive is carried forth from 
her betrayer's floor. Hy charge of family 
jewels and papers bu been reclaimed— 
wrested from me ! — me 1 the wronged, the 
accrued wretch his falsehood has made. I 
have been insolently warned, and through a 
menial's lips, that I cannot reraun beneath 
this roof for another day — oonrialently with 
deeorum. The word, methinks, comes grace- 
fully from the Upa of M&imadnke the bride- 
groom 1' 

" ' This is nought to me, Madam Anne,' 
intemipt«d the stolid person to whom the 
frantic woman appealed for sympathy. 

" ' True — mo«t true — nought to any one 
'^4nd least of all to yon. You cannot, how- 
ever, marry this new paragon without seeing 
her. Think not, young gentleman, that I 
have for all these years been the domestic 
friend of Sic Harmaduke without sharing in 
hia secrets — ay, even in the mysteries of 
Winram's Wing. I shall be your midnight 
guide ; all unable as I am, I shall lead yon 
to the secret chamber communicating with 
this girl's prison. It is for youth and gal- 
Uotry to win and wed het.' 

" If there were dark meanings in this 
speech, made tenfold more dark by the fiend- 
ish glance which gave it force, they were 
probably lost on the youth, who had been 
plied with wine, and slimnlated by the 
flattery and sarcasm ad»pt«d to his ruds 
nature. Two hours past midnight was the 
time appointed. Mystery, excitement, and 
a feeling of curloaty which rose in his breast, 
eombined to blind Randolph to the periloas 
oonsequencas of his daring enterprise. 

" ' Yon have the Bine Beard keys, Hadam 
Anne ? ' he said in surprise. ' Is it then 
true that jou can so drug ^ Father's nightr 
posset, that be sleeps when you will i These 
•re the secrets of Court ladies.' 



" ' Master of Wintam, pry not too dosely 
into the nature of secrets which give the 
power of serving you.- — Be silent, and 
follow roe.' 

" She took the dark lantern, and they 
cautiously proceeded. Her pulse throbbed 
with the intensity of fevered blood and 
Strongly exdied passions, while her enfeebled 
limbs diook under her; yet she paused iMt, 
save to recover needful breath. The lonely 
passages were threaded, the narrow winding 
stairs were scaled, locks and bolts gave way 
to her morbid strength, while her eompanioD 
shrunk too late from the cousequenoe* of 
his rashness. They stood in Uie strong 
chamber. 

" ' Hist ! ' whispered the maddened woman, 
and she guided the quailing youth to the 
aperture in the wall, which commanded a 
view of the adjoining chamber. A nigfat 
lamp, homing feebly, showed the forlorn 
girl, dressed, but apparently asleep, with bet 
head reclining on the arm of her chair. 

" ' Here I leave you,' wfaiapered the 
demoniac. ' Yet methinks you scarce look 
the joyous wooer. Courage, Master of Win- 
ram ! It is not with that cream-face and 



I have undrawn the bolt which divides yon 
from this Sleeping Beauty. Now, good- 
night! You shall be released anon. The 
same priest who has «ome to minister at 
my deathbed, and to pronounce Uie nupUal 
b^udiction <rf the fother, waits the pleunre 
of the son.' 

" The feeble-minded Randolph would now 
gladly have retraoed his stepe ; but his more 
energetic companion allowed no time for 
repentance. Like a spirit she suddenly 
vanished, loekiDg him into the chamber, in 
^ite of his whispered entreaties ; and, with- 
out a pause, she sought Sir Harmaduke. 
Her dire vow of rcngeanoe was breathed 
over his sleeping head, while the candle, 
which waved about, glared in his unclosing 
eyee. 

*<< Waken, Sir Harmaduke! ud thank 
yoor stars, ingrate as you are, that fate baa 
left yon one watchful and faithful friend.' 

" ' Pshaw I 'tis you. Nan. How dare you, 
wench, venture this foolish intntnon 1 Then 
your dangerons illness was bigtied, m I 
supposed ? C^t yon back to bed, Anne .—I 
am not disposed for trifling ; and bewan 
how you tadc my good nature in this fashion 

" ' I scorn your insinuations, as I do your 
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Your ftSui* — thiit which eon- 
cenu yoni inWrest, your honour — has 

dn^gvd me from my dying bed Ay, yon 

will listen now. Call ap your faithful 
Warrock, Anne Clire'a intended matter — 
ay, for Uiat, too, I rest your debtor. You 
wonld many the heiTsw wbwe penon yon 
hare imprisoned. Eren on this your bridal 
«ra, your happy riral converts yonr prison 
into the ohamber of dalliance. For this, 
too, thank yoiu: futhfol, your oonvenlent 
Wurock.' 

" 'Woman, yon rave,' cried Sir Haimaduke, 
InoiedotouB, yet perplexed. 

"' I epeak the words of truth. Do yon 
fear t« abide the proof 1 If so, torn ye 
loond and sleep ag^.' 

" ' Though yonr tale U fal«e as hell, I will 
be satisfied I ' exclaimed the knight, and he 
snatched the huge bunch of key* which lay 
on the table by bis beddde, left there by 
Warrock befon his departure. Sir Harma- 
duke found the first door locked ; but 
another and another of thoee at the feet of the 
difiei«nt flights of stairs was foond open. 
He ascended with hasty strides. Uagdalen's 
prison-chamber was locked, and so was tiie 
(trong room. He applied the key to the 
lock of the latter. It gave way ; bnt his 
entrance was strongly opposed from within. 
He could distinctly hear the strong, quick 
breathing of the powerfol person who rensted. 
He paused for an Instant to form his plan. 
The powers of hell were bo^ with him then. 
The Wierd ofth« Winram* was sealed. 

" ' He shall perish in his giiUt,' was the 
demoniac impulss ; and suddenly Sir Marma- 
duke double-locked the very door ha had 
just tried to force ; and, unlocking Mag- 
dalen's door, and violently dashing away 
whatever impediments her slender arms had 
laiaed Ita her protection, he stood in the 
middle of her chamber, half-dressed, and in 
great disorder, bearing a candle in one hand, 
and in the other his unsheathed sword. Hiss 
Iieelie had awoke in horror at the crash of 
the funutnte she had piled agunst the door ; 
and now, uttering pierong shrieks, she gawd 
en the terrible apparition, as if an incarnate 
fiend had started up before her. A minnto 
dispelled supernatural terror, but recalled her 
wandering senses only to make her dtnatiou 
more terrible. She writhed and recoiled, as 
if she would have shmnk from hhn Into the 
wall, towards which she crept backwards and 
backwards. 

" ' Pardon me, , madam, if I have too 
abruptly broken in npon yonr pioos otfies — ■ 



the tender moments of your religious court- 
ship,' said her visiter, in a low tone of bitter 
sarcasm, and iU-suppressed rage. ' Have 1 
interrupted the innocent psalro-singing meet- 
ings of plighted lovers before the honiUtat the 
obliging go-between warned them to part?' 

" ' Yon speak riddles which I care not to 
comprehend,' returned Magdalen, trembling, 
and yet affecting coorage and calmness. 

" ' I speak riddles, madam I Let me speak 
[llainer ; Where lurks the traitor who has 
Buborned my servant to betray his trust t 
No wonder the villain, thus sheltered, bas 
hitherto eluded me. Thanks^ madam, to 
yonr tender care I ' 

" ' I seek not to know your meaning, sir,' 
cried Magdalen : ' Why am I thus subjected 
to indecent, to Intolerable outrage 1 Why is 
my chamber entered at midnight in this rude 
fashion? For God's sake. Sir Mannaduke, 
leave me, if yon would not kill roe on the 
spot by your presence ! ' And tears of agony 
and wounded modesty and pride burst forth 
in floods. 

"■By my honour, madam, but the cool 
andadty (rf the godly Is truly edifying 1 
Have I indeed ventured to disturb your mid- 
night assignations before yonr pious souls 
were satisfied ? ' 

" ' This Is surely the language of madness,' 
thought Magdalen ; and, again clasping her 
hands, she said, in a soothing voice, 'For 
Heaven's sake, leave me ! — leave me bnt 
till day breaks ! FU meet you in the chapel 
of St. Ronan's; I will do any thing — only 
leave me now. I un a poor hslpless thing ; 
not worthy your care ; nor yet your anger. 
If yon would not see me expire before yon, 
leave me ! ' And she wept in silence, while 
^ Marmaduke, bending his dark visage 
over her, wtuspered— 

"'Dare yon affirm that this villain has 
not been hwe? That — see, madam' — 'and 
he snatched her hand, and pointed it in the 
direction of the apartnre— ' that he lurks 









Whatvillain, SirHarmadnke) Surely 
you are disturbed in mind I What Aatl t 
Aa for you 1 Let me ring the Tower bell, 
and summon Warrook 1 * 

" ' Ha ! Warrock— the faithful Warrock ! 
No, madam, I irill have no alarum sounded 
— no warning to auxiliaries. The traitor, 
James Bntherfnrd of Redhengh, is concealed 
in my bonee, hidden here from my just 
vengeance — and you know it.' 

" Magdalen became fearfnlly aj^tated. 
Could iuoM, Indeed, be neat hert Had 
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Ilia affection exposed him to peril in an 
attempt to see or relieve her! She coloured 
and trembled like b guilty thing, &nd now 
dreaded to utter a word, lest she night do 
some irreparable mischief. 

" ' I aslc again, madam, haa not that felon 
and traitor passed the night vrith you — 
yesterday — the former night — in this cham- 
ber? Verily 'tis wise to craep close to the 
fireside when the chimney smokes — ail Scot- 
land had not been so aaSe a place of refuge 
for that outlaw as thia bouse.' 

" You are iUstract«d, sir,' said Magdalen, 
rallying, 'nor shall I permit this stain to 
rest on me for one moment, though coming 
from so foul a source. No man has entered 
thia chamber, save one who disgraces the 
name of roan. I know not where the gentle- 
man to whom you allude may be. Him 
your opprobrious epithets cannot injure ; 
but God forbid that he too were beneath your 

"A fiendish, eiculting laugh burst from 
the half-maddened Cavalier, as he caught 
the struggling m^den. ' Then my charming 
Puritan is still my own! You swear, Miss 
Leslie, that you have not seen this person ?' 

"'Let me go — for Heaven's sake — for 
mercy's sake ! ' cried Magdalen, ' I will 
swear ! ' But, disengaged and pausing, she 
added — 'I au not of those who can tamper 
%htly with the sanctity of an oatb, or pre- 
sumptuously appeal to Heaven.* 

" * You cannot then swear it 1 ' 

"'I will solemnly affirm on my honour, 
if that will satjsfy you, that I bare not been 
so happy as to have seen the gentleman you 
speak of. Alas I how should I T ' 

" The pathos of her tone of regret inflamed 
her tormentor. 

" ' I will have you swear it ! ' he hoanely 
whispered ; and, clutching at her arm, he 
looked in her face with an expression which 
made her ahudder and shut her eyes. 

" ' I awear I have not seen James Ruther- 
furd,' she faltered out 

"'That he is not here?' demanded Sir 
Marmaduke, fiercely. 

" ' I swear it i ' she again wh ispered ; and 
overwrought nature could hold no longer — 
elie sank on the floor in a swoon. 

" ' Doubly traitress, his blood be on your 
■lead 1' he cried. And he flung her slender, 
inanimate form under his arm, and carried 
her awuy, deliberately dodog and locking 
every door of the tower in his descent 

"At the last — at that fatal iron door 
which cut off Winram's Wing from the 



man^on, a distant yell was heard echoing 
through the Btolrs and long winding pas- 
sages. Sir Marmaduke lauded aloud like 
an exulting demon, little witting that he 
beard his own doomed sou's maddened cri' 

" He bore the still insensible girl into tlie 
banqueting room, and laid her on a couch. 
The windows of the apartment overlooked 
the cataract, and its boiling caldrons. He 
deliberately opened a casement, and dropped 
the fatal keys into the abyss. 

"'Sink like my foe! — Neither heaven 
nor hell can now move me from my purpose. 
I take this bond of pride against relenting 
humanity.' ^— 7K« fFierd of like Winrama, 
was gatheriDg fast around the doomed nu 

" The household was roused, and a female 
domestic and the curate summoned to re- 
cover and prepare the maiden for her bridaL 
She listened In stupor to the wily, supple, 
and flattering discourse of the priest, and 
passively suffered the woman to arrange her 
hair and her dress. 

" A sumptuous morning repast was me 
while served in the banqueting room ; and 
thither Sir Marmaduke, now attired in the 
gorgeous garbs of the period, conducted her 
through the marshalled servants, hastily 
attired in their best equipments. The 
family coach had been hastily prepared ; 
every horse was ordered out, and every man 
in attendance that could swdl Uie number of 
bridal riders. Installing Magdalen in 
place of honour, Sir Marmaduke, enacting 
the port of the gallant Cavalier and joyous 
bridegroom, took his seat by her aide ; and, 
if her pale features and distracted air be- 
trayed inward diacumposure, it uiight, to 
strangers and to the aervants, have seemed 
no more than was natural to her condition. 

" When the repast was over, Sir Marma- 
duke, accompanied by the curate, agidn 
ostentatiously led the passive nivden throogfa 
the line of domestics, to a amall apartment, 
fitted up as a chapel or oratory. 

" ' Every thing has been prepared,' he 
said, looking round — * ring, altar, book, 
cushion. Prybg eyCs and idle observances 
are, at best, a tax upon the felicity of a sea- 
son like this. I fancied that by this privacy 
I might better conault the delicacy of yoor 
feelings, Miss Leslie ; though my fellows 
shall have their gallop to church, neverthe- 
less. Kay, a million th&nka for that sweet, 
consenting smile! Proceed, ur, with your 
office. Every minute seems an age t' 
delays my happiness.' 

" The expression of mortal agony which 
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quivered for an instant on the f<e&tnrea of 
ths maiden, and whicli he chose to interpiet 
into a yielding smite, gave place to stronger 
emotion, as he attempted to lead her for- 
ward, that the marriage service might eom- 

'' Either this foolish jeat is carried too 
far, or yon, sir, are strangely practised on,' 
said Magdalen, fixing her eyes upon the 
curate. 'True, I am illegally detained in 
this house by Sir Hannaduke Winiam ; but 
there his tyrannical power over me ceases. 
I am neither so abject nor quite so helpless 
B he dflemH ; nor can the crime 1>« medi- 
tates be perpetrated with impunity, enslaved 
as Scotland is. Though you, sir, have 
deserted the faith of our fathers, and follow 
the Pretatio doctrine, you still profess your- 
self a Christian minister. In the name of 
yonr sacred office, then, and. as you value 
peace of conscience, proceed no fartlier in 
this matter ! I call upon you to succour 
'. — Against these unhallowed rites I 
shall protest, before heaven and earth, till 
the last breath leaves my body.' 

" The curate was dismayed and silent. 

" ' Proceed with your trade 1' cried the. 
Icnight, in his most imperious tones, and 
knitting his brows — 'there will be time 
enough hereafter for the lady to play off 
snch coy Mrs and caprices.' 

"Surely, madam, this matter has gone 
too far between my honoured patron and 
yourself, to permit retreat now,' whined the 
sneaking priest. * J take it for granted, that, 
whatever yonng ladies may fancy it becom- 
ing and maidenly to pretend, Ihey know 
their own minds ere the minister is sent for. 
My function is too grave to be trifled with.' 

" 'Grave and holy, and not to be desecra- 
ted to the sanction of a crime bo foul as 
marriage between me, the affianced wife of 
Hr. James Rutherfnrd, and him you call 
patron. No power on earth shall make me 
the peijnred wife of Sir Maimaduke Win- 
ram. The very dross which he covets 
makes it needful that he should not at once 
take my life, were 1 his wife to-night ; and, 
while I live, to all Scotland would I 
denounce the hypocritical wretch who, 
under the guise of religion, would act as the 
vile pander to the lust and rapacity of our 
tyrants.* 

" ' Beshrew me, madam, but this passes I' 
exclaimed Sir Harmadnke. ' This virago is 
one of the meek, maidenly Whig damsels 1 
But I ehall find a wa^ to tame the pretty 
termagant.' 



" The curate interposed ; he polled his 
patron aside, and whispered in hie ear. 

" * Well, well,' returned Sir Harmaduke, 
'I leave you five minutes for persnasion. 
I will, meanwhile, to see poor Nan, rince 
you are sure she is really dying ; and you 
say she has some secret for my own ear. I 
owe something to her devoted affection. — 
Strange caprice of women, that one should 
affect aversion where another doles and mad- 
dens with despairing love 1' 

" He locked the priest and the muden 
into the cabinet ; and, heated and chafed, 
but trying to look composed, he proceeded 
to the darkened chamber of his paramour, 
whose sands were ebbing fast. 

'"How now. Nan? he said, taking the 
clammy, yet burning hand, stretched out to 
greet him, more struck than melted by the 
expression of fretful pain and ghastly hor- 
ror which alternated in the once beautiful 
countenance. 

**' You are come at last. Sir Marmaduke 
— thanks for the last kindness you can ever 
grant on the entreaty of the once idolized 
Anne Clive ! Do I see in you a married 
man? 

"'Tush, Nan!— of that hereafter. We 
must part — but be you wise and well, my 
girl, and yon shall never lack a friend. 
Take your eyes off me, though — I don't 
like their expmssion ; yet I never saw them 
more lustroos^ nor your complexion mure 
brilliant — you are, in sooth, a rare beauty. 
Nan — of tlie bmnette species; and, though 
Warrock, whom the Devil confound ! haa 
proved traitor, we shall find you a good hus- 
band yet in Scotland.' 

" There is a coarseness and an obtuseness 
of moral sentiment in hardened profligates 
and debauchees, which iwider them unfit to 
comprehend the feelings and pride of even a 
depraved and shameless woman. The fasci- 
nation of the basilisk was in the glance of 
contempt and vengefol hate which the 
wretched leman darted on her companion in 
iniquity ; but it fell unmarked. He was, as 
ever, absorbed in self. 

" ' There was a secret, Anne, you wished 
to impart to my private ear — so says the 
curate — let me hear it now.' 

"'There was a secret. Sir Hannaduke ; 
but first' — 'and she clasped his hand — 'I 
have one last request to make — the very 
last. Oor sins have been mutual ; so let the 
expiation be. In humility and penitence 
let US receive together the purifying and 
reconciling rites of the church — you, before 
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you go to the altar, and I befoie I go henee> 
to b« so moK r 

" Sir Harni&dulcfl, TeckleM reprobate as he 
WM, ftsTtled at thia. 

<"No, no, Nan! In tha farce of life, the 
time demands qnite dtfferant parte from yon 
and me ; but I will pledge yon, nererthelew, 
for auld langayne — the rather that I am 
burning with Uiint and devilry. I b«lie*e 
the wine will hiat in my throat.' He seized 
and ruwd & large lilrer goblet,' brimming 
with wine, which etood on the table.' 

" ' Touch not that cap I' cried the woman. 
' Profane it not — the wine is conMcrated 1* 

** 'Tush, Nan ! 'tis never a hair the worse 
of the priest'e mumbling, ae he meant not 
his maia for me.* He drank long and 
greedily. * Ha I by my aoul, generous 
Uquor, though mine own. Come, Nan, now 
for yonr aecret; bnt, ere I eay ftrewell, 
you ahall pledge to the Bridegroom — you 
shall not bear malice.' He held the cup to 
her dry, quivering llpe, and she greedily 
■ncbed rather than drank to (he very dregs. 
The goblet dropped from her fingers, and 
rolled on the floor. She burst into a fit of 
shrill, delirions laughter, to which the cham- 
ber and tiie long vaulted passages rung in 
Aigbtful echoes. 

" ' I have pledged toy Brid^T<«in I ' "as 
her shriek — 'the secret ie out — the Wierd 
of the Winramt Is on you !' She feU hack 
in strong convulsions, in the strife of which 
■he died as she had lived. 

" Sir Harmaduke probably wished to be- 
lieve her delirions ; hot a gloomy foreboding 
passed on his mind. He strove to shake it 
off — he drank more wine. 

"'The tr^tor in yonder tower b safe 
enough,' was his thought. 'Never again 
shall he cross my path, nor plot against his 
lawfnl prinM. This stubborn girl shall b«nd 
to my will, and short space will reconcile a 
woman's vanity to a brilliant fortune. Hell 
Itself cannot thwart my purposes. Even a 
pnblio wedding now suits me well. We will 
to church t No one shall dare whisper that 
her inclination has been forced in this matter,' 

" When Sir Harmaduke rejoined the curate 
and the lady, he abruptly announced his 
change of resolution, — 'Hiss Leslie shall be 
gratified. Onr wedding shall be public. We 
will have no foul play.' 

" Instantly the honsehold was in a tnmnit ; 
and, in an hour, the cavalcade mastered. 
Sir Marmaduke lifted the forlorn maiden 
into the carriage, and the curate took his 
phwe beside her, and closed the windows ; 



Sir Harmadnke mounted his high-blooded 
Arabian horse, the gift of the Duke of York, 
which pranced and curvetted in its pride, as 
if to give the cavalier an opportunity to dis- 
play his maatsry in horsemanship before the 
eyes of his bride. 

" ' Heigh ! but ours is a blithe bridegroom, 
Simmie !' cried bleared Elspat Swinton, the 
henwife, 'And ye are mounted, too — a 
fore-rider!' The old crone had hobbled to 
the gate, to see the gallant cavalcade issue 
from the avenue. ' Set np packman bodies 
riding blnid-bessts as if they were gentle 
Swintons or Winraros ! And he is off like a 
fire-flaugbt, to warn the folk o' St. Ronan's, 
nae doot, o' our braw bridal that's comin'.' 

" The train swept by. 

"'A blithe bridegroom, Elspat!' cried 
Simon Sloan's friend, Sarah Stobbie, who 
stood with Elspat; 'he is mair like a fey 
man, rampaging and caprioling round ths 
coach that gait. I wubb, I wusa bonny Hiss 
Leslie may have gotten fair play among 
tliem. When I helped to prin her and bnsk 
her, but e'en now, she was liker a cauM corp 
than a blooming bride.' 

" ' An' i£t true that the breath b out of 
that painted Jexabel and harlot, Hrs. Nan, 
at lastl Did ye tiy her with a looking- 
glass? It will be an uncanny thing to bring 
a new-married wife hame to her ain house, 
and a corp lying in't. 6etg«ant Warrock, 
when he comes back, will surely dispose o' 
the l)ody before tbey return 'frae the Idrk.— 
unless the de'il o' the wirricows flee away 
wi't. Heigh ! heigh t heigh !' And the 
henwife fa^-choked with feeble spiteful 
laughter. 'Hadam Nan was nnco clever at 
counting the chickens and the eggs — she's 
gane to her lang 'connt hersel. Sbe threat- 
ened to tak Elspat's bit post ower her head — 
let her look fo her aln. Heigh ! heigh ! heigh, 
Sarah ! — I never saw gnde come o' them that 
crossed me — I aye got mywuss o' them.' 

"'Save us, Elspat! binna sae devilbh, 
and you sae auld ; though Pm no believing 
you the.witchwife the countiyside says.' 

" ' Witchmfe, say ye, lass ? Na, I'm nae 
uncanny body ; but I somehow aye got my 
wuss o' a' them that crossed me or contred 
me — I dinna ken how it's. And I'll hae't o' 
Rsndie Winram, too — the graceless j^oung 
villain that killed my cat and scored me 
aboon the breath wi' his whittle ; and black 
Warrock standing by laughing. I'll get my 
will o* them baiQi, master and man.' 

"'For Gudesake, Elspat, gim no that 
gait sae spitefu' like ! Ye shall pnt nane o' 
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joar csntrftip* on the Haster. Do m y« like 
wi' tbe other bltukgnard. But if a time I 
trere looking after the dinner. An' they 
ride that gait, helter4kettei, they'll be back 
frae the kirk ere the broohe begin to epin, 
and Simon Sloan will win the bmw.' 

" Aa the bridal came in eight of the ohapel 
of St. Ronan's, an 111 omen met them. A 
long funeral trun of conntry-people wai 
seen leaving the bnrTing-gronnd. Some 
were mounted, bat many more were on foot, 
wrapped in their maudt, as the oheqnered 
ahepherd^ plsida of the sonUi were then 
called, aa now in ovr day. The curate, 
leaving the oarriage, beckoned hia patron 

'"I like not yonder gathering of Whigs, 
Sir Harmaduke. YouTeyee are better prao- 
tiaed in war and etrategy than mine ; but I 
should not wonder if there were both sworda, 
carabinea, and pistols, under yon flatter of 
grayplaide. Are you quite well, my honoured 
patron? Yon seem evil-disposed. Had we 
not better tarn back? The events of thia 
morning have agitated yon.' 

" ' Armed ! ' cried the knight, carelessly. 
' Why, the gray geese mean to give the bride 
a fiu Ajme, I presume, after having buHed 
the Laird of Westarcraft's grand-dame. It 
is the country naage ; let aa make hsata. t 
do feel mortally unwell and diapoaed for 

" ' Had we not bettei'- — ' 

" ' Out npon yon, craven I' intermpted the 
knight, angrily; 'yon cannot mean it. J 
would not now tnm back if all the mnir- 
land Whigs in Scotland were embattled 
before me. I have been inacUve of late — 
the churia have forgotten the terror of Win- 
ram'a name. You'll see I'll but bold np my 
ataff, and the bear broke loose ahall take to 
his hind-l^s and dance the saraband before 
hia old tamer.* 

'*So saying, he struck the epnr into hia 
hoTW, and galloped to the church stile, hia 
attendants pressing hard after him. Simon 
Sloan, who already atuod there with two or 
three villagera, aet np a cheer, which was 
gaily returned by the bridegroom's follower*. 

"The funeral train seamed to have dla- 
peraed ; and the vi-edding party dlamounted 
and followed Sir Marmaduke, lietween whom 
and the curate the bride was borne rather 
than lad into the church. Her condncton 
recoiled for an inatant. A coffin, covered by 
its wide floating pall, rested on treatlea befcre 
the pulpit, and by it stood a taB, mnlBed, 
and armed monmer. 



" ' Thia is an nnplaasant rencontre,' whL^ 
perad the alarmed priest — ' let na retire until 
the chapel ia cleared of the burial folks.' 

" ' I will not retire,' said Uagdalen Leslie, 
recovering from the apparent stupor into 
which she had fallen ; ' thi^ b the bnrying- 
plaos of the Bntberfnrda of Redhen^ Oh, 
walcome the sanctuary of their sepulchre 
rather than the marriage-bed yon would 
prepare for me I' 

" As she spoke, the ciiapel-door closed 
behind tliem with a crash, and retreat waa 
out off; but Warrock had entered. 

"'Sir Marmaduke, you are a dead man 1' 
was his violent exclamation, as he ap- 
proached his master ; and the knight drew 
the pistols from hia belt, ons of which he 
levelled at the mourner, who was ad- 
vancing—the shot had been drawn 1 with 
the other, he atruok with the strength of 
madness into the hard skull of his liegeman, 
crying — ' Hence to the hell which has ren- 
dered up this damned traitor!' With a last 
effort, ha graapad the shoulder of Magdalen, 
as if to tear her away from the advancing 
stranger, into whoae arms she sprnng. 

*" James 1' waa the brief exclamation of 
momentary, indescribable rapture, ere Mag- 
dalen was claimed by her mollier, and hurried 
into the vestry, while the eonfaaion in the 
chapel rose louder and louder. 

"Sir Marmaduke had sunk, overpowered 
with the agoniring illness which had bean 
dealing with him for the last hour, while 
young Elliot of Elahieahiela, and another stout 
yeoman — who had pinioned hia arma behind 
— attempted to bind him. It was long laugh- 
ingly remembered that Simon Sloan, at this 
time, whispered, 'I darena laya finger on 
his honour ; but hene'a a bit gey tench towie.' 
And he grinned, as he stretched the rope, t* 
try its strength. 

'"Lay a hand on him, and I'll cleave yon 
to the brisket 1* said Warrock, who had baan 
only stunned by his master's parting love- 
token, and who now rused him tenderly in 
his arms. ' His dead-ill ia on him. Let him 
alone. See how he writhes and foama 1 He 
is poisoned, I tell you. That hell-bitch who 
baa gone before him has been his death.' 

"The dying man muttered aome inarti- 
eolate words, while his eyes rolled frightfully 
in their aocketa, and hia soul seemed to pant 
with anxiety to be understood. He, no doubt, 
wished to tell that the prisoner he had doomed 
to a fearful death waa hia own son, and not 
James ButheTfnrd, as he had believed. 
'What said ye, my honoured master? — 
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Winram's Wing ! Aisck ! he is raring,' 
iud Warrock. ' Ho, there, ye villains I If 
ever }-e liad good at Winram'e hands, ride 
for doctors, at if grim Deatli were behind you. 
Send an inetant express to the Muter of 
Winram.' 

" The wretched man became dreadfully 
convulsed. He iras carried out, and placed 
in the coach, to be conveyed home. It wag 
sud that the lait breath went out of him as 
he was carried over bis own tbreahold, and 
that the wind instantly rose, while drMdfal 
yells were heard at the same time to issue 
from the old Tower. The superstition of 
the vulgar long had it, that the Enemy of 
Man had conw to claim and hear away the 
soul of his vassal— of Winraro, the manslayer, 
and bloodthirsty persecutor. Part of the 
wUd tale was soon too fatally expl^ned. 

"Warrook locked the corpse of his master, 
now swimming in blood, into the banqueting 
hall, and took horse himself to fetch home 
the Master of Winram. 



wards, by the strangers into whose hands 
the heritage had passed ? Thus the Wierd 
of the Winranu was fulfilled — even while 
Magdalen Leslie was beholding her father's 
honoured head laid in peace in the grave, 
and had been, in the same hour, joined in 
marriage with liis son, standing by his coffin, 
in the chapel of St. Ronan's. She had 
yielded to the voice of her mother, who said — 
' It is now our duty not to lament the dead, 
but to obey his injunction, and preserve the 
living ones, for whom his soul travailed. So 
Bays your mother, my M^dalen, and so 
enjoins the man of God, who is ready to 
perform the office — the friend of yonr 
father.' 

" ' Dispose of me as you will, dear mother,' 
returned the maiden, hiding her face in her 
mother's bosom, and, at tlie same time, ex^ 
tending her hand to James Rntherfard. 

" The activity of that nimble-witted crea- 
ture, Sikker Simmie, had provided against 
all mischances. Fleet horses stood, ready 
saddled, in the Cleikum stables ; and, al- 
though the present circumstances of the 
House of Winram afforded tlte lovers a small 
respite from pursuit, they were far from 
being in safety. 

" * Six hours of a good round gallop will 
bring ns in ught of St Abb's Head, where- 
abouts Andro Baikie's brig b rocldng, and 
the Flushing sloop no' that far off,' said 
Simon ; ' and I *ll back the young gnidwife 



— that is, saving respect, the young lady o' 
Bedheugh — at a hand-gallop, against Mary 
Queen of Scots or Catharine Jamfrie, when 
she lias will to the road.' 

" Magdalen smiled, even then and there. 
Tliere was brief time for grief at parting. 
James Rutherfurd tenderly drew her away, 
while her mother poured those hiesdngs and 
prayers on both in which many joined. In 
a half-hour, they had lost sight of St. 
Ronon'a ; and years elapsed before the exiles 
again saw old Scotland — though James 
Rutherfurd had been in London more than 
once, on secret basinees conceining the wel- 
fare of the kingdom and the coming over of 
the Prince of Orange. 

" They came home at last, in tlie train of 
that great bulwark of Prot«stant Ascension 
and Civil Liberty ; but a short time at court 
sufficed Magdalen. She returned to Loch- 
kettie to her lady-mother, with her three 
bonny Dutch bairns ; and James lagged not 
long behind. lie sat either for the kingdom 
of Fife, or for Roxbaighshire, in the first 
Parliament after the Glorious Revolution of 
1688, and was the very champion of the 
liberty of the subject They were slill but 
very young folks ; but trial and hardship 
had wonderfully ripened their judgment, 
without hardening their hearts. Magdalen 
Rutherfurd cared little to speak of her early 
adventures, save to her husliand or her mother; 
nor yet of the judgment-like dealings with 
the bloody house of Winram ; hut Simon 
Sloan, wlien he got a choppin of ale in his 
head, would screed it off. His sojourn in 
the Lowlands of Holland had given the 
creature a great insight into his calling ; and 
he married Ailie Elliot, and became a bein 
merchant and bailie of Cupar, and supported 
the Whig interest, both in tlie Council and 
Convention of Burghs, to the day of his 
death. The united family of Redheugh and 
Lochkeltie, no doubt, made so zealous and 
useAil .A friend some fitting propine ; but 
what the amount might be was a dead secret; 
only Simon left his descendants as many 
acres in the haugbs of Leven as now makes a 
grand flourish on the brass-plate of a door 
in£dinhurgb,Bnd entitles his great-grandson 
to an esquire's dignity in Uie almanack. 
Though Elshieshiels was liberated by the 
Glorious Revolution after on incarceration 
of nearly four years, he was never satisfied, 
to his dying day, that the Immortal William 
was the warm friend of a Covenanted Eirk 
tliat he should have been ; nor, indeed, much 
better than the Papist James VI. himself; 
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bat he got the Haint of BadhBOgli at an 
easy nut, and fall calmer as old age draw 

"And the vagabond Warrock!" inqoired 
one of the Dorainie'e saditoTs, 

" There waa a kything o' good about that 
Bwaggering niffian,toa. He hiu^ long upon 
ths Border, conntenanced hy the Jacobite 
gently, for hU principles, and bin ikiU in 
horse iila and the truiung of fox-hounds and 
hanicTB. If there had been such things as 
poacheiB in those days, Warrock would have 
been held one. Be was hanged, at last, at 
Jeddart, for stealing a horse from the Cleikum 
Inn, (where the nngrateful vagabond got 
many a meal of meat in his necessity,) which 



he sold at Carlisle. The worthy landlord 
and owner would hare let the TiUain ofF, 
and strained sore ; while our dame's grand- 
mother swore it was aye belicTed that, since 
Sir Harmadnke gave him that clink in the 
skull, and he had identified the body of the 
van starred to death in the Tower as that 
of young Randolph, the Sergeant was not 
himself at the full moon. But a door Whig 
judge was on the assiEe, who had no mervy 
for Jacobites ; so Warrock shared the H^i«rd 
of Hie Winramt, and of all those violent and 
excommunicated persecutors of that time, 
none of whom, according to tradition, came 
to a peaceful end, and few of whom died in 
their beds." 



NIGHEAN CEASD; OB, THE TINKER'S DAUGHTER. 



TuEBE is a region of the Highlands of 
Scotland, lying far beyond the usual range 
of snmraer tourists, and comparatively little 
known even to Southern grouse-shooters or 
deer-stalkers, which, among the neighbouring 
claoa and the Lowlanders on the border, once 
bore the name of Zodinavem't Omtitry. 
Among its own people, when it had a people, 
this wild and romantic region was called, by 
the more resonant Celtic appellation of the 
" Land of the race, [tliodtd^ or, of the sons 
of the son of Raonull." 

Lochnaveen's Country, extending from the 
centre of the island to the western seas, 
displays a rare combination of soft and 
pastoral beauty, with the wild, untamed 
grandeur for which the scenery of the High- 
lands is celebrated. There is hut one thing 
wanting : — the distant mountain peaks still 
rear themselves above the morning mists, or 
float in the golden ether of noon ; the upland 
Joch spreads its translucent waters to the 
sun ; the unuons frith winds up through the 
mountain ravines and sylvan glades, and the 
■mailer streams rejoice, each as it hastens 
down its own glen, to join that abounding 
river which rolls its placid waters through 
the broadening strath;— tliose native pine 
and birch foreste vhich have twice bowed 
their leafy hononra beneath the golden axe 
of the Saxod, are springing afcesh,—but 
there is now no human eye to note their 
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luxuriance. Those grassy banks and hillocks, 
and desolated tovai and hamlets, — 

■■ Etonsl nuuu«r gildi them yet, 
BdI all txMplttiair tns <i Mt:" 
and Lochnaveen, witb all its pastoral softness 
and romance, and wUd grandeur, is to the 
stranger but a melancholy country. Thera 
is no hunter on its hills, no fiaher on its 
waters, no matron gnuding with the quern, 
no maiden singing in the milking-fold — no 
aged woman plying her distaff in the sunshine 
— no husbandmen are returning from their 
daily labours — no little children paddling 
in the bum*. A few Saxon shepherds, with 
their dogs, have taken the place of a nume- 
rous and tolerably happy, if not very enlight- 
ened feudal, or rather patriarchal popalation; 
aod judgment must chide with imagination 
ere one can all at once he reconciled to a 
change which the prc^rese of society seems 
to liave rendered inevitable, and which, we 
are bound to believe, must be for the best. 

But our tale belongs to a period previous 
to that complete revolution which sent the 
broken remnant of Lochnaveen's dan to the 
rivers and lakes of Upper Canada, or reduced 
them to solitary units in the aggregate popu- 
lation of lowland cities. In the deserted 
tract to which our story refers, there remuns 
little to show that a swarm of human beings 
once found a home in ite bosom ; yet it is 
rememtMred that the Chief of Lochnaveen, 
No. 71. 
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tn ft oauw vrhich he liked, could hftve led 
two hundred fighting men into the Beld. 
Tb« rude sanken tombstooeeof a gnn-yui 
pinced within a Druidloal circle, some ram- 
nant of the walls of a mMgire tower, or iaep, 
overhanging the lake, and near which there 
eeema to hare been a rude landing-place or 
jetty, with here and there a few patches of 
the brighter verdure of the aqnatic plants 
which Btill point out the trickling fountains 
of the mined Shaliei or solitary cabins, are 
all that now remain to tell the traveller of 
what has been. There is, in particular, one 
muBS of ruins which never fails to arrest the 
attention of the southern fowler or angler 
who chances to penetrate the mountain 
receases of Iiochnaveen's Country : in a 
correi, or hollow, of the mighty Maam Tamar, 
as the guardian mountun of the region once 
was named, he comes suddenly upon what 
at first sight appears to have been a rude 
chapel, or as probably a watch-tower, the 
crumbling remains of which are in summer 
richly mantled with ground-ivy, ferns, the 
wild bramble, and the smaller arbutus. One 
or two scattered yewsand cypresses of stunted 
uze, may strike him with more surprise, as 
these cannot be of native growth. If he 
inquire into the history of Uie ruin, and his 
guide in the iiill be a man of intelligence, 
skilled in the legends of the country, he will 
be told that this was neither chapel nor 
tower, but that hers stood the thUUng of 
l>(mhuil nam Biodag, i. e. Donald of the 
Dirk, a once famous hunter and bard, and 
the Taniat of Lochnaveen. He will be 
shown that from one opening of the correi 
this hunter chief could command by far the 
most magnificent sight which Scottish scenery 
affords, — the Hebridean Archipelago, stretch- 
ing northward and southward, and lost in 
the haze of the Atlantic ; while, by another 
vista, Donald's eyrie commanded the moun- 
tain passes of the country, the castle of the 
chief, the fair strath and the narrower 
peopled glens, with all their blue smokes. 
If it be remarked, that the heap of stones in 
this singular spot, seems far too large for 
the remains of a hunter's bothie, be will 
learn that tills is also the sepulchre of the 
clansman ; and that it is, moreover, the 
monumental heap of the Tinker's Daughter, 
the cairn of Nigfi^ca* Ceard. If our sports- 
man is not satisfied with this, he is, we fear, 
not likely to receive farther InformatJon from 
his Highland guide ; while his imagination 
may be farther excited by recollecting that this 
singular name of the " Tinkei's Daughter " 



is given to one of the most remarkable of 
the pictures in a rare, email collection which 
the tourist, with some surprise at its locality, 
■tumbles upon in a ducal hunting lodge in 
the remote Highlands. This picture is one 
of the few masterpieces of Art which, once 
seen, can never be fot^tten. It is Uiat of a 
girl in the dawn of womanhood, attired in a 
rich Ceitio costume, thongh her touching 
loveliness shows no decided feature of either 
the Celtic or the Saxon race. The face of 
Nighean Ceard is such a one as Raphael 
might have painted in what Is termed fats 
"first manner," while his young untainted 
imagination still bodied forth tfs pure ideal 
of youthful womanhood. It is one of those 
faces which makes the gaser fo:^t its excess 
of loveliness as his soul drinks in the divine 
harmonies which breathe from it. And the 
fascinated beholder may gaze till a new idea 
mistily arises, as if he viewed that angelic 
countenance through a thickening atmo- 
sphere ; as if an overshadowiag cloud was 
gathering over those sweet eyes, — half veiled 
by their tender lids, and looking down on 
the bridal ring — until he feel that those 
"dark unfathomable eyes" too surely — 

** Bpesk of pesee to b« o'erthrDvii, 
Aaotbw'i GnV-*nd t>>*n W own." 

The impression carried away from Hit 
contemplation of this remarkable portrait, 
by persons of imagination and sensibility, 
will probably be a restless curiosity, not 
untinged with melancholy ; especially when 
they learn that the Tinker's Daughter was 
a ^Kon lady, fragments of whose moamful 
history are still floating on the broken tradi- 
tions of the Northern Highlands. 

On each side of the picture of Niffheati 
Geard hangs a portrait, — the three seeming 
to complete a historical group. One of them 
is described by the housekeeper of the Hunt- 
ing Lodge as that of " the Chief of Lochna- 
veen." It represents a very handsome young 
man, with the crisp golden locks, complexion 
like the opening apple-biossom, and the sap- 
phire eyes, bright as a falcon's at gase, which 
bespeak the purest blood of Scandinavia,— 
of those valiant Berserkers and renowned 
Sea-Kings who conquered, and so long held 
regal possession of the islands and peninsula 
of Scotland, after having been expelled from 
every other part of the British coasts. I'he 
other portrait represents a man farther ad- 
vanced in life, and evidently of Celtic blood ; 
and if any of our readers can remember John 
Kemble.thirty years sincB.classically arrayed 
in the Highland garb, as he towered . in his 
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tial mane, then " Donald of the Dirk" atADds 
before his mind's cya. HighUnd trulitian 
bean that there trere two distinct race* of 
the tribe of Lochnareen, the Dark and the 
Fair; and hen, on each tide of the Tinker*! 
Daaf hier, were seen their last representativea. 

Our aportiman or tourist has now seen the 
monnmental heap, and the picture of iV(^A«an 
Coord; bat If, as we take for granted, he is 
a generous man, he cannot remain long in 
that part of the Highlands nlthoat hearing 
of her again and again, and still in a way to 
interest his filings. As the conrteons and 
grateful, though pover^-Btricken Higliland 
matron looks on the unwonted apparition of 
the "Sciellittffg Sattenadi," which unexpect- 
edly relieve her extreme destitntlon, lying in 
her hand, she will, when supplicating fervent 
blesungs on the giver, exclaim In her native 
langu^, in almost the words of a poor Irish- 
woman, ** Ob, sure ! — and this to myself is 
the * Blessing of Nigktait Caard.' " 

This has become a sort of proverbial phrase, 
to those who now use it, though its origin 
Is completely lost, when a northern High- 
lander would express the deepest aense of 
unexpected deliverance from tha extremity 
of his wont evils, hunger and cold. 

And this brings na to our tale. 

The state of the Highlands of Scotland, 
previous to 174JI, and to the abolition of 
the hereditary jurisdictions, had no parallel 
among the civilised communities of Europe. 
While that picturesque state of society still 
retained all its boldness of outline and fresh 
glow of colour, it happened, from peculiar 
circumetances, to attract the notice of the 
poet Aaron Hill, who, after a life of consi- 
derable vicissitude, spent amidat the bustle 
of the world, and in various and polished 
society, vras plunged for a length of time 
into the very inner heart of the HighlandE^ 
considerably more than a century ago. 

Mr. Hill's business, in a country then 
reckoned rooi« wild and dangerous than the 
monntains and savannahs stretching between 
the Mississippi and the great Pacifto Ocean 
are considered at the present day, was to 
euperinteud the cutting down of those native 
forests, whose timber and bark had become 
an object of speculation to several companies 
of English merchanla. No man could have 
been found better fitted for the enterprise. 
Hill was, by constitution, a projector — san- 
guine and specnlative. He also possessed 
the activity and pecoliai intelligence to which 



business alone fashions men's minds ; and 
few Englishmen of that day could have « 
ried the saroe sort of mental preparation into 
■emi-barbarous North. Besides an ex- 
live knowledge of life and letters, HiU 
had travelled for several yean in Egypt, 
Palestine, and other eastern countries ; and 
if not by natural inspiration, then by voca- 
tion he was a dramatist and a poet, — the 
JoHH Gut, in short, of a hundred yean 

Hill saw. In all Ila romantic and fascinat- 
ing aspects, a state of society which has since 
been often described ; the nobler and bolder 
lineaments fondly dwelt on, while those 
hanber features and dark ahadings which 
ftll under the eye of the Elnglishman, have 
been either daalied from the canvass < 
very lightly touched. 

Among the yonng persons whose ima- 
ginations caught fire from Mr. Hill's en- 
thusiastic descriptions of the wild grandeur 
of Highland scenery, the inspiration and 
pathos of Highland music and song, the 
patriarchal sway and feudal supremacy of 
chieftains, and the bravery and devoted- 
neea of clans, was Sarah Bradshaw : — " The 
Beautiful Sarah Bndahaw," as she ' 
fondly called in her own circle ; and ranly 
has the epithet been more justly bestowed. 

Sarah Bradshaw was the only child of 
a wealthy London goldsmith. She saw Mr, 
Hill very frequently ; for her father was 
a principal partner and director of the 
York Building Company ; and ever the 
discourse between the Imaginative girl and 
tbe romantic Aaron, was of dark pine 
forests, splintered mountdns, gleaming lakes, 
and winding glens, with the sprinkling of 
chiflft and ladies, deer, capercailzie, and 
clansmen, necessary to give a living inte- 
rest to the poet's delineations. It was to 
Sarah like reading Milton's Comut, or the 
most witching pages of Spenser's ethereal 
imaginings ; like living with Miranda in 
her enchanted island, or wandering with 
Rosalind in the forest of Ardennes. Sarah 
could have envied Mr. Hill his greenwoc 
life, his birchen bower by the margin of 
that enchanted lake, where the wild deer 
came to drink, and where the cushat 
eroodtd, and where those lovely melodies, 
of which she had picked np a few from 
Aaron's whistling, rang all day to the 
maiden's light toil, and the stroke of the 
woodman's axe on the old gray pines of 
that primeval forest. 

In the window of the small withdraw- 
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iDg-rooin- of a very amftll honge in Loni' 
bard Street, and immediately over her 
father's shop, Sarah was seated one fitfiilly 
bright April morning, occapied, or seem- 
ingly occupied, in making up a head-dress 
for her aunt, Mrs. Bridget ; stealing, now 
a few lines of the garden-scene in Romeo 
and Juliet, which lay open on her work-table, 
now a qnlch glance at what gay dames 
and young cavaliers alighted ftom their 
coaches, and entered the shop below, and 
perhaps one more furtive at the large 
mirror, wMch reflected her whole pttitt 
flgure, and all the sabstantial luxuries and 
tasteful decorations of her gay and pretty 
apartment ; not more gay and pretty than 
its yonthful mietresB, aa she sprang up, and, 
screening herself behind the drapery of a rich 
window-curtain, stole a yet closer view of the 
Tery handsome young man — " a young gen- 
tleman of very striking figure indeed," was 
her mental reflection — whom her fother fol- 
lowed to the shop-door, and held there for a 
few seconds in earnest conveisation. A pro- 
fusion of golden, short curly hair, brenking 
round a face of the richest bloom, a nose 
slightly aquiline, and the small delicate 
mouth, and round, cleft chin of an Apollo, 
tempted the maiden to a yet nearer inspec- 
tion, when " the hawking eye," tlie bright, 
sapphire, piercing eye, appropriate to such 
a face and complexion, pounced upon the 
peeping damsel, and, with a heightened 
colour and slight flutter of nerves, Sarah 
drew back as the young man very slightly 
touched his hat to her. 

Mr, Bradshaw, at dinner, — then taken by 
London citizens at the fashionable hour of 
one o'clock, — could recollect of no gentle- 
man who wore his " own curling, golden 
hair without powder ;" and as Sarah's sly 
interrogatories — for she intended them to be 
very sly — disturbed hb ordinary fifteen 
minutes' nap before going back to his diop 
precisely at three o'clock, he told her rather 
gruffly that he had something else to note, 
than either the eyes or noses of hb cua- 

" I dare say, my dear, it might be Lord 
John Montacute. He is getting his aunt 
Lady Betty's jeweb set for his bride. Miss 
Courteney," said Mrs. Bridget Bradshaw, 
the uster of the goldsmith : " The family 
jewels go to the elder branch. All the 
Montacute family are sandy-hured." 

" Sandy-haiied, dear aunt ! thb was hair 
of sunbeams I" 
. " That may be, my dear child, though I 



: say I ever saw hair like sunbeams, 
I a» I have been employed in plaiting 
hair of all shades for lockets, rings, and 
pins, far my gnuadfatber, father, and 
broUier. BnAoeHAWs & Bkadshaw b not a 
firm of yesterday, Sarah : we can, I have 
beard my poor father say, trace the com- 
pany almost up to Shore, the husband of the 
nnhappy Jane Shore you have seen in 
Covent Garden Theatre, my love." 

Sarah heeded not her aunt's antiquities of 
the firm : her fancy was stUl disporting with 
the tangles of that " bur of sunbeams." 
" How noble and picturesque a figure were 
this — a hunter or an arctier among Hr. 
Hill's wild-wood glens of the Highlands 1" 

The dignity and antiquity of the firm 
were, on this afternoon, quite lost on Sarah, 
though, in general, she entertwned a becom- 
ing, if reasonable, value for the consequence 
she derived from the great wealth and the 
local respectability of her long-established 

In ordinary circumstances, a new dress, 
a dnun, — as a fashionable assembly was 
then called, — or a night's sleep, might have 
freed Sarah's fancy from " tiie tangles" of 
tlie stranger's hair. The impression was 
not, however, effiujed when Mr. Hill on thb 
afternoon appeared, self-invited, as he often 
did, at Mrs. Bridget's tea-table ; to which, 
indeed, his chief attraction was the sweet- 
ness, eprightlinees, and romance of a charm- 
ing young woman, whom tie had known 
from her infancy, and loved as if she had 
been hb favourite niece, or younger mster ; 
whose romantic tendencies he had helped to 
inspire and foster, and, above all, who 
nnderetood and listened to him with evident 
pleasure. 

" Ah, ha, sparkler i I have caught some- 
thing worth showing you at last. I ^ve you 
three gnesBes, f^r Sarah : what is it, now V" 

"Verses to the air I played you last 
night! — I know tiie wares yon deal in, 
good uncle. Perchance your last ode to 
tear np into nice crispy papillotes ; a fresh 
pot of mignionette for my cockney-balcony ; 
or a mandarin, or other China monster, for 
my chimney-piece! — No bounds to your 
bounty, I know," said Sarah, bughing. 

" Nor to your gratitude, my saucy mia- 
trese ; at least unce 1 presented you, fifteen 
years ago, with that little gilt Dutch-built 
husband of sugar-paste, at Baitlemy Fair, 
which you crushed to pieces in a pretty 
rage, because it did not apeak and look like 
' a rigit tru« man.' I have caught you a 
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' right true man' to-d»y, Sarfth,— one of 
the finest-looking fellows I ever met witii in 
any conntiy, — Lochnsreen, a north-western 
chief : a leal, Uve Highland Chief, Sarah." 

"HsaTens]" cried Sarah, dropping the 
Mechlin frill at whicli ^e plaited. 

Ht. Hill smiled at what he imagined the 
efiFecta of his former poetical digcoorses on 
the Highlands ; and old Bradshaw, rabbing 
his eyes, said, half-awake, " Oh, ay, true ! — 
Lochnaveen do yon call him 1 That is the 
sandy-haired young gentleman you saw to- 
day, Sarah. — Get ns tea, child." 

Sarah needed not this information ; in- 
sUnctively she knew that the Higiiland 
Cliief and the golden-haired stranger were 
the same individual. Destiny — presenti- 
ment — all the romantic machinery of 
incipient passion — were already at work in 
the fluttering bosom of the goldsmith's 
dauj^ter. Her fate went for to prove that 
their mysterious foie-ahodowings may some- 
times be more than a jest. 

" Don't be in such hasta mustering your 
cockle-shells, Sarah," said Mr. HiU. "I 
took the freedom, as my friend Lochnaveen 
is qnite a stranger in London, and, I dare 
say, tired enough of liis solitary cofiee-house, 
to aak him to take tea with Histresa 
Bridget. We must not deny hoepitality 
to the most hospitable people on earth ; 
besides, we have our oak-bark business to 
talk over, yon remember, Mr. Bradshaw V 

Old Ur. Bradshaw, though rather dis- 
posed to resent this inroad oa his domestic 
privacy, recdved his distinguished guest 
with that sort of gruff, blunt, but hearty 
civihty, which well enough became the 
independent and wealthy Lcmdon tradesman. 

Mr. Hill had several motives in fordng 
the introduction of Lochnaveen upon the 
Iiondon citizen. Like most human motives 
they were oddly enough mixed and tangled. 
He wished to show the already half-enlight- 
eaed Chief, whose bald, noble bearing and 
manly character he admired, that there were 
other worlds not inferior to that in .which 
his towering pride and absurd prejudices had 
been formed and fostered. Besides Aoion, 
the philosopher, wished to contemplate the 
pride of hereditary wealth, (Bradshaw being, 
as Mrs. Bridget said, no new name in trade,) 
conflicting with the pride of Highland aris- 
tocracy, — aristocracy in this cose in the 
pnre abstract ; for Iwth Mr, HiU and a cer- 
tain Bhalie Hossoek, factor and faOUum of 
Lochnaveen, knew how little ot real and 
tangible metallic substance swelled out that 



enormous magnitude which the young Chief 
occupied in his own esteem, and in the fond 
conceit of his clan. Nor were these Mr. 
Hill's sole motives in bringing about this 
ac.qu^tance. The poet longed to witness 
the efiect produced by bis handsome high- 
born hero of the Highlands upon his roman- 
tic city heroine, — to test if it were indeed 
true that there might he more genuine 
nobihty of nature, more of genius and feeling 
and of the finer essence of humanity, in a 
London shopkeeper's danghtar, than ani- 
mated the mind and wanned the heart of 
the lofty and far-descended scion of heroes 
and bards. 

"Mac Mie BaonuU, the Chief of the Clan 
Raonull," s^d Aaron, gravely and formally 
introdudng hie friend into the snug city 
drawing-room, which, to the ladies, appeared 
at once filled with his stately presence. 
" In London, however, dwindled into plain 
Mr. M'Banald of Lochnaveen," continued 
Mr. HUL " He ought to be welcome at 
every fireside in England, whose hospitable 
castle door was never yet shut against the 
stranger of any land." 

Mistress Bridget curtsied to the lowest dip 
of Q,ueen Anne's last drawii^room, and 
Sarah, looking very demure, in spite of Mr. 
Hill's intelligent glance, whidi she studiously 
evaded, bended in courtesy like a Clarissa 
Harlowe ; and was rather relieved that the 
Chief did not particularly notice her. It 
was an escape. 

" I hod the pleasure of seeing the gentle- 
man in Mff Shop, this morning," said old 
Bradshaw sturdily. He could sot under- 
take the pronunciation of Highland names 
nor titles. " I give him a hearty welcome 
to a plain London citizen's fireside, — 'to a 
castle, if you will, friend Aaron, — every 
Englishman's house, man, is his castle." 

The young Chief would have belied his 
birth and bis country, had he, when temper 
served, wanted tact, — a quality how inferior 
to intellect, how difierent from humanity, - 
though o^n mistaken for both. 

" Chiefs and clans '." said be, with a slight 
smile, " nonsense every where, but nonenti- 
ties in England ! I am astonished that Mr. 
HiU can have loaded his memory with our 
trtuh of Baidic rhymes and clannish genea- 
logies! To me, Mr. Bradshaw, no birth 
nor growth is at present of half so much 
consequence as that of my oak-sticlu^ and 
my two-year-old stirks. — This droving of 
cattle promisee well for ns." 

" Cojne 1 the young Scot is not so very 
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rampant a fool, after oil," tiiought old Br»d- 

" I won't call my yonng friend an egre- 
gioua hypocrite," thouglit Aaron; "yet in 
the halli of M'Raonnll, fax inches of the 
ready eteel of my other friend I>onhml nam 
Biodag (Donald of the Dirk) had requited 
that epeech, if seriously uttered by Sunon 
lip« ; ay, and no qnettions asked, — no 
' crowner^s-'quest law* to int«ifere, nor any 
Other law," 

During this oourenaUon, Sarah, not yet 
•eated, had been arranging and disarranging 
the beautiful little filigree tea-china, which 
might have been made for the nsa of the 
Fairy-Court ; and which, long afterwards, 
found on honoured place among the trea- 
aorea of Strawberry-hill, as the " Brftdshaw 
Porcelain." She had not epoken one word, 
and waa relieved to find that she etiU passed 
nnuoticed by the Chief. Yet inteneely did 
•he hang on every syllable he uttered ; and 
at hii equivocal and depreciating sentiment 
about hie country, her sweetly-marmnred, 
involuntary and half deprecating whieper 
of — "Ah, no, sure !" made him look haatUy 

" The hawking eye," was again all abroad 
over the lovely and inddenly-crimsoned face. 

Sarah now, in deep confusion, played off 
»nd on with one of the richly jewelled rings 
she wore. It slipped from the slender finger 
on the Turkey carpet ; and the young Chief, 
with that deference to her sex and peisonal 
charms, to which neither birth nor wealth 
gave her any claim with him, stooped, 
recovered, and gracefully presented it to the 
deeply blushing owner ; his genial vanity 
not a little gratified by the maidenly, bashful 
flutter of her whom he recognised as the 
peeping gir! of old Bradsbaw'a window. 

Mae MU RattnuU had the catholic taste 
of a Highlander, and was, moreover, just of 
the age to admire beauty and womanly 
bacination, wherever he found them, — ay, 
even in " a Tinker's Daughter ;" for such, 
in the pride of his Highland blood, prs- 
Judicea, and education, appeared to him 
the beautiful Sarah Bradahew. 

Exquisitely beautiful she certainly ap- 
peared, and of a style of beauty as new to 
the Chief as were to her his fine fonn, his 
golden hair, and glowing complexion. 

The scandalous chronicle of either the 
Ward of CripplegBte,or Farringdon Without, 
bore, that there waa soine trifling mixture of 
Hebrew blood in the family of the rich gold- 
■mith. Histress Bridget, however, stoutly 



maintained, what waa probably the timple 
truth, that the beautiful foreign wife of her 
ancestor, Nathaniel Bradshaw, was a Veae< 
tian girl of pure Christian blood, that had 
eloped with the young Englishman, who, for 
a year or two, had studied some nice branch 
of his art under the tuition of her father. 

As has sometimes been observed in greater 
families, the beanty of the Venetian girl, 
after a slumber of two generations, had 
broken out with augmented splendour and 
more finished delicacy, in her granddaughtrr, 
Sarah. The fine painting by Sir Peter Lely, 
in his best days, to which Hr. Hill now 
directed the attention of the Chief, might, 
indeed, have been taken for the portrait of 
Hiss Bradshaw. The resemblance was 
striking and true to the most minute parti- 
culars ; even to the small and delicately- 
formed hands and feet, the long, slender, 
swan-like neck, and the arch udelong ex- 
presuon of the np-tomed side-face ; bat how 
could the painter's art represent those eyes, 
deep and dark as midnight, yet swimming 
so softiy in humid brilliancy, or the delicious 
languid movementsof the nymph-like figure, 
and all the bends and graceful undulations 
of that small finely-shaped head, so unlike 
in their light ttmtotirt to the massive northern 
beauties which Lochnavesn had been accns- 
tomed to admire. 

What a heaven of breathing loveliness was 
comprised within that little face, which be 
could have covered with his broad fair hand. 
Lochnaveen conld less readily interpret the 
varying expression which often glanced forth 
the living soul of that beautiful countenance. 

In the fashion of that day, Sarah's hair 
was drawn up from her high forehead ; but, 
in defiance of fashion, a few stray ringlets, 
of a rich, worm, deep brown, shaded her 
temples and neck, and were partly tucked 
back behind the small, shell-like, rose-tipped 
ears. Whether it be true or not that all 
semi-barbariana are fond of "baubles" and 
glitter, and that even the chiefs of the Gael 
were at that period little better than hold, 
warlike semi-barbarians, it must be owned 
that the rich ornaments of Nighean Ceard, i. #. 
"the Goldsmith's or Tinker's Daughter,"* 
came in for their full shore of the High- 
lander's admiration. 

Bradshaw, though a man of pliun character 
and manners himself, was fully sensible of 
the claims be possessed from his wealth and 
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ttaadinff; a quality, in fail regard, at any 
time equivalent to Italian. Ra would, 
besides, have thonght, that to have Mb only 
child, and heireee, arrayed with less cost 
than ehe unially exhibited in her attire, waa 
defrauding the commerm and arts of the 
country of tlie encouragement due to them 
from a man of his fortune. The coetly 
diamond pendants that glittered, half-con- 
cealed, through those silky ringlets, — the 
diamond bucklea of the embroidered elippera 
that sheathed those slender feet which 

" Lik* iittia mic* crapt oat and in," 
below the full drapery of the rich, brocaded 
petticoat, therefore came in for their full 
share of the admiration of our yonog Chief, 
though the loTelinew of the wearer predomi- 
nated. 

" Could life and health be shut up in m 
slender and delicate a form 1 " c«ne to be hii 
mental question ; and he soon learned that 
life, and health, and gaiety, fine talents, un- 
common generosity and sweetness of nature, 
and, above all, a true woman's heart, capable 
of the deepest and most passionate attach- 
ment, were all enshrined in that most delicate 
shape. Such knowledge was not acquired 
all at once ; and, like many mortal lessons, 
if it came not too late to benefit, it came far 
too lata to bless. 

" Is not this a noble specitaen of the High- 
land chief, fair Sarah V said Mr. Hill, when 
LochnBTCen and her father withdrew. " Here 
is s man now, absolutely worth a fine woman's 
falling in love with." 

Sarah, though not, in general, the meet 
silent of damsels, at least with her adopted 
uncle, Mr. Hill, made no reply. 

" I protest, Mr. Hill," said Mrs. Bridget, 
" Mr. Makmukrandluk is, besides being hand- 
some enough, — that is, for a man, — and I 
think, my dear, it must have been him yon 



"I don't think it was," said Sarah, with 
qideknesB of manner, and yet mental huAta,- 

" I mean to observe, Mr. Hill, that Mr. 
Makmukrandluk, berides being handsome 
enough for a gentleman. Is a very well-bred 
man indeed ; tliat is, never to have lived in 
Iion'on. I expected to see something like the 
Indian kings my poor mother visited, of 
which we read in Mr. Addison's Spectators. 
Fie 1 then, Mr. Hill, the gentleman does not 
wear that short, chequered petUcoat you 
qwke of, — which wontd, indeed, have been 
extremely awkward, not to say indecorous 
towards my niece and myself, had any gentle- 



man appeared before ua in such uoseeioly 
attire." 

" No, no, my dear Mrs. Bridget,'— I only 
whispered that awful probability exactly as 
he was announced, to put you on your guard 
in case of the worst. I cannot, though," he 
added archly, "imagine what frightened 
pretty Sarah ; she could not have overheaid 
my alarming whisper." 

" Don't call me pretty Sarah any more, if 
you please, sir," said Sarah, half pouting ; 
" you fo^t that I grow old now." 

" Indeed 1" cried Hill, smiling with mean- 
ing. 

" But, my good Mr. Hill," continued Mis- 
tress Bridget, "as Englishwomen, — celebrated 
over the whole globe for their extreme deli- 
cacy and modesty, — the bare idea of drinking 
tea in the same rocan with a gentleman in a 
— a~ petticoat — a thort petticoat! — to 
niece and myself " 

" Lochnaveeen would be shocked to offend 
your delioacy, madam. He leaves hispAtVt- 
b^ at home, along with aaveral other of hit 
national habits^ even more excepUonable, 
perhaps, than this oSbnding garment — 
which, by the way, the Chiefs seldom wear. 
Thsir coatume is the Iniw, a long light panta- 
loon and etocking in one piece. I assure 
you, Sarah, if you saw my friend Mae Mie 
RaomtU in his native tartan% with his »kU>^ 
dku in his belt, and the breckan plun 
dancing in his bonnet, you would see a fine 
feUow. With his foot on the lUek of tk* 
OalAtritiff, the wai^pipe and the cry of 
* Craigdhu ' ringing in his ears, and his clan 
trooping in and mustering around him, 
Ranald looks twice the man he appears ii 
London streets : — as mighty a difference a 
is between the eagle imprisoned and the noble 
bird hoveringfree above his mount^n eyrie." 

" Hs looks the noble Chieftain even here," 
thought Sarah, — ■ and she said aloud, " Is it 
not mortifying to hear this gentleman, with 
his proud, brave looks and lofty port, — wiUi 
the exterior of one born to command, and to 
lead on his fellows to noble and chivalrous 
deeds, and to whom high thoughts should be 
native and familiar, — lessen and scorn at his 
natural advantages. — Oh, if I were the bead 
of one of those brave tribes!" — And the 
enthusiastic girl clasped her hands. 

"You would be the thing In the world the 
most unlike this Cliieftain's mother, Sarah," 
said Aaron, smiling. "Nightim Zhnaehd 
Rtui4h, or the Daughter of Bed Dtmecm, is 
a proper Tartar ■ — who would make lessof 
a man's llf^ who chanced to ofl^nd her, than 
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yont cook would of a live lobster for fiah- 
gance. And, pardon the Chief, my pretty 
old Sar&h ; no man breathing has a loftier 
notion of the dignities and immunities of his 
High Mightiness, ifac MieRwmuU, than has 
Master Ranald. I don't know whetlier to 
smile or admire, when I know that in his 
secret heart, and with graat natural shrewd- 
ness, and even a aort of half-civilized educa- 
tion to boot, my friend does, at this momen^ 
consider himself at least twice as good a man 
as the King of England ; or, aa he wonld 
say, tlie Elector of Hanover. You admired 
his ease of manners. Mistress Bridget : — I 
assure yon Lochnaveen would be quite as 
much at home vn the Court of St. James' as 

a your drawing-room. You cannot surmise, 
my dear Sarah, what an immensely great 
manaHighland Chief is; and, like whales and 
krakena, and such sea-mooetera, the farther 
north — tlie nearer the pole they are — the 
mora swollen and hnge do we find them." 

Sarah permitted Mr. Hill to smile, or scoff, 
if he chose : — she admired with earnest re- 
ince. "Thiawasthe true nobility — in- 
dependent of every thing extrinsic ; Uiis was 
native grandeur of soul." Sarah saw that 
soul through a woman's eyes in her Iriend'a 
animated pictures of the stirring pibroch, the 
thrilling war-cry, the thronging clansmen, 
And, above all, the handsome young Chief. 

" Oily BMTriaget" were mudi rarer among 
the English nobility at that period than they 
have since become. And Mr. Bradshaw had, 
at all events, even then, too much sterling, 
sturdy pride and Englifji good sense, to be 
ambitious of a noble alliance for his heiress, 
though he might have suspected his daughter 
herself of such a weakness. But that ahe, 
the darling of a circle of wealthy kindred, 
and his beloved child and sole heiress, should 
place her affections on a Red-shank — a 
Highland Scot — something far more wild 
and outlandish than a mere Scot — appeared 

IS improbable as if she had actually fallen 
in loYC with the leader of a predatory Arab 
e, or with one of Mistress Bridget's 
Indian Kings. 

Had the passion been mutual, tliis feeling 
of aatooishment was not likely to be confined 
to the goldsmith: — The dan, the proud 
kinsmen ; above all, the mother of the Chief, 
would have been as little prepared to see him 
bear home, as his bride, the daughter of the 
veritable Irish Tinker who strolled in his 
valleys, as the heiress of a Saxon churl, 
however rich — a Dondon Tinker. Her lan- 
guage had no appellation to distinguish be- 



tween these professions; nor, in Highland 
minds of that day, was there a shade of 
difference, save that the " Saxon C&ird " i 
might possess a little more pelf, — an excel- 
lent commodity when it could be obtained 
from the Southron by strength of arm, or 
sleight of hand ; but to gain which, no man 
boasting the name of Raonull could be w> 
utterly base ae to d^rade his blood by matri- 
monial alliance. 

The young Chief of the clan Raonull was 
a posthumous child. He owed his very ex- 
iatence to the prejudices of country and birth. 
The vast and unproductive mountain estates 
had fallen to a female, worthy to have inherited 
a male fief ; to have led clans to battle ; and 
better fitted to wield pbtol and dagger than 
spindle and i^taff. Rather late in life, and 
solely upon reasons of State, NightoK Donachd 
BuadA, in preference to every other suitor, 
had married a distant kinsman, an idle^ 
handaome, good-for-nothing fellow, who, by 
a rapid succession of deaths, was left the 
nominal Chief of hia clan, though laird of 
only his d<^ and fowling-piece. He died, 
or was killed — it was never well ascertained 
which— in a brawl, at a bridal, a few months 
after hia marriage. The Chieftainess assem- 
bled the elders of the tribe, and declared her 
resolution, if her expected child was not a 
male, to marry, next in order, Dtmkmt nani 
Biodag, the next male representative of the 
tribe. 

Donald of the Dirt, then a mere stripling, 
was, by the birth of Ranald, disappointed of 
the matrimonial honour thus intended him ; 
but next to the boy-chief in influence as 
in rank, he, the TWirf, lived the guardian of 
young Ranald's person, and of the honour of 
the clan ; that homage and reverence being 
paid to his blood to which fortune gave him 
no claim. His skill in the chase — for the 
country still abounded with game of all 
kinds — fumbhed Donald's only oalenuble 
means of living. Most of his days were 
passed in the solitude of the mountains, 
where he itaUted the deer, feeding an enthu- 
aiastic fancy on inspiring traditions of the 
past glory of his race, or amusing his lone- 
liness with the wild songs and poetry which 
he composed in honour of the departed heroes 
of his clan ; or nith dreams of war, and love, 
and battle, diablerie and faery ; and with 
the Boadicea of hb ima^nation, Niffh^m 



A lady who possessed such peculiar and 
independent notions of matrimonial ties as 
the Chieftainesa, and who had gone such 



,Gooj^le 



NIGHEAN CEARD ; OR, THE TINKER'S DAUGHTER. 



297 



leagtltB ta preserve the blood of R&onull free 
from foreign taint^ — that is, from Saxaa 
intermixture, — waa not likely to bo easUy 
satisfied with sn English bride for her Chief, 
and only son, — no, not if that bride had 
boasted the blood of Flantagenet. 

Though nDfeininin«inbertaBteB,hBnghty, 
violent, veageful, and irsscible in temper as 
the most £ery of her hot-blooded race, 
Nighean Dmathd Ruadh was highly popular 
with her clan. Living in the midst of them, 
and acknowledging no interest but theirs, — 
bold, generoos, and high-spiriUd, the daugh- 
ter and the mother of their Chiefa, on her 
person declined the inherited love and loyalty 
of untold ages. Her prejadicea and her pride 
were also tiieirs, — her will was law, — her 
person sacred, — and, to obey her wildest and 
most arbitrary commands was, by her people, 
esteemed a duty and an honour. The selected 
iDstrnment of her ambition or her vengeance, 
S3 either preponderated, was Ihnald of tht 
Dirk; and the highest-minded man of her 
tribe was the most devoted slave of her will. 
To do her hesta was a distinction which be 
claimed and enjoyed as one of the dearest 
immanities of his birth and relationship. 

The Chieftuness loved and was proud of 
her son, though her pride was not that of 
ordinary mothers. In hia fine person she 
saw the manly strength and peculiar beauty 
for which the men of her ancient race were 
distinguished, and she trusted that Ranald 
wonld not show himself deficient in the spirit 
and bravery by which it had been even more 
illustrated. In manly and martial exercises 
he already owned no superior save his dark 
kinsman, Donald of the Diri, who had been 
held up as his model, till the spoiled and 
petulant boy began to hate him. As the 
young Chief grew up, he came to fancy that 
there might be a fitter model for a Chief than 
a dreaming, half-savage man of the woods, 
his head lost in the mbta of poetry and 
tradition, — his hand red with other blood 
than that of the deer. 

At the earnest entreaty of a family friend 
and ally, who had served in the Low Conn- 
tries under Uackay, and seen something of 
a world beyond the Grampians, an Irish 
priest was engaged as a tutor t« the young 
Cliief. An Aberdeen student of divinity 
was afterwards inducted into the same onerous 
office ; but he, after having ventured gently 
to chastise hie pupil, fied &am the valley in 
the first week, in mortal terror of his life. 
A few montiu spent in Edinburgh, therefore, 
completed Ranald's education ; and such 



was his natural grace and tout, that a short 
time passed in good society did more in 
polishing his manners, than years might have 
effected in the case of a modest and clownish 
Saxon. Where an awkward, Low-Country 
youth, would have shrunk back, conscious 
of ignorance, and fearful of disgrace, Ranald 
dashed on, bearing all before him by the 
ease and charm of his manner, and the ele- 
gance of his person. There certainly were 
people who called his high-bred manner by 
an unconrteons name, and imputed his success 
to mingled ignorance of hb own defects, and 
the unconscious efirontery of a spoiled, but 
spirited and handsome lad. The recent dis- 
covery of the value of the oak-bark and 
timber of bis wild territory, bad not been 
without its effect, either on his own character, 
or hia acceptance in society. 

The marriage of this youth had been an 
object of anxiety to his mother from and 
before the hour of his birth. In this anxiety 
many empathized. Like the marriage <^ 
a sovereign prince, this was a public concern. 
The daughters of the proudest families in 
the north, were, one by one, inspected and 
deliberated upon. Highlanders have as 
boundless faith in the 5r««il — in the trans- 
mission of peculiar qualities, whether mental 
or phyucEJ — as phrenologers. Recoiling 
from the fftdU of the Campbells, and tha 
cunning imputed to the Lovat race— despising 
the cowardice of one family, the imbecility 
of another, the stunted stature of a third, 
and the wry noses of a fourth, Nighetm 
Dtmachd Ruadh had almost resolved to choose 
and educate, as the bride of her son, ths 
fairest and stateliest g^rl of his own tribe, 
provided she was the daughter of a duuu- 
watal or gentleman. Yet Stale policy forbade 
elevating any particular family so far above 
their equals in the clan ; and Ranald was 
twenty-two, and still unmarried. 

During her widowhood, and tiA long 
minority of her son, the affairs of the Chief- 
tainesa had been managed by a lowland 
BhaiU, or factor, Daniel Hoesack by name, 
a person detested as devoutly in the country 
of Raonull as his mistress was beloved. For 
twenty years this honest man hod lived in 
Loohnaveen, every night that he lay down 
expecting to have his throat cut before morn- 
ing ; but unable to leave the spot where his 
fold and his flocks increased, like those of 
Jacobduringhielong servitude. Dreadofthe 
vengeance of Nightaa Donachd Ruadh pro- 
tected her minister of finance, whose influence 
over his lady was frankly imputed to witch- 
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or»fl — a belief which the honeit man rather 

nuraged fti another lawful means of self- 
preterration. HU value with the Chieftainsu, 
who would have eateemed the meanest slave 
that ehared the blood of Baonull beyond a 
thou«aD<) BUC'h ea this " Saxon cliurl," arose 
aolelj,- from hie power of transacting badness 
with Lowland grazier* and the aforeiaid 
York Building Company ; foe the School- 
roaster had not yet been abroad in Ranald's 
gleno. 

By opposing the imperial will of Nighta% 
3)onackd Rvadh t« the no less Bover«ign 
pleasure of her impetuoa* son, the BkalU 
hud lately mansuvred to send the yoang 
Chief to London, to complete an affair which 
his sagacity foresaw would be of much benefit 
to the estate, and also, pertiaps, of some little 
advantage to the mttnager of the estate, 
lamely, Bkalia Bossack. If Mae Mie 
Raonull fonnd a wealthy English wife at 
same time, here waa anoder collateral 
good. 

Kb soon as the BhaUa heard of the Chief 
visiting the family of that rich Goldsmith 
who had bonght most of the standing woods 
of Lochnaveen, he took especial care to 
remind him of the many bonds, encum- 
brances, and taadtett on the estate ; and of 

immeniie powers of production, wera there 
only a little " ready capital " to lay out 
jodicioDsty upon it. As the Chief was at 
the distance of six hundred and more miles, 
the Bhalie, whose prudence and humanity 
might otherwise have induced their suppres- 

I, regularly transmitted to him certain 
threatening epistles, sent forth, (at peril of 
' ' ears,) by a certain Lauchlan Mack- 
intosach. Notary Public, and the last, pro- 
bably, who practised in a philabeg, in the 
Friar's Vennel of the great northern capital 
of Inverness. Could the stont sons of 
Raonull have interpreted this functionary's 
insolent missives, the Protitor't ears would 

e been but a poor morvel to the huge 
stomach of their revenge. 

These letters produced thur proper sedative 
effect upon the Chief, even while he swora 
the loudest that the Notary should eat Ihein, 
ay, as his last mortal meal. 

Lochnaveen's protracted stay in London 
vaa bringing him into closer contact with 
that new power in society which was ulti- 
mately to superaede dirk and pistol. Wa* 
it better to swim at ease with the current, 
r exhaust his strength in vainly opposing 
lie stream t Ranald was a man of quick, 
though limited observation, and, when he 



BO chose, of roost ingratiating manner*. Hit 
prejudices, though for from being eradicated, 
were considerably softened down ; or,atlea8^ 
tolerably well confined to his own bosom ; 
and the nobler parts of hisclan-faitli, fostered 
by the enthusiasm of Sarah and Mr. Hiil, 
expanded into what Sarah delighted to term, 
" enlightened, active benevolence towards the 
brave, faithful, devoted people, whom he was 
as much bound to improve at to protect and 
defend." In short, in a prolonged reudence 
among the luxuries and blandishroenta of 
the south, Lochnaveen began to discover, 
that an infusion of the ounini pottdnU of 
England was rouch needed to enrich that 
generous blood which had unquestionably 
fiowed in his veins, unmixed with the red 
puddle of the Saxons, from the glorious daya 
celebrated in the b^ic rhymes of DoiAuil 
flans Siodatf. 

The northern Chief, after a few weeks 
spent in the capital, had been moved to 
indignant astonishment on finding tiiat the 
higher nobility and gentry of England, who 
had never even heard of hie illustrious name, 
noT yet of the grouse or ptarmigan, since so 
much admired by them, did not at once throw 
open their doore to him, and court his pre- 
sence within their saloons and drawing- 

Now, in the eyes of Mae Mie Raonull, 
looking down from his mountain height, the 
family of the Bradshaws, the ancient rich 
goldsmiths, and the families of the inferior, 
new-created nobility, sprung from the bar 
or the counting-house, and the modem 
baronetage and gentry of England, appeared 
on much the same level ; and the hitter 
draught of which, he began to think, would, 
were he doomed to swallow it, be less 
repulsive, if administered by the fair and 
gentle girl who had imbibed notions of the 
manners, usages, and scenery of his country 
which had been highly gratifying to his 
clannish pride and Highland nationality ; 
and who, with all her natural retiring delicacy 
and sensitiveness, had certainly showed no 
decided repugnance to his person and atten- 

The heart of Sarah, a young, ardent, and 
romantic girl, was no difficult conquest to 
the gallant and handsome Highlander. Her 
exalted imagination fought the battles of 
love, and she was probably, at first, more 
the dupe of her own fanciful illusions, than 
of her admirer's assiduities ; yet was her 
yonng Mid warm heart finally given at hearts 
be but once bestowed. 
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The prejndicee^ or nther reMonable obJM- 
tione, of die father were coinpowd of stemer 
stuff than the prepoeMuioiu of Sanh ag^iwt 
some few traitt in Highland character. 
Deeply giiered to think that his danghtar 
had lanctioned tha application which the 
Chief proudly made to him, old Bradehaw 
decidedly and promptly refuwd to hestow 
her on this stranger ; the head, at beet, of a 
tribe of lawIeM barbarians, the inhabitant of 
a wild and distant region ; and, as he greatly 
fiarad, not the man, either in principles or 
temper, that hi« daughter fondly imagined. 
The Chief retired from the confeienoe choking 
with rage, and vowing revenge. 

Sarah, enhniitting in lUenoe to her father's 
will, though unable to conqner her own 
feelings, pined ou In uncomplaining mieery ; 
and strove to be, or to eeem, cheerful and 
resigned, even when the phyncian called in 
by her alarmed aunt, ordeT«d her Instantly 
to the Bmtol Hot- Wells. 

Mr. Bradshaw, prudently seconding his 
daughter's nient and magnanimous attempt 
to regain lost peace, in nibmitsion to his will 
and his wisdom, had neither openly nodced 
her noble effort, nor yet the failure of her 
health in the conflict of her feelings. The 
prophecies, remonstrances, and tears of the 
tender-hearted Uistresa Bridget were still less 
regarded by Bradshaw. He knew that Sarah 
had good sense, high spirit, and strong affec- 
tion for her own family : she would conqoer 
or die. The latter alternative, he was told, 
appeared the more probable to the physicians. 
But not yet would Mr. Bradihaw trust 
implitutly to the report of Mistress Bridget's 
favourite adviser. Dr. Coddler ; though a 
coDiultation of those gentlemen In whose pro- 
fesvonal skill he had the utmost confidence, 
at once sent the heart-broken father to his 
friend Mr. Hill. 

"Aaron, few words- may suffice between 
US. You can well guess the ontold cause of 
my pnsent distress. Am I to lay my child 
in an early grave in her own land, or give 
her to that scowling, haughty Scot, whose 
temper will as eftcctnally send her thither, 
though many a hitter and sorrowing hour 
may first intervene 1 " 

Mr. Hill was a kind and benevolent, though 
a sangnine man. He loved Sarah; that. 
Indeed, was no wonder, for -every one loved 
Sarah, who looked on her, or listened to her ; 
he respected her father, and he had a con- 
siderable regard for the young Chief, whose 
character Hr. Bradshaw understood, as he 
thonght, very imperfectly. Lochnaveen's 



nnqnestlonable admiration of Saiah Brad- 
shaw, pleaded strongly In his favour with 
Aaron HilL He was sure that Ranald's 
natural dispositions were all good. He had 
indeed been spoiled by a strange eat-o'- 
mountain mother and a bad education. Of 
his passion for Sarah, the proofs were quite 
edifying to the translator of Zaire ; and Mr. 
fiiadshaw shook his bead, but did not say, 
that even those proob cited, looked as like 
the ardour of disappointed self-will, as 
Tomantio and diunterested devotion to a be- 
loved mistress by a generous lover. 

"If yon could only guess what it mutt 
have coat his prond heart to stoop to the 
daughter of a London citiienl" 

" I wish be had spared his proud heart 
that mortification," returned Mr, Bradshaw, 
proudly. " If Sarah Bradshaw bad not 
sense enough to resist the fine person, and 
the other even more absurd attributes and 
attractions of your Highland hero, ^e wo 
al least have had sufficient spirit to forget 
the man that thonght not of her." 

"I amoonvinced fortune is not hisobject," 
said Hill. 

" Very good, Aaron ; yet, as there is 
nothing your Chief needs more than fortune 
with a wife, yon surely don't bring this i: 
proof of his sense." 

"No, — bnt surely of his disintereiledness." 

" Pshaw, man I a Highland Scot's disin- 
terestedness in marrying Sarah Bradshaw ! — 
It may, — I hope it may be so ; — but don't 
mention it on 'Change, Aaron, if you would 
not be langhed at ! You have lived In these 
glens, Mr. Hill, till your older and stronger 
brain is as mnch excited as that of my poor 
girl. I trust I was not too proud of my 
daughter. God knows I never had lest 
reason than now. Yet I fancied Sarah 

Bradshaw a match ." The father's voice 

faltered ; firmly eompresung his lips, he 
remained quite silent. 

" Sarah t your beautiftil Sarah, whom I 
love as my own dearest child. Is a match for 
a prince, Mr. Bradshaw I and the bride of a 
prince she will he, as the wife of Lochnaveen, 
— adored and worshipped at something above 
humanity. You have no notion of the adora- 
tion and reverence Highlanders show for their 
feudal superiors ; nor can I helpt taking into 
account the blesdng irfiich Sarah will prove 
^which this English connexion might be 
made to the poor, gallant people of Lochna- 
veen's wide, grand country. That princely 
domain, Mr. Bradshaw " 

"Ah, Aaron 1 the poet will break out 1" 
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B&id Mr. Bradahaw, shaking hia bead, and 
smiling, but mournfully. " I tmst Sarah, 
and hei wealth and kindness of heart, may 
prove a bleBsing to those wretched, idle, 
Btarving, half-naked serfs ; btit I had hoped 
my daaghter might hare proTsd a blessing 
to some honest man of bet own country and 
rank, one with whom her own happinesa 
would not have been imperilled, and who 
would not bare quil« estranged lier from her 
father's home." 

Mr.Bradsbaw&ltecedandpansed. "Tliat 
was not to be," he rejoined, firmly. " But 
how is your mighty Chief to be managed 
now, Mr. mU? —for, were he the Prince of 
Wales, instead of the greater man he conceits 
himself, the hand of Sarah Bradsliaw must, 
as tbinga stand, be asked a second time to be 
obtained. A London citizen has liis pride, 
as well as a Higliland laird." 

Mr. Hill, naturally sanguine and specu- 
lative, — a poet, I had almost sud, and con- 
sequently a very kind-hearted man, — was 
delighted with a match which was partly, 
indeed, of his own desiring and imagining, 
if not of bis contrivance. Ua hod seen the 
Highland character chiefly on the surface, 
and generally on the faronrable side ; but 
he had never yet fathomed the dark deptlts 
of clannish ignorance and pride, as they 
existed at the period of our narrative. He 
knew that many an English girl would have 
been miacrable in the banishment of the rude 
Highlands ; but, with the man she loved and 
adored, and the people she blessed, so would 
not the afiectiooate and imaginative Sarah 
Bradshaw. The character of tlie young 
Chief, manly and decided, and quite equi^ 
to the protection of hia wife in all circum- 
stances, was what, to Aaron's apprehension, 
in this alliance, most concerned Sarah. 
What Mgnified the clan, or the mother — 
their fierceness, their wild pride, or their 
rooted prejudices ! The world, and the ex- 
perience it gave, had already corrected some 
of the wont faults of character in Lochna- 
veen, and bad considerably lowered and rec- 
tified liis inordinate self-esteem. The influ- 
ence of a creatara so noble-minded, and yet 
so gentle and winning as Sarali, was of 
Itself enough to ngenerat« any young and 
generous-hearted man who passionately loved 
her. Mr. Hill had an excellent opinion of 
Sarah's understanding. Even had her judg- 
ment in the most important action of her 
life been in his estimation as erring as her 
father feared it was, Mr. Hill would have 
good-natureilly imputed this temporal^ aber- 



ration U> that bewildering pasuon which 
works the most strongly in the strongest 
minds, and to no real want of acutenese or 
energy of intellect Her education, her 
cultivated talents, Iiesides being a souree of 
delight to herself in bet northern solitude, 
must, he said, prove of infinite advantage to 
her husband ; and to their duldren and 
dependants they certainly would. In brie^ 
in the mminationa of her sanguine friend, 
Aaron Hill, Sarah was to diffuse the bless- 
ings of religion and civilisation among 
" savage clans and roving barbarianB," Pro- 
testant tax&, Whig^h politice^ British 
literature, and English comfort. 

"What a blessing will that wild country 
receive in little Sarah Bradshaw '," was Itis 
concluding, consolatory thought. " That I 
have in some degree been instrumental in 
sending forth tliis fair missionary, quits me 
of all obligations to those Idnt^ generous 
hospitable, lacy, thievish, faithful, treacher- 
ous, proud, lieggarly, brave, good-for-nothing 
people, whom I have so long loved and hated. 



eomewliat in this strain that Mr. 
Hill wrote to his oak-wood correspondent 
the Bhalit, the only man in the glen who, 
when the Chief and the Priest wen absent, 
either wrote, read, or nnderatood one word of 
English. Mr. Hoasack, who had the attach- 
ment of habit to his young master's person 
and intereets, was secretly transported with 
the prospect of this rich oUianoe ; but he 
had that within, which made him deem it 
wiser to allow Nigheati DonaiAd Ruaik and 
Donald of the Dirk, the vice-iegal guardian 
of the clan-dignities, to make the discovery 
for themselves. Even when a letter arrived 
from the Chief to his mother, announcing 
the intended marriage, the Bhaii* prudently 
deferred mentioning its arrival till he hoped 
all was safe, and the knot tied. 

The composition of this letter had Ijeen no 
easy affair to Ranald. He dwelt rather dis- 
cursively and at large on the surpassing 
beauty of his chosen bride, con^dering tlie 
vener^le years and stem cliaracter of the 
person he addressed. " Donald," he said, 
" would be charmed with the thrilling sweet- 
ness with which his beautiful Sarah song 
' Aridh nttm badan,' and 'Mor' nighntaa a 
Ghilarlun,' andwitii her admiration of Gaelic 
poetry. Her name was Sarah, her family 
exceedingly respectable, and connected with 
that of Sir Robert Walpole, whose god- 
danghter she was." 

Lochnareen felt his cheek tangle with 
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proud shune when be had thus written to 
his mother. This information was, indeed, 
partly false, — intended, at least, to couvey a 
false imprewiton ; and hs was conscious Uiat 
it was wholly mean and paltry. He shrank 
from mentioning his intended father-in-law's 
profesrion, and even passed over his name, 
merely noticing, in a few scarcely legible 
lines, tliat the Malit would be delighted to 
learn that his lovely Saxon bride chanced to 
be a very wealthy heiress ; and that with her 
ready-money fortune they could now pay 
off Frendent Duncan Forbes's accursed 
bonds ; and,, after clearing money scares 
with Master Tw MTai, notary-public in 
the Black Vennel, throw his ears into the 
Beanly Firth, in pasdng through Invemess, 
and, if he grumbled, send himself to fish 
them up agun. 

Finally, he derired a small party of follow- 
en, whose names he mentioned — the flower of 
the youth of his clan — to meet him and his 
lady in the Blair of Athole ; and " if Donhuil 
neatt Biodag wonld bead them, he would have 
the pride of showing his yonng wife the 
handsomest, the truest, and the bravest of 
the race of Raonult ; one who, from descrip- 
tion, she was already disposed to esteem and 
admire, as the mode! of a tme kinsman and 
devoted clansman. The worthy BhalU 
wonld," he said, "do hb best to equip the 
gillU» handsomely, and to prepare all in and 
about the castle for the reception of a lady 
accustomed ttma her birth to the elegancies 
and luxuries of London, but willing to sac- 
rifice them alt for the dan of Raonull and 
its grateful Chief." 

This epistle did some credit to the temper 
aa well as to the address of Ranald. He did 
not, he dnrst not, insult his haughty and 
violent mother by soliciting a consent which 
he knew he never would obtun ; but he 
wished to conciliate where he could not hope 
to satisfy. He knew that high ancestry — 
high, and brave, and Highland ancestry — 
"a noble strain," was, with her, the one 
thing indispensable in his bride. She conld 
sleep on the heather conch, quench her thirst 
at the mountain-spring, lace the rough deer- 
skin buskin on her foot, and live as hardily 
as the poorest of her vassals, for with them 
WHS she not the less Nighean Donachd Ruadh! 
— the daughter, the inheritor, the representa- 
tive of ebiefs and heroes, who had been ter- 
rible in fight, glorious in fame.— who had 
never bent the neck to the Saxon, nor debased 
their blood by foieign admixture ; — the des- 
cendant of those who, in their own lai^age, 



" mnaintd m their own place," as ancient as 
the eagle on the rock, or the deer on the hill, 
and as free. 

When such ideas took possession of tie 
mind of Ranald, he almost sickened to think 
of hie wealthy matrimonial prospects. Was 
he, then, to be — or to be imagined-— sordid, 
greeify, a low-minded Chief, a degenerate 
Gael, — was he to abide the withering indig- 
nation of Nighean Dcnachd Ruadh, or brook 
the contempt of Dtmhuil nam Biodag, — of 
his whole clan, and the scorn of his fellow- 
chieftains, with nothing to place against this 
fierce scorn save the charms of his gentle 
wife, and the approbation of his prudent 
functionary, .9A<i/t«HosBack1 Ranald quailed 
at the thought of his first northern letters. 

The Shaiie prudently managed that none 
should arrive ; and the beauty and fascina- 
tions of Sarah, to whom her suitor had been 
led back by Hr. Hill, riveted the solemn 
engagement, to which he gave his whole 
heart, while his mind, or his pride, still fluc- 
tuated in torturing irresolution. 

From the moment that the will of her 
father, and her own absurd notions of a 
daughter's obedience, — as Ranald scrupled 
not to term Sarah's weeping refusal to elope 
with him, whom she confessed she loved, and 
must ever supremely love, though in hopeless 
anguish, — when her absurd notions made mai^ 
riage with her appear unattainable, Ranald's 
pasdon had blaied forth with tenfold ardour. 
Hie self-will, never before so thwarted and 
irritated, had never been half so much ex- 
cited and resolute. Friends, fortune, pride 
of birth, were all, for a time, as nothing to 
the possession of this humble Saxon maiden. 
The judgment of Sarah had been startled by 
his violence of pasrion, even while its trans- 
ports flattered her softer and truer tenderness. 
But now she had her father's permission to 
receive her lover's visits ; and now agaia 
Ranald hesitated, wavered, and admitted 
doubts. 

Sarah's self-reproaches for bestowing her 
afleetions where her father's judgment and 
approbation could not follow, had been 
greatly soothed by Mr. Hill's representations 
of the good which her marriage might give 
her the power of dispensing in a very wide 
sphere. Her pale cheek and wasted person, 
had told both_ her father and her lover a 
flattering tale of her devoted love and of her 
filial submission. Imperceptibly they drew 
somewhat closer together, until, aa time 
passed, all appeared exulting happiness in 
the lover, sober satufaction in the family of : 
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t)u citiien, and fluttering, inbdnsd, aeoret 
rapture in the boMm of the muden. 

The order for Sarah's removal to Bristol 
woe first delayed, and then, ao rapid was her 
recovery, countermanded. She removed with 
her snnt to her fathcfa villa at lUchmond ; 
and Ranald again, more in love than ever, 
gvn all his time where all hi« thought* 
hovered. He taught hi* mistreBs to ride — • 
very neceasary accomplishment in her future 
country — and to apeak hia language. Mr. 
Hill waa already charmed with the imagined 
fulfilment of hta own propheciea. Aa their 
common friend, he often joined the lovera, 
and already remarked, that, under the in- 
fluence of love and Sarah, the favourable 
pointe of the young Chiera character were 
daily developed and atrengtheued, and the 
darker qu&liliea gradually shading off. 

It waa already evident, that, when quite 
Alone with his beautiful mistresa, Lochnaveen, 
though far from being in general what ia 
called a domeatic character — waa neverth*- 
less, for tils moment, the happiest of the 
happy. No doubt nor fear then darkened 
hia mind nor damped hk afifecUonaW ardour. 
The enthusiasm and delight with which 
Sarah listened to hia clan-l^enda and aneea- 
tnl traditions, enhanced hia pride and enjoy- 
ment in thoae wild and atirring tales. The 
very simplicity, eagerness, and childbhneaa 
of her anxiety to acquire a correct knowledge 
of his native language and customs, and her 
sympathy in the " fierce ware and faithful 
loves" of the Highlanders, would, of tliem- 
aelves, at this time, have made the English 
girl an object of interest to Ranald, wrecked 
in the chill latitudes of Loudon. There — 
for as scomftilly as he bore it — he often felt 
much more of the Chieftain's swelling and 
chafed pride, than in those regions where his 
unquestioned claims were chartered on tnoun- 
taina, heaths, and hattle-fielda, and lived in 
"the light of song." 

In any other cireumatances than those In 
which he waa placed, Ranald might very 
soon have tired of playing the carpet-knight 
and the schoolmaster. But there is a ayatem 
of tuition — not precisely the Hamiltoniau — 
which ligbtena even that "labour dire," and 
"weary wo," — and Ranald, with such a pupil 
as Sarah, waa quite of the age and condition 
in discover it. The etrangely-articulated 
uncouth gutturals which Sarah, refusing to 
lend her throat, chnrmed or lisped through 
her white teeth, or murdered with her deli- 
cate lips, might at least, on the twentieth' 
miaproDunciation, have tired her tutor, had , 



not the mean* of punishing the error, and 
nrenging his ancient and tromortal lan- 
guage, been ao tempting, and so like retri- 
butive justice ; and Ranald waa so much of 
a Highlander, and of a true man of any time, 
aa to relish a taste of revenge far better dun 
the full and fair, but aimple quittance of 
juaUce in the bond. 

" I tirt you with my blnnders," said Sarah, 
one day, smiling and blaahitig " roay nd," 
aa she withdrew herself from the punishment 
her lipa had incurred by their bad Gaelic, 
and shook her curia into better order, pro- 
bably on hearing the high-heeled patter of 
aunt Bridget's approaching velvet-ciad feet. 
"I shall give up the study of Celtic litera- 
ture till I get Nigh«an Donathd BvadA for 
my instructress, and Donald of the Dirk for 
my professor of poetry ; but every Itrtau-btg 
and old caiilack I meet in the glens will be 
my teacher then." 

Fortunately, Sarah waa too much occupied 
in " amoothing the raven-down " of her 
tresses to notice the rapid change that flashed 
over the face of the Chief. Bis heart smote 
him. " Am I indeed about to peril, to wreck 
the happineos of this fair and truating crea- 
ture, who baa formed such wild hopes)" 

But A« loved her, and he could and would 
protect her ; and Ranald had that excellent 
and manful opinion of the supreme value of 
hia ovm afliection, which conceived any aacri- 
fiee that the woman blessed with kit 1cm 
made for him, no more than he was well 
entitled to expect and receive : — none could 
be too great. Poor Sarah, though on some- 
what diflerent grounds, was precisely of the 
same opinion. 

"Nighetm D(machd Rvadh is not remark- 
able for patience any more than her son," 
said he, at laat ; and his internal thought 
waa — " But aurely sweetnese Uke thine, my 
Sarah, might soften a hyena, and teach a 
she-wolf gentleness." He looked at Sarah 
with melancholy intereat — with tender pity, 
and ^moet remorse ; — the heritation at this 
alliance he bad often ttlt for his own sake, 
he momentarily felt for here. He kissed her 
forehead in ulence, and with great tender- 

" Ah, Ranald 1" breathed the unsuspecting 
girl, with a ridelong, deprecating, bashful, 
yet gratified and grateful glance. Touched 
and subdued, Lochnaveen Would at that in- 
stant have told her hia apprehensions for her 
future peace — of the imposaibility of his 
abandoning his country usages and the 
cliinii of bja olan, and of the livelihood that. 
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from his kinifolk, to whom her »fl«ctionftte 
nature looked for kindneaa, she would me«t 
with tiie fierce contempt and proud scorn, 
from which even hia lore conld not always 
protect her. But Hiatien Bridget entered. 

This good old lady, in the blooming re- 
covered looki of Sarah, and the honourable 
courtttiip of her niece by m great a man as 
she underatood the Chief to be, — though die 
was somewhat perplexed about the exact 
nature of his dignity — appeared to lice her 
early loves o?er agiuo. Every evening that 
Mr. Bradshaw came to Richmond, be heard 
the same story told ; tender tears floating in 
the eyes of Mistress Bridget, which, however, 
drew no sympathetic drops to the harder 
orbs of her citiien-brother. " Abram, Hr. 
Makmukrandluk is an angel of a young 
man, as I have always said ; and nnr dar- 
ling Sarah will be the liappiest of women." 

Mr. Bradshaw humphed, but lie sighed 
too ; and, as he had some relish of humonr, 
rallied his Meter on her sudden conversion to 
philibegt, and her discovery of angels in tar- 
tan pl^ds. 

" Mr. Hill has expbuned all that properly, 
brother ; and the diamond knee-bnckles, 
my intended marriage present — and I trust 
tbey will be the handsomest 'Bradsliaws 
and Bradshaw' ever sent from their work- 
shop — is just the only eort of deUcate bint 
an unmarried lady can well give on the sub- 
ject, nor likely to be thrown away on my 
nephew that-is- to-be, Locknaveen — who. 
Lady Betty Montacnte assores me to-day 
was out of ught the handsomest man in the 
rirg yesterday. Indeed, Abram, I must say, 
eortfidentialfy, yon are not awaie of half the 
advantages of this connexion. I am assured 
you may ride tirenty miles over the estates 
of my nephew (that-is-to-be,) and not see a 

" Sarah must be delighted with that 
lively prospect." 

" There ii, I am told, a bullock killed in 
Locknaveen's castle every second day — 
venison, lamb, and mutton, and game nn- 
stinted, and the best of fish — salmon for 
the servsnts'-hall table every day of the 
week, both dinner and supper — which I 
own I conuder extravagant." 

" Four ounces of meat any day will do 
for Sarah," said Mr. Bradshaw peevishly. 
" It is surely not for btef she wandem SO far 
from Leaden-hall market." 

" La, no brother I sorely not. And more 
men servants — a larger male establishment 
there, I am told, than is kept at Slon Hooee." 



"But aU without brseehei — think of 
that, Bridget," said the vexed father, who 
was in the strange and not infrequent mood 
of sporting with his own distress of mind, 

" La, yon tbera again, brother I that, to 
be sure, as I distantly hinted to Mr. Hill, is 
□o subject for a lady's discusuon. But, if 
Mr. Makmukrandluk were to receive a bint 
of the excessive delicacy of Englishwomen 
— particularly those born and bred in 
ton'on — I would not grudge out of my 
own pocket, before my niece goes to her 
estates, to put every man and boy of them 
in decent — yon understand me, brother 1 — 
Sarah, poor dear, has her little head so car- 
ried just now — and no wonder — such a 
man, and snch a match ! — that she cannot 
even think of her own wedding clothes, 
much less of ." The spinster hesitated. 

" Far less of clansmen's breeches, or want 
of breeches," interrupted Mr. Bradshaw 
more peevirfily than ever, " For Heaven's 
sake, Bridget, don't make yourself ridicu* 
loDS, not Worry a man whose heart Is bruised 
enough already." 

"Ridiculous] Mr, Bradshaw," said the 
indignant spinster ; but she saw the muscles 
working and quivering about the usually 
firmly-compressed mouth of her brother as 
he hastily turned his back. 

" My dear brother! — Abram Bradshaw !" 
cried the kind-hearted spinster, following 
him — " ten thousand pardons — foe Heaven's 
sake, tiAat i> the matter?" 

"Is it nothing to lose Sarah, yon foolish 
woman t" said Mr. Bradshaw, gulpit^ down 
his feelings, and di^nlung his raal feats 
from bis sister. 

" Onr dear Sarah ! surely it is, brother ; 
bnt then «o lott — a husband so adoring," 
Old Bradshaw was about sutlcring a relapse 
into cross humour ; but he checked himself, 
and let his good-hearted sister moufuto- oi 

" My niece shan't be lost to me, 1 
Bradshaw, more than every married ym 
person is lost to her family. I am 
quite an easy-chair old woman yet, thank 
Heaven!— and, if money and posHiorsea 
can do it. Til visit my niece at her castle 
next season, and every season — ay, wera 
it fifty miles beyond York city! — I am 
pretty sure — and that is not what every old 
aunt can say — that I shall be extremely 
welcome to a slice of my nephew's salmon, 
and a cat of his venison. Don't yon think 
so, Abram!" 

" To a whole sheep — head, pluck, haggis, 
and all — I have no doubt of it, Bridget," 
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" Nay, that ia a Btnmbling-block, Abram ; 
but, as m^ niece it bat a puny eater at best 
— and a Lon'on girl bred and bom — I hope 
she will be excused there. Indeed, I think, 
Abram, I had bettei drop a few linee to the 
dowager Hra. Makmukrandluk, abont my 
maDagemont of poor dear Sarah's ways. I 
dare say she is a very motherly sort of body, 
and just the nice, chatty, experienced old 
lady, that, whatever may happen, will be 
BU(^ a comfort to oar dear girl. I only 
wish I could induce her, when my nephew 
and niece return onr visit — whidi I trust 
will be next year at farthest, unless especial 
family reasons prevent our dear Sarah from 
undertaking the journey — to give ua a few 
months ; if she could put up with my little 
India chintz room, I would so willingly g^ve 
it up." 

" For God's sake, Dridget, epaie me 1" 
cried the unhappy father, rushing from the 
room, unable longer to reitiain himself. 

If Sarah had nobly striven to conceal her 
feelings from her father, it was now his turn 
to try to deceive his child. He was more 
•uccesBful than she had been. His fears had 
been ever alive ; while Sarah's eyea and 
mind were delightfully preoccupied. Her 
father was not remarkable at any time for 
blandness of manneis; but he was civil and 
kind to her Highland Chief ; to herself, 
when he did speak to her at all, more ten- 
derly complacent than he had ever been ; 
until, at last, every lock and tone vibrated 
to her heart ; for " farewell" was in them all. 

Good Mbtresa Bridget could not, mean- 
while, divine what had come over her 
brother. However, she at last settled that 
the gout was getting, or had got, into his 
head. 

" Sarah, my dear, a flying gout has got 
into my brother's head ; but I sent for Or. 
Coddler. He u qaile right this morning ; 
and I must insist on your not allowing our 
dear unnamed to wait on you to-morrow, 
unless he choose to accompany us to the 
milliner's and the India shops. I do believe, 
child, but for me you would go to your 
castle without a tolerable gown or shift to 
your back. Now, coming from Lon'on, 
and an only girl, I trust you will, as must 
be expected, be able to show the ladies of 
your neighbouriiood something like a decent 
wardrobe," 

" Ladies of my neighbourhood, my poor 
aunt," thought Sarah. But what cared 
Sarah for wardrobes, ladies, and neighbonr- 
hoods? Were there not Ranald's noble- 



ninded mother — Ranald's kind red — Ranald's 
clan — Ranald's glens and lakes 1 She 
attended her annt, however, to London ; and 
for two days, — two ages tliey seemed, — 
bought finery, and never once saw Ranald. 

If a day's absence did not lessen Loch- 
uaveen's passion for his mistress, it ever 
produced conflict, or something like a revo- 
lution, in his feelings^ and another manner 
of considering his approaclilng marriage. 
Alone with Sarah, his happiness was per- 
fect ; not from the mere egotism of love, but 
by the exclusion of those persons and things 
which, in remindbg him of her birth and 
position, disturbed his self-complacency, 
fretted his pride, and alarmed his fears for 
the future. To Mr. Hill, who might under- 
stand how very great a man and Chief he 
was, Lochnaveeu was frank and courteous ; 
to Mistress Bridget, whose deference soothed 
his vanity, polite and attentive ; but the 
London goldsmilli and the northern Chief 
were, in spite of themselves, repellant quali- 
ties. He loved Sarah fondly ; he was proud 
of her beauty, alive to aU her fascinations of 
manner, and daily more and more sensible 
of her h^h and hidden qualities of mind, 
and inherent sweetness of disposition ; but 
then " old Bradshaw's daughter," the " city 
heiress," was a quite different being, 

Sarah could scarcely allow herself to b« 
displeased with his impatience of ordinary 
society. It was a feellngshe shared, though, 
in her breast, ariung from veiy opposite 
tastes and motives. 

She already perceived that she was more 
admired, or in better accordance with the 
magnificent tastes of the Chief, in the jewelled 
splendour and rich brocades of her afternoon 
costume, than in the plain linen gown and 
mob-cap of the morning. She also some- 
times feared that Lochnaveen knew or recked 
litUe of women, in their most endearing 
cliaracter — as the faithful and sympathi^g 
depositories of fears and hopes, the charmers 
and soothers of firesides. But this it would 
yet be her privilege and delight silently to 
teach him. Though his tastes might differ 
from her simple habits, what so natural as 
that her iiigh-bom mount^n Chief should 
relish splendour and magnificence. Little 
airs of impatience and petulance shown to 
such of her friends and visiters, as from 
some caprice he did not like, were readily 
pardoned. With his fine natural breeding 
and quick talents, how, indeed, could he be 
supposed to tolerate those worthy, kind, stupid, 
prosing, vulgar people ! Sarah coulfl love 
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them M : yet Bbe conld also see and paidou 
Raoald'a coldnesa and impatience. What 
could not her lore hare pardoned 1 It could 
do ereiy thing but wholly blind her under- 
■landing. 

When Sarah's mairiage-Bettlementa came 
to be armnged, freih difficnltiea and mortifi- 
CStioDB arow, though not from the ordinal^ 
causes. Ten times rather, Jlanald said, and 
well believed, would be have carried off his 
bride without a plod, to some of tbe lonely 
ahielings in the eylran gleus which ahe loved 
to pictara, than have submitted to the ex- 
poaoie of his ciicumBtancea, and the torture 
to his pride occanoned by these endless ques- 
tionings and legal arrangements. 

Hr. Brsdshaw, however, at last acknow- 
ledged to the peace-maker general, Aaron 
HiU, that his son-in-law elect had, though 
with abundant self-will and superfluous pride, 
shown at this time something like generodty : 
"of an idiotic kind," he added, drily, as if 
he had prused overmuch. 

"This ia ill-natured, Mr. Bradshaw." 

" No, it is merely just This map, with 
Its tremendous maeter-Toll of Celtic names of 
places and touru, in our Bashaw's dominions, 
no doubt includes many future capabilities. 
This list of Bitdie Hossack's — to whom, by 
the way, make my compliments, as to the 
only man with a rational idea in that country 
— includes, I cannot tell how many mosses, 
moors, lochs, forests, grazinge, ploughgates, 
and davochs of land, all of whidi might lie 
till doomsday under the original curse, before 
your Chief of tliree toils would deign to 
cultivate even a ksil-gorden it-ith the paltry 
gold of a London tradesman. But poor 
Sarah has made her election. I onght now 
to consider their interests as one ; the son, 
if he shall ever come, may have more sense 
than tlie father." 

The settlements which Hi. Bradshaw was 
left to arrange, at last, precisely as he liked, 
did equal hononr to hie liberality and intelli- 
gence. The whole debts of Lochnaveen were 
to be at once swept off; and the Chief, with 
ample power and means to improve his 
estates, was only leetroined from completely 
mining his family, to which many of his 
conteroporariet, as Mr. Bradshaw remarked, 
ehowed a very happy predisposition. 

The Chief was now feasted and congratu- 
lated on all hands, till he became disposed to 
reaent as insult attentions paid so axhumfj/ 
to the accepted lover of the city heiress^ and 
to remark that no each homage had been 
paid, in his own righlj to the Northern Chief. 

Vol. III. 



Lochnareen even feared that some shade of 
envy mingled with the contempt he felt, or 
tried to feel, for the profuse dinners, costiy 
wines, and superb beaufata of rich plate 
exhibited by those new city connexione, of 
whose boq>itaIities he was invited, and in 
courtesy compelled to partake. He could 
hare deepieed himself for the meanness of 
this feeling ; but, under it, the wish duly 
grew stronger that he were away from Lon- 
don — from all those pompous vulgaritiea of 
wealth — withhisSarahwhollyhisown, Even 
in bis most jealous moments of watchfulness, 
he could not discover that th« had any over- 
weening pride of riches, or value for the 
costly luxuries to which she had been fami- 
liarized from her infancy. 

Among the numerous dinner parties, prin- 
cipally contrived and executed by Mistress 
Bridget, was one given to Mr. Bradshaw's 
friend and patron, the favourite and powerful 
minister of the day. Sir Robert Walpole, 
en entering the room, heartily congratulated 
the handsome Highlander on the fair prize 
he was winning from England. 

"This is a new species of depredation," 
a^d the sagacious minister. " We have 
found out the way at last to make honest 
and loyal men of the most warlike of King 
George's subjects. My pretty goddaughter 
vrill, I know, be the bond of fealty for one 
brave dan. Ay, that you will, my sweet 
Sarah, make loyal George's'men of half the 
wild Jacoldlas of the North. Say I com- 
missioned you to receive their alliance, and 
sealed the warrant." And Sir Robert took 
the bride-elect in his arms, and kissed her 
cheek in the free manner of good-hnmoured 
godfatiiers of thoee days with pretty god- 
daughters ; nor was Sarah violenUy o&nded. 
But the red streak, the Jkry ttar, kindled 
and burned on Ranald's biow, the hereditary 
badge of his ireful race. His scowling glance 
even rolled towards Sarah. 

" Besert my Prince, too ! " was hia bitter 
thought. "Would — nay, God forbid that 
my mother heard this ! Am I longer worthy 
to be called her son ! Who are those around 
me ! Wliete am I, the Chief of Clan 
Boonull ! This crafty Whig slave of the 
Elector I — Sarah, too, to permit the old fox 
to pollute her cheek 1 " Ranald looked un- 
utterable displeasure and disgust ; but he 
saw Sarah's timid, supplicating, brimful 
eyes, anxiously watching him, as if the day 
of maiden power were already post, the 
season of sufiering and submission antici- 
pat«d. That look instantly checked, if it 
No. 72. 
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did not dium hia wrath. H* whiqMnd ni 
antrecty for pwdm, and owBed tlut 1m oonld 
not b«ar to aae taij one Mlut* her ; no, not 
h«r father— not even Aunt Brid^t. This 
wBi & weftknets of hie t — the nnst forgire 
it And S^Tkh nniled eweetljr though gnvft* 
I7, uid gave him her hand In amity. 

It majr appear inconsietant, but i« quite 
tno in fact, that Uum daya after hi* bitter 
TitnperaUon wf Walpole, Loehna*Ben wea 
preaented at "The Elector'a Comrt," by that 
Minister, who wiahed to emeiliata the 
Jacobite chieftains. Bir Robert alio ohoee 
to grace the Intended Mn-in^w of hi* city 
friend. 

At the leree, Ranald met the Duke of 
Argyle, who, among othera, oongratnlated 
liim on his approaching marriage. The 
words of the Dnke jarred on our Chieftain's 
ear, " Would MaecaSiMit-more himself have 
atoopedtoa(?oMMHtA'(dBnght«rt" iOanald 
had now dismlsBed the " Tinker," and adopted 
the English idiom evan in Muting of hia 
future father-in-law. " No, — Argyle never 
would ; end was not the blood of Jfw Mie 
Raoimli as pore — bis nam* as ancient — 
bis pride aa high, as that of the ytN'fffW 
Campbell t" 

The first gUmpie of Sarah'a het, now 
more lorely tiian ever, embelliahed by the 
flitting hues of varied feelings, the charm of 
tliat indescribable ■omethtng' "than beauty 
dearer," beat down all suoh rebeliions thonghtt 
and proud imaginings. And time it was. It 
was the eve of her marria^ { >nd Sarah 
sat in her chamber, her table heaped np 
witii the wedding gifts of her nnmerous and 
wealthy relations, lika the shrine of a 
favourite divinity. Theee gifts w«re tri- 
umphantly displayvd, one by one, to the 
bridegroom, by the good, garmloaB, and 
delighted aunt. 

Sarah fancied tliat the Chief looked rather 
coldly on matters which Aunt Bridget herself 
mainly valued as tokens of the kindness 
anivenally felt for her niece. A rich and 
very expensive set of gold toilette plate, for 
the bride's use, had been the gift of an old 
uncle, — a retired Bristol merchant. Ranald, 
at once gntiAed and discontented, tamed 
the different finely wrought and delicately 
fancied articlee over and over ; and, when 
Hra. Bridget stept out, said, "I hope you 
are aware, my Sarah, that, in the rude castle 
of Raonnll, there ta little In accordance with 
these delicate and costij finerie*." 

** Ranald 1 I« this reproadi khid — or 
deserved?" 



" Pardon me, my own sweet Sarah. 
Indeed it is not. If it be poaaible to comet 
my petulance, yon alnne can work that 
miraele. But when I see all those fiiw and 
expensive things lavished on my bride, by 
her own kindred, I grudge that I and mine 

can girs her— nothing. We hav« no 

jewels, Sarah. Hy mother may have soma 
old, tnribly old broochos ot rings, I dare say, 
which sh* would not exchange for the crown 
jewels at England, — and which your father 
would only racks* at thnr value in old 

" Hm jewels an those of the Roman 
Coiselia, Ranald — as I trnst ours may be." 
And Sarah's eyes sunk under their tender 
veiling lids, in maidenly aonsdousness of 
speech over-bold. 

" Thank yon, Sarah. One dark, or, rather, 
opal-coloumd gem of that kind she does 
possess, which you, my sweet Nightan Ctard, 
must first polish with oare, and then wear 
with pride." 

"With joy and pride, dear Ranald ;"— 
and die bargain was sealed as lovers seal 
their oovenants ; — " bnt what pt«tty Gaelic 
name is It you now gave me 1 " 

*■ NoTW mind, love. The name my Hlgfa- 
landen will give you — I mean — would hare 
given yon were you not my Bride — not their 
lady and their mistran," said Ranald proudly. 

" Nigkean Oettrd — Niglitan Ctard!" re- 
peated Sarah to heraelf, aa if to impress the 
name on her memory, — ** I like the eonnd." 

" Hush, Sarah t — that name was Idly and 
fondly spoken, and must not be repeated." 

" But I choose, and inust, in this lingering 
honr of my maiden power, to be called 
Nighmut Geard," s^d Sarah, sportively, 
" This your Highlanders would call me, yon 
say 1 — Nay, Ranald, you are not angry sure 
with the phrase you taught me yoursetf." 

** Sarah, ^m the lips of a man, that 
phrase applied to you, were death," said 
Ranald fiercely ; and, to the agony of his 
over-wrought fancy, thejlerj ttar started on 
his brow — and Sarah cowered into herself. 

"This Is wild disconrse for the vigil of 
our wedding, Ranald," she fdntly whispered. 
" God forbid that I should ever live to bo 
either the cause of quarrel or of vengeance 1 " 
Ranald pressed the small, uplifted, fervently 
clasped hands to his lips and his bosom, — 
soothed hsr, and she was soothed, — cheered 
her, and she was cheered ; and Sanh pro- 
mised to forget all that hsdjnst passed — 
especially that mysterlons name — forget It 
for ersr. 
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No iettera had yet hten RceiTed from the 
mother of th« Chief i but hotb Mr. Brad- 
eliaw and hia daughter were aware of the 
difficnltiea and delays in the way of their 
transmie^on, and yieldM to the wlih of 
LochnaTeen, in celebrating the marriage on 
the specified d^y. "Delay," he B^d, "wu 
in his country, thought of e*ll omen." 

At the nuptials of the Highland Chief and 
the Ooldsmith'i Daughter, there was a most 
Itnpoeing array of "commercial wealth and 
respectahUity.'' Then was Ukewlsa a 
sprinkling of aristocracy, which might have 
eoDtlied or iatiefied the scTUples of a York- 
shire or Northumbrian ^ntleman of old 
family in swallowing that bitter though 
gilded pill, a " city heireBs." Yet was the 
northern bridegroom Tiaibly dissatisfied — 
abstracted in mind — almost sullen in mood. 

The scene of the former evEning was still 
to be traced in the white lips and hesTy eyes 
of Sarah. With her, sensitlTe as was her 
natural character, there were, however, no 
blushes, few tears, nothing of a youn^ bride's 
delightful flatter of spirits, which erer, when 
iini^ected, commands so pure a sympathy. 
The jokes of the elders grew dull ; 'the titter 
of the Tonng folks died Into a constrained 
simper; Ranald stood proudly, if not sullenly, 
apart ; and the prophetic heart of Sarah, 
when she had stolen one furtive glance st 
her moody bridegroom, eren then presaged 
her destiny. And even then was the proud 
and chafed spirit of the Highlander ques- 
tioning of itself, "Was this a Chieftain's 
bridal 1 — these tfie nuptial rites of ifa* Xk 
Baonvin Where were the kinunen, the 
clansmen, the senachie^ the bards 1 There 
was not even one poot countryman present 
to bid 'God bless him,' in his mother tongue." 

When her father placed Sarah's cold, 
damp hand in that of the Chief, with all her 
love, and all her pride In her lover, she eould 
have fallen on the old man's neck and wept ; 
and have said, " Keep your poor, self-willed 
child ; she Is indeed no fitting wife for this 
haughty, ireful. Northern lord." — How much 
misery might be spared in life were the 
fortitude and decision of women at such 
times found equal to ttelt penetration and 
judgment. It cannot be. 

Sarah was now the wifc of Ranald ; and 
he wakened from his moody trance as " the 
bright drclet" of dtiiens were murdering 
hla family name in attempts to congratulate 
Mrs. Msc-rauck-rand ; — few stammered even 
this length. 

Sarah on this occasion gratified the taste 



of her l»rd by dextarously avoiding the 
salute of the detested Sir Robert Walpole, 
and of the civic cordon who prepared to follow 
his illustrious example. She retired to make 
some change in her attire before going to 
Richmond with her bridegroom to spend 
some days, acocwding to a previous, though 
then unusual arrangement. 

Some of those excellent and good-heart«d 
wedding-gneata whispered to each other their 
hopes Aat "Sweet Sarah Sradshaw would 
be happy — though how so fond a father, so 
Judicious a man as Mr. Brndshaw, had given 
hie only child to one of the wild petticoat- 
men, was an inexplicable mystery." And 
well-powdered wigs and Mechlin lappets 
shook as does an ancient forest in the sudden 
breeze, which, in the depths of tranquillity, 
foretells the doming tempest. One of the 
old gentlemen present, who had patted Sarah's 
silken, curly head at two years old, and ^veo 
her gilt books, and toys, and trinkets for 
fifteen Christmases, in now pledging to her 
health and happiness, said, "And, my dear, 
if these wild Highlandmen are not good to 
you, and don't value pretty Sarah Bradshaw 
as they ought, just let me know — your,own 
old friend, and your father's friend, Joshua 
Brydges, late SherifiF of London, and I war- 
rant we soon bring 'era to order." 

On Ranald this half-jocular address, better 
meant than timed, had an immediate effect, 
of which his pride, as well ai his judgment, 
was afterwards ashamed i " Sir," he said, 
stepping forward with the air of a prince, 
and dravring hijiself up to his full height, 
while his brows knitted Into that ominous 
corrugation which Sarah fondly called " his 
proud look," and her father, "his haughty 
scowl," "Hay I Inquire if there be any 
particular meaning in the words you have 
just used." 

" Like all the words I cither use or relish, 
they carry their meaning pretty plainly on 
their face, Mr. Hacmickrandal," said the 
undaunted old merchant; "I wished to tell 
my young friend, now your wife, that how- 
ever It may fare with her, her old friends 
and countrymen will not soon forget her." 

" I thank you, sir, for my wife," returned 
Ranald, with a high distant bow ; " but as 
I presume the new frietidt and eountryntm 
she has done me the honour to accept are 
fully equal to her protection, your inter^ 
ferenee is quite uncalled-for." He wheeled 
quickly round, snatched his half-fainting 
bride in his arms, and rapidly carrying her 
down stairs, placed her in the carriage, and 
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■prang in beude her, thus escaping all farther 
congratulation, or isther what he was dia- 
pOMd to reckon farther inm]t. 

" Noble, gallant gentleman 1 " cried Mis- 
tress Bridget, over whom the Chief, and his 
rank and fine person, had e^ctnally caet 
glamour: " We must make allowance for bii 
high princely spirit. With how gallant an 
ur he carried off my nieoe, looking round 
with snch a glance ! " 

" Ab if he wished ns all at the devil," mut- 
tered old Mr. Brydges. 

Mistress Bridget saw that hei eulogy did 
not tell. " My nephew, Lochnaveen, though 
at first sight a little shy, and rather bnaqitif 
and even high with strangers, is the most 
generous and amiable of men ; and poor 
Sarah ! I 'm afiraid he '11 quite spoil her. 
My dear niece will be the happiest of wires." 

"God grant it ! " was repeated round and 
round by the family friends; but, not to 
Mr. Bradritaw's ear, in the hearty, boanding 
tones of belief and confidence. 

Alone with Sarah — his own — his beauti- 
ful — flying like the wind from Lndgate hill 
^no "hlUof deer" — without even "Aunt 
Bridget " to damp his joy through his morbid 
pride, Ranald was again the happiest of 

Sarah, in her honey-moon, once more re- 
sumed her Celtic stndies, and with less dread 
of Ranald's modes of punishment. Her 
murical talents were exerted in the way 
which best gratified hie national tastes, in- 
timately interwoven with his clan-vanity ; 
and though Ranald had an instinctive, sick 
loathing, or natural antipathy to the very 
boards of a book, (probably from belonging 
to a nation whose lUtraturt is oral,) on their 
evening strolls he liked to hear Sarah redte 
poetry, and incidentally tell those romantic, 
animating stories of love, and war, and chi- 
valry, vrith which her favourite reading had 
•0 richly stored her memory. Ranald, in 
ntum, could tell her those brave tales of his 
own country, and of his ancestors and kins- 
men, which for her had now an overpowering 
interest ; and as to poetry, he confidently 
assured her, all she knew of Spenser and 
Shakspere was nothing compared to the 
strains of his native muses ; bnt for these he 
referred her to Donald o/t^ Dirk, that wild 
enthusiast, the lonely dweller in the misty 
shieling, the haunted man, the nympholept, 
the seer, and bard, and deer-stalker — a cha- 
racter composed of purely Ossianic elements, 
terror, vagnmesa^ Bolitariness, desolation, and 
mystery- 



Had the Chief of Lodinaveen remained long 
enough under thb sweet and humaniring in- 
fluence, it might indeed have wrought that 
change on his nature which Aaron Hill had so 
sanguinely anticipated. Alone with his wif^ 
his mind was enlarged, his temper softened ; 
while be was spared those struggles vrith 
self-will, and ounces to his self-love, whioh 
must have ensued had his companion been 
less dear, or had there been but one spectator 
of their domestic intercourse. Ranald was 
shamed out of his habitual selfishness by the 
gentleness and unreserved and tender devoted- 
ness of his wife ; and he now tried to check, 
in her presence, his frequent transports of 
passion, both from the desire of retaining her 
esteem, and to spare her the pain and horror 
which her countenance betrayed when he 
showed degrading violence and bad temper to 
his servants and inferiors. 

Ranald, without bating one jot of his 
pride, b^an to have other notions of what 
belonged to manliness and personal dignity 
than the Highlands had taught him; and, 
though he still saw hut Mntly and through 
a haze, had he remuned longer in this calm, 
pure atmosphere of affection, the mists might 
have cleared away, and have left self-com- 
mand and propriety of feeling equal to the 
undeniable grace and spirit of his character. 
And ever as Ranald's brow cleared, Sarah's 
smile gKW brighter. Her looks were the 
truest index to his varying moods ; till the 
perilous excess of her devotion la a bMug 
so wilful and wayward, toon became her 
spirit's bane. 

Though Mr. Bradshaw still wished that 
bis daughter's happiness had been more 
wisely placed, and that her peace depended 
more on her own internal feelings than the 
humour of her husband, he learned to listen 
with greater patience, if not yet witit entire 
faith, when, ten days after her marriage, he 
had kissed bis Sarah's freshly-blooming 
cheek, and again heard his uster vaunt of 
ber niece's great, gnmd, and most felicitous 



While the heart, soul, and senses of the 
Chief thus held honeymoon in the citizen's 
suburban villa — a comparatively rare luxury 
for the London ritisens of those days — and 
while clan, country, and mother seemed for- 
gotten in the snules and endearments of his 
wife, a Tsiy different acene was pasnng in 
his paternal balls. 

Mr. Daniel Hossack, or "the Bhalie," 
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knew tlie trim of "the yoang Lurd" too 
well to have any fear that a marriage on 
whicli he had onoeMt his heart, or hia head — 
or, what waa «qni Talent to both, his soveieign 
will and pteasnie — would be broken off in 
defttence to Ni^itam Honaehd Buadh, merely 
in her maternal character. Bat the Engli^ 
&nuly might be more Mrapoloas ; and, where 
"a ready-money fortune" was at stake, 
which Daniel, ^rom his own panful calcnla- 
tiooa, Mt down, at the " least plack," for 
;Clfi,00O— ^rtiape ^20,000— hie imagination 
eren rose to ^90^000— it became him to be 
wary. Thia waa tomething different from 
the 500 iDsiks English, or 3000 ponnda Scots, 
which, abont that period, made a magnificent 
Highland dowery. 

Before the Chiefs letter was allowed to 
reach the castle, the Bhalie had made t<dera- 
bly sni« that the writer waa a married man. 
Like other sagadous penons^ Daniel had 
great futh in the hieach-healing adage, 
" That what is done cannot be ondone ; " 
horn which maxim he had long drawn the 
most consolatory part of his own philosophy. 
He oogbt, on twenty year^ experience, to 
have known, that what might lecondle an 
ordinary mind wonld only chafe and exas- 
perate the " Daughter of Red Duncan." 

The Irish priest, who was atUl an ooo»- 
sional kangeiHin abont the caatie, was at this 
time absent ; uid the Bhalie was ctannumded 
to open and read the tetters whidi he had 
bnraght. . It must have been not a little 
amuung to see the smirking and wriggling, 
and UTS of blandishment of the honest man, 
when, after due perusal, be pretended to 
discorer, as if for the first timc^ the impor- 
tant contents of the papen. Though the 
mind of this respectable functionary was as 
purely Lowland as on the day when he, in 
an evil hour, left the parish of Dron, his 
manners and langnage were now tinged with 
the ail of the mountains, and of a Chieftain's 

" Hoi 1 hoi 1 this is news for Beltane I — 
great joy to you, my lady — ay, and a fine 
grandson before the year be out, to transmit 
to the latest posterity the honoured name and 
race of Raonnll I and joy to yon, D«natd 
nam Bioiag ! and to all the Clan Raonnll, 
and tuqu^aiLgk unstinted, and a balefire to 
light the whole country this same night !" 

" Who made you the panegyristof the race 
of Raonnll X' cried the disdainful and stately 
lady — "stint homage and compliment that 
are not wanted of jon, and epe^ plainly — 
m, anet yma master has not intnuted his 



for hie mother's ean to a clansman's 
lips — read me those papen^ ay, every iota of 
them, at your peril — and make no comment." 

The Bhalie began with much the same 
ease, thoogh probably with much lesa grace 
than the dragoman, whose head must answer, 
not merely for Uie fidelity of his trandation, 
but for the contents of the despatch proving 
satisfactory to the capricious tyrant who 
commands his service. 

The Chieftslness soon nndentood that 
Ranald had found for himself the treasure 
for which she had long and vainly songht. 
Very difierent motives had guided their 
sesnh, and the estimation of the Talne of 
the prize might also be very difierent. While 
Master Hoeaack, pleading stupidity, pondered 
suitable Gaelic words and phrases that might 
aoAen the &cte which they conveyed, she 
cast in her mind what great clan families 
with marriageable maidens were then so- 
jounung in Londtm. Maoo all um wow de- 
graded himself, and confirmed the family 
stigma of gitiU and sycophancy by haunting 
"the Elector's" Court. ' Maclean of Dnait 
was in London, and the ciafty Lovat— cruel 
and cowardly, treacherous and fawning, even 
in youth— was also there, with nwdeu re- 
latives. These connexions boded no accesdon 
of nobility of spirit, bravery of heart, or 
beauty of person to the race of RaonnU. 
But, if they could not invigorate, neither 
could they greatly taint Uie line. 

The speculations of the lady were brought 
to an abrupt close, by the BhaUi hitting on 
a delicate, circumlocutory phrase, by whidi be 
choee to render the term, "a respectable 
man," which had — aa it yet has — no proper 
equivalent among a people who knew no 
middle classy nor any diaUnction of rank, 
save the bread one of the brave who led, and 
the faithful that followed. 

But with all his study, Hr, Hossack, as 
will sometimes happen to tiie most scrupulons 
trauslatoTs, was not happy in bis hits. The 
phraee lie used startled the Chieftainese. It 
waa the same very ambiguous, newly-framed 
epithet which she now usually applied to a 
person of mongrel breed, who, after peddling 
the north-western glens for many years, had 
set himself down " in a dealing way," in the 
ancient Cathedral city of Dornoch — that 
Palmyra of the North. Mr. Hoesack saw 
how it stood. "In for a penny, in for a 
pound," was hla maxim in certain acta, 
designated by the Scottiah law as something 
like''vitious intromiauon." It occurred to 
him at need. So with the Chiefs letter be 



,y Google 



310 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



mixed up his ovm priraU infoniutioD, (Uid 
raading off-Ioof, aa th« Soottiiih phrsae gow, 
he produced fint th« beauty, then mora 
boldly the/onmu, and finally batted up the 
goldmnith ; by this time InetinoUvely diairing 
nearer to the hall-door. 

When the whole truth, lo far beyond her 
fears or eonoeption, buret npon the mother 
of the Chief, instead of giving way to her 
uaual impetuous hurricane of paasion, ahe 
looked a* if she were TinUy changing to 
stone. Erery mueole beoame strained and 
rigid ; her face and Ups grew purpled and 
black, her hands clenched with frightful 
epasms, and she staggered and fell. Thie 
wa* eomething far more appalling than the 
fire-streak on the brow, and UlB dilated 
nostril heaving and falling like a bellow! — 
an ordinary expression of Celtic wrath with 
which Hr. Hossaclt had long been quite 
familiar. The Bhalie was at hit wits' end ; 
he fumbled about for the fleam with whieh 
he occasionally performed the operation of 
phlebotomy, eometimee aa the cattle, and 
sometimee on the fainting fair of the race of 
Raonull, and would have tried to open a 
vein, even at the same riek with which a 
European surgeon saTea the life of the Sul- 
tan's favourite ; but he was warded off by 
Donald of the Dirk. 

The kinsman, the champion, knelt by the 
rigid, death-struck frame of the lady, holding 
his dirk over her body, and breathing sounde 
In that dark and figurative language which 
Highlanders call "deep Oaelie" and which 
only their bards and eenacbles understood or 
could use — the mystical language of Pagan 
ritee, and of the wildeat poetry. 

Though very imperfectly comprehended, 
those solemn rows of a deep and Bpeedy Ten- 
geance chilled the marrow In the bonea of the 
native of the civilized Lowland parish of Dron. 
He remained rooted to the spot in rery terror. 
It seemed as if, even wMIe sense and life were 
suspended, the spirit of the Chleftalneis held 
communion with her clansman, and was ap- 
peased by Ills fell vow and horrible purpose. 
She began to move, and Donald of tha JHrk 
bore her to a lattice at the upper end of the 
hall, the only aperture, tare the ever open 
door, by which air or light was admitted. 
The breeze played freely on her bated temples 
and throat — the cool, freah, evening breeze 
that came dancing over the heathy mountains 
and aromatic pastures across the waters of 
Lwhnaveen. She opened her eyes. 

" That Beelzebub'a homily has done her 
more good than a pithy prayer from an 



ordained minister would a Lew-coontiy 
Christian gentlewoman," thought Hr. Hoe- 
sack. — " Hoi, hoi ; — out with the tteiw dftti, 
Donald j — that's the teisMirs to cut the lace* 
of Nlghean Donachd Ruadh's boddice, when 
die take* a womanly dwaim, or fit o' tha 
mother. Give her aimello' the red blood on 
yonr reeking dirk, lad — thafs the scent-bottle 
to rouae my lady. — Ooh, sire, that a native 
of a Christian landward parish should have 
lived in a heathen, howling wilderness, with- 
out law or gospel, for a whole generation ! 
If my aonl be laved, after all, I'm sure it's 
by a narrow chance. — If Hr. Bradshaw but 
only needed a steady olerk or book-keeper, 
who writes a legible hand, though a tliought 
stiff : — but, like the patriarch's, my flocks 
and my herds have had the blessing of in- 
crease even in this Laban-4ervitode : — and 
what ken I but that this wretched Sodom i* 
spared for the sake of the one righteous. — 
But what now ? Lord have mwoy upon 
ual" 

The scene and the gronp which the Low- 
land Bhalie contemplated, if hia fiightened 
stare oould be csll«d contemplation, was not 
a Httle atriking. 

He stood near the middle of the great hall 
of the castle, a long, narrow, and dusky 
apartment : the maselve walls, arched roof, 
and mdely-paved floor of which were in the 
same nigged, naked, and desolate state that the 
Lowland masons had left them two centuriea 
before. One side of the hail was nearly 
filled by a huge fiie-pUce ; opposite were 
several dark apertures, leading to chunberfl 
and stali^cases. A long oaken table occu- 
pied the middle of the apartment; and 
planks of the same wood, covered with the 
skins of wild animals, and placed on roots of 
trees, dng from the neighbouring mosaes, 
served as seats. The decorations of Raonoll's 
hall were skeins, battle-axes^ broad-swords, 
tai^ete, pistols, and dirks ; as if, on passing 
the disarming act, the hall of the Chief had 
been ohosen for the armoury oi his clan : 
deer-ekins, enormous antlers, and other sylvan 
trophies, formed the secondary ornaments of 
the apartment ; and a huddle of roots of 
trees, lying In one comer, either fcnmed eup- 
plementary seats at grand banquets, or fuel, 
as gueete and circumstances demanded. 
Nothing oould have appeared, to an English- 
woman, more rude and comfortless, or unlike 
all ehe imagines of a honu, than this interior. 

The charm of the festal hall lay without. 
It was the eye of a glorious prospect, and one 
which, above all others that the sun beheld 
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in hifl txmim, wum«d tlw blood, and flrad 
die Bpirit of Uia nee of RmuuII. Fiom Qtt 
low, «rdied, taxnw door, as hj the glati of 
* NTened telaaoope, the eye wu led through 
the intricate conYolatioiiB of a femted, 
hilly ridge, upwards and onwaida, wider and 
fiuiher, till lost in a magnificent perspectiTe 
of the cones, peaks, aud haiy sonunlla that 
Toae elretohing along the western horlson, 
and floating in etherial light. 

The prospect afforded by the hif h-pUced 
lattice, at the other aztiemity of the hall, 
was mon confined, and quite different In cb^ 
rscter. The Castlo stood on a promiMitory of 
LochnsTeen ; and this lattice bad, probably, 
been constmoted to give a view of the moon- 
tain pass acTMs that lake, by whloh the 
itreng country of Raonoll eonid alone be 
approached from the sontb-east, wbether by 
friend or foe. The Castle stood on the north- 
wast bank of the lake, which here narrowed 
to about the e^hth of a mile. Almost nnder 
the walla was a strsggHng hamlet, and a 
ferrying place. Bat none of these objects 
ooold be seen till the spectator thmst his 
head out of this diziylng lattice ; thongh 
from within he might see, high aaro« the 
lake, the " Rock of the OatheriDg" hanging 
over the stnpendoas pass, whLoh bon a 
Gaelic name, signi^dng " the steps of brave 
men." Thongh bat of the nkoderate altitnde 
of three hundred feet, this cliff, springing 
sheer from the lake, over which it threw 
lurid shadowy looked tremendously high. 
At this hour, the heather and breokans, 
waving on its ledge, might be seen traced 
against the clear, cool amber sky, like the 
minute fibres of plants in a kortut whom. 
The first fsiiit stars now twinkled like glow- 
worms over and among the sprays, — the bine 
evening smokes of a hamlet, of only five 
cabins, hanging in a hollow of the " Bock 
of the Gathering," as tiie cloudlets ellmbed 
the higher ledgee and gracefnlly etepl and 
twined throi^ tnu^ and ollff, gave a cha- 
racter of extreme softness to the Bene. 
Standing in the middle of the hall, a spee- 
tatoT might have fancied that he oonld 
shake hands vrith the glri, tn that atr-hnng 
hamlet, who was now milking her goala aud 
ringing a Gaelic channt, sweetly in nniaon 
with the breatiiings of the nnseen lake 
below, whose little summer waves panted 
and lipped against the Castle walls, Uke an 
infant In bUssfal dreams of its mother's 

It woa on this quiet seene that the eyes of 
the Chieftoinese opened while the clansman, 



who roppwted her, whispered in her ear 
words of mysterious and dreadful meaning. 

The famUy which originally possessed this 
hamlet of the CHatik on dMot, or the " dnsky 
hollow," was oiM of high ranown and trust, 
even among the fomllin of the Duine-umala, 
at " men of note," of the tribe. Their place, 
as keepets of the pass, had been one of great 
importance in fMmer times ; and " the 
keepers of the heart of Saonull," or of " the 
gates of Raonull," as they were called, still 
held apart, and looked down with pride on 
the oommon Inbabltanta of the other villages 
in the glen. 

It was to tills hamlet, on which she opened 
her eyee, that iW^Aeoti Doitaeiid Buadh now 
addresaed hersetf in the style of passionate 
adjuration peeuliar to her people. 

" Keepers of the heart of Raonull, have 
ye slumbered on your rock 1 dwellers in the 
dueky eerrei. Is It thus ye hold your trust? 
Have ys not sworn, that only wading in 
yonr bloed, and your children's blood,— that 
only treading on your bodies, and your chil- 
dren's bodies, riiould the hated Saxon gain 
the halls of Raonull ? Brings the dark- 
haired girl diagrace less foul than the red- 
handed man I" 

At this time, Mr. Hoasaek muttered, * She's 
clean aff the hooks — lost her links — fairly 
demented — tint the amall grip o' common 
sense she ever had, or ever used, save to be a 
permitted sconrge to' a' that speak broad 
lowlands, and have the fear o* either law or 
gospel before their eyes. As if the folk o' 
Okteh (M tMeli kenn'd ony thing about Miss 
Bradshsw's marriage: — they ken about 
ke^ng, At an auld sang, the best grazing 
in a' the glens o* Lochnaveen though, — 
where. In a dropping summer, the herbi^e 
qnfaigs np the recks wltii a pile like vel- 
vet, and aa rich a clover as sawn grass I' 
the Carse." 

Hie Bhalle wonld have seized this happy 
minute te have renewed a favourite pro- 
posal — summarily to eject tha " keepers of 
RamuU^ heart" from their rich grazings : 
bat the flashing eyes of the lady drove 
blwi cowering back ; and the eonrage which 
he had that erenlng reinforced by an extra 
otMMi of usya rfawj 'ft, the "golden water" of 
the HigfihuiderB, ag^ ebbed down Into 
his boee. 

miongfa the Bhalie bod stood the swarthy 
fire of those eyes fbr tvrenty years, he 
could not yet teU vriiether they were per- 
manently md, green, or gray, or a change, 
fnl mixture of all these hoes ; opal-coloured. 
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like the ChiefB temper, they probably were, 
hut hright and wild a« the Eicon's. 
Nigi«m J>oiuiehd JHuadA had the pale 
golden hair, the bright, though darkly- 
freckled complexion and decided features of 
her family ; the month and chin wanted the 
delicacy and beauty of Ranald's, -bnt, to 
make amenda, the forehead waa more ex- 
panded and nobler ; there woa more breadth 
between the eyet ; the same powerful frown 
was there, but no scowl, no pent-houae 
glance eent from under lowering brows. 
Beude« the chameleon colour of her eyes, 
the ChieftaiuetB presented anotber riddle to 
her Lowland retainer. Her cast-off jnpea 
and petticoats were not a hair'a-breadth 
too deep for her fastar-ueter Marseley, the 
daughter of Black John Gow. Now, Har- 
aeley was but an ordinary-used female, 
and the coif of N^haan Dtmaehd Ruadh 
looked, in her raooda of pasmon, as if it 
could have rustled against Aldebaran. Her 
head was set on her shoulders with the air 
which a sculptor of genius might have 
given to a Boadicea : here was the key to 
that secret of commanding stature inex- 
plicable to Master Hossack. 

The Highland tribes, whateTer may be 
sud of their origin, have evidently a 
strangely-mixed physiognomy, though pecu- 
liar features and complexions run in the 
great clan-familiee. The clansman who 
stjil snpported the Chieftainess, was of that 
age when a man of sorrow may say " his 
way of life has fallen into the sear and 
yellow leaf," though his actual yeats should 
contradict the statement. The face of Donald 
of the Dirk had been withered and burnt 
— burnt and withered to the tanned hue 
of an Indian hunter. It was still a coun- 
tenance which, under other circumstances, 
would have been called " highly intel- 
lectual." His small, finely-shaped head, 
covered with thick-set cnris of the blackest 
hair, the dark, bright, deep-set eyes, and 
delicately chiselled features, looked like the 
Arab or Moorish race ; so did the light, 
spare, and lithe form, of which the slender- 
nesa, approaching to leanness, probably toolr 
from the real height. At this moment, he 
towered far above his ordinary lounging 
stature, as, listening to his Chieftainess, his 
eyes emitted that wild unearthly sparkle, 
which his clansmen attributed to hie myste- 
rious gifts, his power over the unseen world, 
and frequent supernatural communings with 
beings not of earth ; and the Bhalie, more 
rationally, to an incipient frenzy, "nursed 



in solitude, with idle liiymes, Satan's owtt 
pride, and thin, muttouleBS breeham." 

The adjuration of the Chioftainess to the 
n^Ugent "Keepers of the heart" was but 
the momentary aberration of an excited 
brain. She now runed her imprecations 
and threats of vengeanoe, in that shadowy 
deep language, which made the heart of one 
an^tor quaU in terror, and the spirit of the 
other glow and thrill in sympathy ; now 
stretching her hands towards tiie " Rock of 
the Gathering," to the lake, the mountains:, 
and the moors, with frantic yet solemn ges- 
ture ; and in wild, trapassioned, and untrans- 
Uteable words, she called npon them, as if 
living tliingB, to avenge, as they had wit- 
nessed, her wrongs and sorrows ; to roll over, 
to fall upon, and hide, with their waters and 
their cliffs, her ungrateful and degenerate 

The twilight had deepened into gloom, 
as the Chiefttunesa stooped to the clansroui, 
who knelt before her, and muttered some 
dark spell over the naked dirk which he held 
up. He kissed it solemnly ; and, instead of 
returning the weapon to its sheath, placed it 
naked in bis bosom, as if it were henceforth 
set apart and consecrated to some high pur- 
pose. And he still knelt, while, word by 
word, he solemnly repeated — his clasped 
hands fast lacked in both of hers — a deep 
and thrilling oath of vengeanoe ; and then, 
without another word, Donald of the Dirk 
passed out of the hall-door, and disap- 
peared, like a ghost, in the gloom. The 
lady also retired. 

"So they have taken their Satan's sac- 
rament before my veiy eyesl" soliloqnited 
the Bhalie. " Lord preserve my senaes I but 
a tai^barrel has been worse bestowed ere 
now, than on a certain lady who, for good 
reasons, shall be nameless I Does the har- 
dened woman mean to murder her ain bum ! 
Infantidde by the statute, but that Ranald's 
major. But what kens she, or what carea 
she, for gospel law, or statute law, or oanon 
law ! Or do they mean to strike fang into 
the boBom of the young, innocent Southron 
lassie, and the fortune, it's very like, depend- 
ing, except the courtesy, on the birth of an 
heir, or else returning to the Bradshaw 
family tatisi quotie*. Lord direct me aright 
this night 1 But I'll raise the braes ; VU 
send an express to Duncan Forbe^ — if not 
at Culloden, he'll be about Buncbrew, plant- 
ing sticks. Is blood to be spilt, and gold to 
be thrown from us, without saying, 'Wi' 
your leave,' or 'by your taavef 
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With this bold determinadon, the Bhalie 
waa hobbling off when recalled by the voice 
of the lady. She had now adjusted her 
head-gear — her atteudaot had rolled back 
those Btreuning locks, dishevelled in ber 
madness ; and, from a franzied sibyl she had 
sunk into an angiy, violent woman. The 
symptom was faToorable ; and the Bialu 
took fresh courage. Her questioning had 
hitherto been brief ; now she poured forth 
inquiries in floods ; and, when theae were 
satisfied, the Bhalie offered to throw in a 
word of hia-own. "With your good leave, 
])onoured and noble lady," he Mid, bowing, 
bat retiring backwards, " the Saxon gentle- 
man who is to 1» the honoured and worthy 
father-in-law of 3fae Mie Aoonutf being a 
worker in gold, and fashioner in silrer, 
which ore, as we say, the lordly, being the 
preeioDS metals — " 

"Peace, dog of a Saxon! — dog, and son 
of a dog ! — ^m yonr sordid spirit has this 
wretched lioy imbibed that greed of gold 
which made him first forsake his country, 
and next barter his honour for a tinker's 
pelf! Peace, ^dn ! greedy kite," The 
Bhalie, who was attempting to speak, bowed, 
and wai mute. 

" Laachlan Gow," she continued, " the 
blackened man, toiling and sweating in yon- 
der forge, by the banks of Lochnaveen — he 
yonder, whoae ancestors have, in this vale, 
for four hundred years, fastuoned brave wea- 
pons for the hands of braver men, — sons of 
Roonnll — how mnch nobler a bride for the 
■ea of JV^Ieon DoHaeM Bvadh were that 
poor man's child than the mongrel brood of 
this Saxon C&ird I" 

" Oich I oich I oich !" mattered the BhaUe, 
but dissent openly he durst not ; and, with 
a little pardonable hypocrisy, he left the 
lady to constrne his exclama'Uon into regret 
for Ranald's degeneracy if she so chose. 
But again, ere he was gone, the clansman 
entered, equipped and anned like a High' 
land 2>uiti»-iiatal, or man of distinction, 
when he travelled in those times. 

"The devil ever speeds his own block 
errand," thought the Bhalie, talcen by sur- 
prise, wliile tile lady proudly turned &om 
him, as if ashamed to be seen by her kins- 
man in conference with one so sordid and so 
low. " There he b full rigged out already, 
pistol and dirk. Oich, oich, oich." 

" trae-hearted Donhuil ! that never yet 
foiled me," cried the Chieftainess^ as if dis- 
daining to conceal what she held not merely 
ft lawful, but a noble purpose. "Forth, 



brave kinsman ! remember the name ] 
bear, the blood which yon share in honour 
or in shame, with Mae Mie RaomtU. 
Nigh*an Donachd Ruadh't command your 
warrant for every deed. Prevent, at all 
perils, this foul alliance ; yet" — and for the 
first tjme her voice foltered — "remember 
that Ranald, wretehed boy — is your Clan's 
Cliief — is the only son of his mother I" 

" And a pretty wolf-dam he hoe of her," 
thought the Bhalie, who now purposely 
lingered, to glean all the intelligence possible. 
" But, if all the broad pieces in the old hose 
go for it, and that's the safest Royal Bank 
of Scotiand that I wot of in Lodmaveeu — 
my man shall reach London first. — ' A 
ready-money fortune 1' That may plaster 
all sores. The woman may come to her 
senses, and thank me yet. At all rates, I 
must instantiy send the curragh and cobble 
to the QlaA an dutch side of the loch ; and 
if I put a graybeard of lugvebaugh under old 
Bchan on J3atan't care — hang their Gaelic 
names, I cannot mow-band them in thirty 
years — it will go hard with Echan's honesty 
but he start the bung and pres; — that will 
seal honest Hector in the land of Nod till 
morning, if Nigham Donaehd Jtuadh herself 
screech the 'gathering' in his lug — and give 
my red-shanked Caithness gillie a tiur start ; 
and then do your best, Donald, my man, 
there will be whipping o' cadgers ere ye 
croaa the Spey. And ye will have to 
mumble your Pagan Paternosters, before 
starting, at the anid ruckle o' stanes ye call 
the ' Druid's Clactxan,' over the rotten banes 
o' your ancestors, no doubt — a part which 
ye call a buiying-gronnd — though there's 
not a decent four-walled grave-yatd, where 
a Christian corp could lie in peace, in hope 
of a joyful resnrrectian, in the hundied- 
mile-bounds o' your wild country. ' Poor 
ignorant, uncivilized heathens ! uid as full 
o' pride as the nut is o' the kernel ; and 
that I need not^say, for I ne'er saw a sweet, 
well-filled nut nnoe I left the Iranny holms 
o' Dron." 

Such was the soliloquy of Hr. Daniel 
Hossack, as he wended at a round pace 
down to the ferry-house. One part of his 
rvte succeeded to a wish. " Echon of the 
boat' swallowed tugiubaagh to his heart's 
content, and took the exact care of the gray- 
beard which the politic Bhalie had antici- 
pated. 

A nnlster-lookiug Caithneea lad, a foreign 
mercenary, whom the Blialie horbonred, 
was on that night Echan's last passenger ; 
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and hs wa« now up the psM, and bodm 
milM over th« moon. 

Tbe Bhalie, stotioned at the dooi' of his 
own snag cottage, chuckled to hear the war- 
pipe and the aniall pipe, and the daugtatera 
of Raonull *kiri In ohorua a rmdUt in ths 
dull ean of drunk Echan, in whom "the 
golden wateni" had proved a mingled 
draught of Helicon and Lethe. Nighean 
DonacM ihiadk would at onoe have ordered 
a bullet or two to be sent acroM tbe lake, 
but that she knew this leaden meiaenger, 
though it might make Echan's iltep aounder, 
would not bring ovei the curragh. The 
Bhalie's triumph at thna getting the start 
of the Man of the Dirk, which he, boweyer, 
confined to bit own boaom with pmdenoe 
and modesty, waa complato. 

Well he knew bow the piomlie of gold 
in bandfule would Btilog the ^«wa of hii 
menenger ; but ha reckoned not of the 
nobler motjvea which impelled Donald of 
the Dirk. No obstacle could delay — no 
difficulty deter the clanaman. He had 
visited the gravel of bis aoeeaton, a eeie- 
mony never forgotten, even on commencing 
shorter and less perilous journeys than that 
which lay before him. It was whiqtered 
in the hamlet, with pale cheeks and bated 
breath, that he must alw have held a 
darker meeting, wbiob no other man might 
•hare and live. Strange tales were ever 
whispered of Donald ; but he had no eon- 
fidant save one. Nighea* Donaehd Snadk 
knevr that her kinsman had, from about 
the age of eighteen, been haunted by a 
beautiful female, or Spirit that BMUmed a 
woman's shape ; the Egeria of the solitary 
hunter, — who sometimee ** made a ranshino 
in the shady place," but more frequently 
thickened ite gloom, to his pertiirlNd and 
melancholy spirit. 

At timee the Chieftaineas was disposed to 
entertain the theory of her functionary of 
Dron, — that the fdr and myaterions appari- 
tion which swayed tiie mind of her kinsman, 
was the creation of a distempered, but poetical 
fancy ; of aolltude and thin potations ; and, 
at other times, this wild mystery enhanced 
to her imagination the lofty and enthunastio 
character of DonhuU Nam Biodmg ; and Mr. 
Hoseack was peremptorily ordered to be for 
ever ulent upon what no cold-blooded Saxon 
could hope to comprehend. 

Donald had taken leave of the Cliieftdnesa 
in the circle of Druid's stones, the burial- 
place of their common anoeitors. He had 
retired from her prasenoe as may the mes- 



sesgei of f ate fnm the aadienee of an Baaiem 
despot ; and he now stood alone on a jutting 
cliff, near the place where the ferry-boats 
were usually moored. 

"Ay.my lad, ye may just reet ye," thought 
the BhaUe, eyeing him from a distance, 
" unless the Oailieaek-dh^-jflati whiA ye o' 
on her broomstick, if she has such an a 
oommodation. No doubt she must have 
been flying scraichisg about the auld walla 
and bunkers o' the castle last night foreteUing 
the dreadful misfortune of the clan, in getting 
A Christian, Southron lass with a good todier, 
for their lady. Spirits and ghost* are aa 
plenty here as autd wives and bairns in the 
townend of a Lowland dachan. And, as I 
shall answer, if he la not atrlpping to swim I 
The da'il aye apeeds hie un pela. Amphiliioui 
bmtes [ — How he takes the water, like an 
otter or aseaigh, — with his hml eitata on 
his baok ! " 

Donald of the Dirk went to avert tbe 
iluune of hi* Chief; or, that too late, to 
redeem the hooonr of his clan. The task to 
which he was devoted waa holy In his eyea, 
— what oonld retard its perfonnaDoeT Uka 
tbe page in the fine old ballad, 

Wlwo In HUM to mUn* Baw, 

Uq bent bis boT, and ivam; 
And vben he cain« Id emsfi growing, 

Bai don hit fwt isd ns. 

It was almort literally in thu manner that 
Donald of the Dirli, in an incredibly ^ort 
lime, performed a journey of above six 
hundred miles ; and, in the early dawn of 
the day when the Chief and bis young wife 
were to be presented at court, for which 
purpose Sarah had already oome to town 
from Richmond, the clansman stood alone in 
the pictured hall of Hr. BradAaw's honse, 
in Lndgate Hill. 

Dcnaldof the Dirk wasDonudered a moody 
and lingular charaoter even among bis own 
tribe. Though the bravest of the brave, the 
first man of his name, in tbe emphatic ss 
in which the term is understood by a i 
of warriors and buntera, the wildering super- 
stition, of which he was the slave, and t 
unhappy ineidenta of his eariy days, had 
long made the olanaman eeaae to mingle 
social life. For months togetiier he wonM 
not onoo descend to the hamlets in the gl«n% 
save, perhaps, to attend the obsequiea of m 
elder of his tril>e ; or, if driven into social 
interoouTsa by the seveHty of the seasons, 
the fint dokly amile of eady spring, the 
first ohurm of a brown moorland bird, or 
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th« emerald moM growing tsllow in tba ■nni 
of February, wu to him the welcome dgnal 
of retreat. 

It wae, however, Teiy well underatood 
atnong his coimtrymen, that Donald of the 
Dirk " was never lees alone than when 
alone," though in a very different senie from 
the phtloeopher who flret used the phrase. 
The cause which had first estranged the 
hunter from all Interest in life, was melan- 
choly, and not soon to be overcome. In a 
moment of passion he had rashly stabbed a 
fine youth, his beloved foster-brother, who, 
though of the lower claM, had been his 
chosen companion on the hill and on the 
lake ; and who, for many a night, on thair 
banting exouraions, had shared his plaid 
and Itia heather pallet, nnder the open sky. 
To this frenzy of passion he had been irritated 
hy the light-hearted youth rallying him on 
the delicate subject of that Biystorioua and 
capricious mistress of the Hist, who often, 
at midnight, It was said, snminoned the 
hunter from his ooncta, to follow her to the 
wild. 

Before Donald of the Dirk liad sormonnted 
the shock of this rash action, he snstsined 
what he considered the deeper misfortune, 
of being the cause of death to a beautiful 
child, to which he had become fondly attached, 
and which showed for him equal fondness. 
His little playmate had sprung from his 
aims into the lake, and infant life was 
instantly extinguished. lu the agony of 
his despair at this catastrophe, the unhappy 
man, his mind already shattered, conceived 
the idea tltat he was a predestined homicide, 
the doomed destroyer of all he loved the best. 
It was then that he withdrew nearly alto- 
gether from society. 

"A Man, an Infant, a Woauml" was 
the fearful climax of predestined crime which 
haunted his imagination. A third time must 
his hand he imbrued In blood before bis 
guilty soul was required of him. He heard 
of the marriage of his Chief with a Saxon 
maiden, and trembled to know hia destined 

The art with which the deer-stalker con- 
trived to obtain Information of the movements 
of his Chief, and to gain access to the honse 
of Mr. Bradshaw, was more sorprlslng In a 
man of his habits, than all his previous 
exertions and privations on his journey 
southward. The circumstance of Sarah 
being left alone for one night appeared 
peculiarly propitious, though his unscmpu- 
lous devotion would not have shrunk from 



the deed he meditated had the UHmbled 
world been his witness, and hi* judge. 

The chamber which Sarah oocupied was 
very targ« for the dze of the dwelling, and 
it was richly, though somewhat anciently 
furnished. It had been the apartment fitted 
up for her beautiful Venetian ancestress ; 
and the pictures and old'fashioned filagree 
silver-framed mirrora remained from those 
days, when a city lady's chamber waa also 
her boudoir, or drawing-room. 

The draperies of the bed were thrown 
adde, on aoconnt of the heat, which flushed 
the usual pale rose-tint of Sarah's cheek to 
a rich orimson, and gava exqninte efl«ot 
and relief to the deep, dark eye-lash, which 
lay as If delicately pencilled on its surface. 
One ride of the face was sunk on the pillow; 
but by this the delicate profile was only tlia 
more perfecUy defined. The laced night- 
dress, ruffled up about the boMm, had slipped 
off from the naked shoulder, and the littie 
hand, on which was proudly worn Sarah's 
most valued ornament, her wedding-ring, 
flnng carelessly out, lay half-sunk in the 
dlken quilt. The sU^t figure altogether 
scarce dinted tha downy sur&M, of which it 
occupied »o narrow a space. Sarah lay thns 
smiling and murmuring in the slumber of 
happy dreams. In which she hneled that, 
mermaid-like, she floated, now in summct^ 
seas, now among the bright water-lilies of a 
lechan, far away among Ranald's hills — 

" A mirror in tlw daptlu of tavmrj ihalvM," 
a scene of enchantment which he had often 
described to her, and where he had promised 
to build her a summer shieling. It was a 
thrice happy dieam. Now she plunged into 
the cool, green depths of the leehan, re- 
appearing nnder the trailing birch-sprays that 
ruffled the glassy surfaoe — now darted in 
cbaae of the little white-breasted water-birds 
that dimpled the wave on which they brooded, 
or wandered away into those tangled Island 
thickets where the roe couched with her 
twin fawns. 

On this dream, made up of every Image 
of beauty and fascination that hannted the 
sleeper's wakening thoughts, stole the pre- 
meditated assassin — his step more rilent and 
stealthy than ever was that witii which he 
tracked the red deer on MaamTamar. Higher 
animal courage than that whieh nerved the 
clansman never warmed man's blood ; yet 
his raised and partially disordered Imagina- 
tion was often conflicting with his phyrical 
firmness. He was the melancholy and 
imaginative native of a semi-barbarous and 
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supentitiow country, of wUeh even the 
Teligion wu sUll a wild mlxtoie of Drnidiuu 
nith the Paguium of ancient ScandinAvia, 
uid the darkeet foniii of Popery. The 
Cliief, and a few of hii kinamea, were now, 
indeed, nominally of the Befomud faith ; 
but this had wtooght small (jiai^e, either 
on their practice or their creed ; and eren 
to the slight change, Donald of the Dirk had 
not acceded. 

The Dfkrk Dieamer, ae he wu often named, 
was the centre of a wozld of hia own, t, world 
peopled by phantasnu and ahadowa. He 
had learned to give the roar of the cataract, 
and the whispering of the wind among the 
reeds of the lake, or its rooaning sobs, as it 
swept over the heath, a living and articulate 
Toice ; and to shape from the rainbow and 
the mist, according to his preTEUJlng mood, 
forms of mystery, of terror, or of beauty. 

To the higher productions of the fine 
arts, the deer-stalker was almost an entire 
stranger, and in stealing along the dim-lighted 
passages of Mr. BradEbaVs dwelling, the 
tall, ghost-like, sculptured figores which he 
encountered, and tbs pictures, obscurely seen, 
yet starting from the canvass in the attitudes 
and hues of life, took, in his working brain, 
a strange and wilderiog character, hovering- 
between that mystic ideal and gloomy reality, 
to which his spirit ever quailed. Still he 

It was mfleeted in a large mirror, and by 
the light of a night-taper, that Donald of 
the Dirk first beheld the couch of hia inno- 
cent and unconscious victim. The air of 
serene repose, the deep and holy tranquillity 
that breathed around the lovely viNon softly 
pictured in the gloss, could not fail to toudi 
any heart allied to so exalted an imagination 
as that which made the bane of the High- 
lander. " Was this Ranald's low-bom bride, 
— this shadowy being, so ethereal in her 
loveliness^ — and was it into Paradise that 
he had stolen to do a mnrderer's work 1 " 

The refiec^ons which crowded on the 
clansman's remorseful and perturbed mind, 
though they shook, could not change his 
rowed purpose. He gaud more intently 
into the mirror ; and now, most wonderfal I 
distant, dim, and hazy, gradually rising 
beyond the sleeper's couch, yet seeming to 
hover above it, was revealed the beautiful, 
unearthly, and almost impalpable being, that 
from youth had haunted his solitude ! — not 
such as she flashed upon him in midnight 
darkness; not the bright, eudden, glandng 
apparition, half seen at noon-day ; nor yet 



such as when she mysteriously gathered form 
from the mist or the moonl^ht: another 
she seemed, and yet the same, throned on 
clouds and stars, enshrined in glories, teqilen- 
dent in power and majesty, yet bending 
downvrarda those meek, veiled eyea^ with a 
humility so touching. In her arms, and 
around her head, a thonsand and a thousand 
times repeated, was the same cherub face, — 
the very foce of the lovely infant he had 
deatioyed! Quivering in every limb and 
nerve, ihe Highlander sank on his knees. 

Though this mysterious vision shook his 
mind, it could not long qneli his courage. 
The clansman knew enough of civilixed life, 
to be aware that he had looked into a mirror. 
The prominent figure which gleamed there, 
— his own, — worn and haggard as it now 
looked, was yet the same he had so oft«m seen 
reflected in softer lines, and fairer hues, on 
the waters of Lochnaveen, and in the " Foun- 
tain of Peace." He rose, and firmly and 
cabniy turned round, gaung intently on 
every ude. The Madonna he had seen re- 
flected in the mirror, and which hung behind 
Sarah's bed, was another portrait of the 
Tenetian lady, whose beauty had been her 
husband's pride, and a study to all the con- 
temporary artists, who had painted her in 
every form, 

The movements of the sleeper, disturbed 
by the faint noise unconadoualy heard, had 
made the curtains of the bed drop from the 
quilt, and they now concealed the pictare 
which bad received life and motion only 
from indistinct viuon, and the superstitions 
excitement of a bewildered mind. Donald 
of the Dirk gaaed on the spot where the 
reality of the mirrored image should have 
been seen, as if his soul would have escaped 
by his eyes. Nothing waa visible but the 
draperies of the curtains, falling in rich 
folds. He drew a long, relieving breath ; he 
grasped the dagger, which had never left his 
breast since he had received it &om the hand of 
Nightan DoHOchd Rnadh ; he looked down on 
the sleeper ; dke had turned her head round, 
so as to expose her front, face and neck. 
God ! here agun was the same image, the 
mysterious being that, through long years 
had haunted him, moving, breathing, flushed 
with rosy life, the bride of Mas Mie 
RaewUI 

It was by a strong effort of eelf-command 
that the half-maddened clansman restrained 
himself from crying aloud in his agony and 
distraction. Was he haunted and mocked 
by a demon T-r-or was the Saxon bride of 
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Ranald, indeed, BotM teat creature, the ekrth- 
bom TepreeentatiTe of that ^et lorelier dst«r- 
^irit ever with him in Bolitude 1 H« Ktamed 
the dirk to hia breast, inwardly excliuming, 
" I cannot alay her ! " Then flashed on hie 
mind hia solemn aonl-plight — hie predestined 
oiime. Hie impnlae was instant flight The 
cUnnnBn drew the wedding-ring from the 
■lender finger it encircled, and rushed from 
the chamber. 

Two honre later, Stephen Bull, the staid 
elderly butler of Hr. Bradahaw, waa horrified 
to find the hoU door nnbolted, and a sky- 
light of the lumber-gftTiet open. He, how- 
ever, counted hie spoons, — a dnty in which 
he was at least as puuetnal as in saying his 
prayers, — found all right, and wisely kept 
the discoveiy to himself. 

This was a busy rooming in Hr. Brad- 
Shaw's household. The Chief arrived early 
from Richmond to attend his wife to the 
royal drawing-room. He had that morning 
seen Hr. Daniel Hoseock's special messenger, 
and drawn the most nnfavonrable auguriee, 
both from the B&aH^t hasty epistle, and the 
roan's confused and exaggerated intelligence. 
He was, therefore, in bod epirits, and got 
mto bad hnmonr, on receiving a diplomatic 
note from the secretary of Sir Robert Wal- 
pole, his jKtfron, advising him against appeal^ 
ing at conrt in the H inland garb, which he 
had got a previous license to assume, and 
which digiplayed his fine person to so great 
advantage, and had been prepared for this 
appearance without regard to expense. 

He first r«sdved in a pet not to go to court 
at all ; bnt to hare been received in courtly 
rirclco, even in the "Elector's" court, wiUi 
his lo»-bom wifa, gave a certain idat to the 
alliance, in those sordid times ; and the intro- 
duction to St. James's might facilitate, to 
Saiab, an entranoe into the drcles of Castle 
Donnie and Dnnrobin, and the other northern 
petty courts. He therefore sought his wife 
in her chamber, to inform her how the hours 
went, and to wish her good-morrow. 

Sarah had not been many minutes awake 
ere she missed hei wedding ring. In haste 
and alarm, with fond and womanly super- 
stition, she searched her chamber. It was 
no where to be seen ; yet she could have 
sworn that she wore it when she went to 
rest on the preceding ni^t. 

Bnt the moruiug won fast away. — Sarah 
was compelled to abandon her search, and 
dress for her appearance at Court, and liie 
was thoB occupied when her hiuA>and come 
In. 



It was with a glow of really affecUonato 
admiration that Ranald found his wife attired 
for the first time in the costume of hia clan 

and country, in which she looked, not merely 
a beantiful young woman, but to him most 
interestingly lovely, as hues of tenderness 
and pride chased each other over the face 
that beamed and blnshed with joy in hit 

" I wish my mother could see you this 
morning, Sarah." 

" Would aha think me worthy to wear her 
tartan, Ranald!— That kind wish, — it is 
indeed praiee. I was half-afrud, as you did 
not bid me assume this garb, that I was too 
presumptuous, — that I was not grand enough, 
— Hi^iiand enough : " — and the wife of a 
month hetitated in revealing her fears, from 
a too punful anxiety about their cause. 

" Grand enough, simpleton ! — and Higk- 
land enough, you will become. — Are you 
not the wife of Mae Mic Raonvll f " 

In her secret than^ts, Sarah chose rather 
to consider herself the wife of Ranald. 

"I know which will be the faireet cheek 
the grisly Hanoverian will lip to-day. 

"Ranald I ourgracioua Protestant King !" 

" Yes, even your gracious Protestant King," 
returned Roniild, laughingly. 

He had now half-fo)^otten his chagrin, and 
he aatdated in arranging in proper form the 
light tartan screen that veUed Sarah's head, — 
rich in the jewelled fillet, bnt richer still in 
the dark bright tresses which it confined, ere 
they fell below her waist, forming an under 
and more beautiful veil than her tartan 

"This, I am told, is not quite the full 
matronly costume," said Sarah, smiling at 
the charming awkwardness of her novel tire- 
woman. " There remains for me that solemn 
investiture, — the matronly eurpA, or kerehief, 
I presume, which Hr. Hill tells me is in all 
ranks performed for young matrons by the 
mother of the husband. I shall content me 
with my brown looks till I can obtain that 
important piece of female head-gear from 
the honoured hands of the Chleftaines^ — my 
Ranald's mother and mine." 

Rdnald's face underwent a sudden change. 
He well remembered having heard his mother 
declare, in her energetic and passionate 
manner, on being told of some Highland mis- 
alliance, — " That the arms should drop from 
her ahonlden, the fingers rot from her hands, 
ere they btul»i the atrlek on the brow of a 
churl's daughter, though she were twenty 
times the wife of her son," 
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"Tush," cried Ransld, peeriBfal;, "better 
Mynu an, — widiout th&t odioiu houMwifeljr 
tin : — besides, 'tia t«o )at« now) thii ilnayt 
takes place the momiDg after marriage." 

** 0, not too late 1 " cried SaraJ), who 
happily waa too trasy to scmtinlie the fan 
of her companion. — " I warn yon that I ahall 
diepense with none of my Highland honoun, 
or matronly privil^es.— Ours seems bnt half 
a marriage, till the clansmen tbxn our bridal 
banquet. I believe we mnrt be married orer 
again, Ranald ; for, — you muBt not be angry, 
— I am shacked to tell yon that I hare had 
the miifortnn»— to me it seemB a rery heary 
one — to loee — to mislay, for it cannot be 
lost— my wedding-ring, — that old ring of 
yonrs, — almost an amulet." 

" Lost your wedding-ring I In my conn- 
tiy that would be reckoned of bad omen." 

Sarah's eyes filled with tears, — she even 
changed colour, — she again renewed her 
search. She vowed, and with truth, that 
she would willingly give every rich trink«t 
in her possesion to recover this one ring. 
Ranald, gratifled by her anxiety, and aflpcted 
by her uneasinen, which his though tlese 
obaervatioD had greatly increaeed, now 
treated the matter lightly. ** Fie, Sarah, to 
Blip yonr girths already, — bnt never mind 
the bauble. I fancy a woman losing her 
favourite ring li like a man losing his dog, — 
another will not supply the first Iom ; yet I 
most find yon another, and apply to our 
friend Aaron for a posy." 

This was all the consolation nhich the 
case admited ; and Sarah recovered her 
spirits, and deacrilied the enelisnted lake of 
her dream, — that sylvan lochan by which 
Donald of the Dirk had his shieling. The 
name recalled to the Chief the intelligence 
and the feelings of the morning. 

"Donald of the Dirk ; and how will he 
welcome his Sassenach kinswmnanl" said 
Ranald, thoughtfully. "By Heaven! I 
would not brook the scorn, — I would not 
fall under the contempt of that dark dreamer 
for the mines of Peru." 

"Seom! — contempt!" cried Sarah, while 
her heart throbbed with sndden apprehension : 
"Contempt of yont Say rather of — no ; 
not of your low-bom. Southron wife !" The 
swelling heart of ^rah — her proud and 
wounded heart — overflowed in tears. 

"Scom! — and of you, Sarah I — No, no, 
no 1 Nor dare this dreaming Donald, nor 
the boldest of his name, question the pleasure 
or the deed of Mae MU Baonull f Yon have 
given me the trick of thinking alond ; and I 



speak too much. I may now say that my 
tribe are fools, -~ half -informed savages, aa 
you Southrons call us: — and I — I the 
veriest tofA of the band. — But haste ; fioidi 
your dieanng. Let me kin off those silly 
taara, and for ever atam their sonrc*. Hero 
li your fiui, that pretty, fairy aceptre which 
the atont mu vl Raonull mm, to a m&n, 
obey." 

If the tears were kiaeed off, their aource 
was not wholly stemmed ; bat Sarah took 
the one that Banald g»ve, and tried to talk 
of her drsM. 

There was no newspaper fame, nor three 
days' immortality for eourt-d nwuB at that 
period : that blessing we owe, with many 
others, to a free preM. It is from the old 
picture mentioned in the beginning of this 
story, tiiat the reader b favouied with the 
particulars of the remarkable dress worn by 
the Taker's Daughter, The short, full 
,/i(p«, or petticoat of velvet, of the br^ht and 
many-coloured chequen of Clan Raonull, 
fell in rich folds, and was bordered by a fillet 
of gold BO delicately worked, as to be, though 
solid, perfectly elaalia ; this again was edged 
by a deep, heavy fringe of the same costly 
material. A eoitet, bodice, or tight-fitting 
jacket, of gteen and gold tissue, was slashed 
alternately with green or gold-colonred silk 
Stuff, ^ laced in the bosom with gold cords 
and taseels, and fartned at the waist and 
throat by diamond brooches of antique 
pattern. Brooches of the same description 
looped up the diort and full sleeve, leaving 
the arms naked almost t« the shoulders. For 
the Highland buskin, or"low.heeled shoon," 
was substituted a green and gold-embroidered 
sandal. And over the jewelled brilliance of 
armlet and bracelet, and of the rich diamond 
ornaments seintlUating among Uie dark 
tresses, floated the tartan screen, like a rain- 

"I could not have fancied mere London 
milliners could do so much for yon, Sarah, 
ma eooUen htg" siUd the Chirf, vexed at 
having betrayed what he wished now to be 
considered as a childish degree of emotion. 

Sarah replied with forced pleasantry,— 
" Don't let the milliners rob ms of my 
personal merit : — they could do noUting for 
me. What a behooded,belappeted,composit« 



of millinery architectun I should have 
le ha»a 
But woman'ft-Wit, and woman's vanity. 






under the hands of Madame la Mode ! 



agunst eved' a London millinei'B conoeit,and 
Spitalsfield weaver's stupidity 1" 
"And in what fairy loom was this goe- 
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ler tisEiia woren, which looki m if made 
of tboM bee-bird*' winga yon ban in yonr 
cabinet r* 

"You sdmin itt — It ia matt d»lieate, 
indeed, and has a mperadded value. You 
know, or ongbt to know, that my good unoI« 
Gilbert is one of the reiy first silk rnannfa*- 
turera in London : be has excellent taite 
himeelf, and fine and elegant inrention ; and 
he has apand no paini or eoat to oblige um." 

" He VH Tery kind," said Ranald, coldly, 
taken qnito tAaet bj learning that hit wife'* 
fBDcifnl attJTO was manufactured by «o near 
a relation. 

" So very vfry good, that we mnat apend a 
day with him before we leave London. Yon 

n't fancy what a pretty house he haa ; hid 

a doleful conrt, too, but looking out behind 

I the Thames j and bo handiomely fitt«d 
np and furnished. Bnt he is a very wealUiy 
1 ; and, what is t«n times of more im- 
portance, one of the best, the most intelligmt, 
actively benevolent of onr citizena." 

"A veryencellentdlk-weaver, I daresay," 
retnmed Ranald, petulantly, with the eimct 
tone to give faia words a ptdgnant efiect. 
"But we must make haste. Tliie tartut 
forrago is but nonsense after all, Samh ; 
would have been better had yon gone to 
court in the ordinary dress of a private 
gentlewoman." Sarah raised her eyes in 
painfal astonishment, and dropt them n 
in sorrow than In anger ; her heart again 
rising to her lips, though wounded prids this 
time reatrBlned her tears. Ranald, vexed 
and angry he knew sot with what, again 
quickened her motions, for the purpose of 
concealing his own feelings. "We will be 
ehamefaily lat« : your good Protestant King 
will have Imposed penance on half the 
beauty of his Cockney realm by this time." 
He gave his arm to lead her down. 

" Hy aunt Bridget — she sent for me h 
her chamber ; she will like (o see me dressed. 
She fatigued herself ao much abont our pur- 
chasea and northern pack^es yesterday, that 
she b unable to leave her cbambM". I must 
■howmyself toAnntBridget: lean run npin 
one minnte." Nothing could be more Nmple or 
natural tiian this wi^. A man of aense and 
reflection wonid even iivt been pleased wltli 
this attention to a venerable relative, as the 
sign of an amiable and womanly ^Uspontlon, 
Bnt Ranald was in bad humour ; and It be- 
le the worse that Sarah, as he tiiought, 
did not sufficiently appredate hla former 
efforts to command his tvmper. He most 
wait, forsooth ! till Sarah submitted the d 



and decorations assumed to gratify him alone, 
to the admiration of a silly old wmnan — he, 
Mae Hie RoMtuU! 

" Let the pretty baby go then, and show 
its new sad) and led shoes to Aunt Bridget, 
before it Ukai iu walk in the Draper's 
Garden," aaid the pettish, paltry Chieftain. 
Anger, nay, violence^ had baeu less painful 
to SaMh, as something more manly and in 
character with the hero of her imsginalion. 

" Lochnaveen," she said, calmly, " I am 
moat unhappy in tnourriDg your displeasure 
this morning. I am ready to attend you. 
Hy poor aunt oan see my dnsa on my re- 
turn ; — that is, indeed, of small moment." — 
" God forbid that ahe aboutd see the heart 
that liea under it ! " was Sarah's thought ; 
but already was Ranald at her feet suing for 
pardon, though probably without much fear 
of not eafflly obtaining it. " Sweet and most 
patient Grisel, I am a veiy aavage this morn- 
ing;' — wB have, indeed, been piayliig at 
cross-purposes — an English game, Sarah — 
and I have, I suppose, played wont. Kisa 
and be Msnds, and mind that mine ia hot 
Highland blood, though for worlds 1 would 
not grieve or oSbnd yim." 

" Nor, causelessly, any one." 

*<Nay, I don't quito promise that," said 
Ranald, kisaiDg her hand with graceful ani- 
mation. And Sarah looked on him, every 
shade of di^laasure past, and exclaimed, 
with the softest tenderness, her eyea now 
floating in happy tears, " Ob, Ranald, suAr 
me siUier to lore or to liat§ you 1 " Tliis in- 
voluntary exclamation was ))eyond the depths 
of Ranald's fathom-line of thought or feeling ; 
nor was his young wift, herself, probably 
aware of all Its import. 

Sar^ vras now, when it was really too 
late, compelled by him to go and show her- 
self to Aunt Bridget. 

Ranald strove, and with singular success, 
to keep down his temper, which the sight of 
the carriage and livEries of Hr. Gilbert Brad- 
shaw, lent to his niece, as more gay and new 
than her other's plain chariot, had nearly 
roused again. Even bis remark, that Mr. 
Joshua Biydgee's gilt coach, which took pre- 
cedence of their vehicle, was as fine as Whit- 
tington's in the picture-book, was made with 
gaiety which blunted its sting. And, as 
they sat waiting their turn to be set down, 
he, good -hum ouredly, told Sarah the tale of 
the Celtio Whittingion, (a tale familiar in 
almost every language,) who obtained by his 
cat Immenss flecks and herds, and a Chief s 
daughter In marriage. 
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The court wm thin ; but for this the htmd- 
Bome Highlander and his bride were the 
more dietinKaished. The ftdmiratioD of the 
pereonat charms t^ Sarah, and the novelty 
and picturesque effect of her attire, repeat^ 
and re-echoed by patrician lips, was gratify- 
ing to Ranald's vanity, and to the kindly 
feelings which, in this case, mingled with ita 
selfiehnese. He was soon in excellent ^irita ; 
and Sanh caught, as at all times, the happy 
contagion. As they drove home, he gallonUy 
reiterated all his former compliments; for 
to Sarah's real channs might now be added 
the merit of sucoeae. She muri be beautiful 
whom Haccallnm-moie and Earl Stair had 
decland the fairest ornament of the drawing- 
room on that day. 

" Thank Heaven it is all over," said Sarah. 
" Do yon know, Ranald, that UaU fracas we 
Had this morning, — that tometking tliat was 
wanting to make db quite free of the married 
state, which, however, I do not particularly 
long to enjoy again — as I hope that, like 
the measles or small-pox, catchiiig it once in 
life may do — that fracas did me infinite 
good. What a formidaUe afbir seemed this 
presentation ! — I thought I would never get 
through with it ; but first came the loss of 
my dear ring, and then the fear of your dis- 
pleasure, — of your unkindncBs — Oh, ten 
times worse than your displeasure I And 
then, what was King George and all his 
court to me f I shall know but one such 
fearful day in my whole life again — that on 
which you present me to Ntgh«an Donaehd 
BtuidA and her court." 

Sarah paused for Ranald's encouTsging 
reply ; but he was ulent. She had now two 
ways of considering her unknown mother-in- 
law. In one view, this lady was the vene- 
rable and indulgent parent of her beloved 
Ranald, — in the other, the proud and 
haughty Chleftaineas described by Aaron 
Hill, — ungentle and unfeminine, ignorant 
and contemptuous of aU that was not of her 
own warlike country ; and more likely to 
scorn than to cheriah the ignoble stranger 
who came to divide her sway, and intrude 
on her state. 

Whatever were tlie truth of Sarah's sur- 
mises, they were soon to be put to the proof. 
Ranald had no farther personal interest in 
remaining in London, and every motive to 
seek hie long-desert«d home. The letter and 
messenger of Bhalie Hossaok had irritated 
his natural impatience — for Ranald's wae 
more the headlong temper that blindly rushes 
on an unknown dai^r than that which 



calmly prepares for its approach. He bad 
left Richmond, unable longer to renst the 
hospitalities of Mr. Brad^aw's numerous 
and wealthy citizen friends, and of Sarah's 
kindred ; who natnrally wished to see as 
much OS posdble of one so beloved, before 
ehc was lost to them for years, perhaps for 
ever. 

Every day was, tHerefore, a new festival, 
and, at every turn, the distasteful points of 
Ranald's new connexion were obtruded on 
his pride. There were hours when he would 
have given half his newly-acquired wealtli 
to have been aasnrcd of regaining the favour 
of his mother, and of removing tlie prepos- 
sessions of his kinsmen and tribe against an 
ignoble and a Somm alliance. Ndt could he, 
who had been fostered and bred in all those 
vain yet inspiring iUuuons, call them pre- 
judices, even when they were directed against 
himself. How had Ruiald despised in others 
the irretrievable degradation of misalliance ! 
an outrage on established opinion, and on 
family dignity, as rare in his native land as 
it was every where despicable. There were 
the secret and bitter hours, when neither tlie 
beauty, the gentle fascinatian, nor the ample 
dowery of his wife, well as he esteemed them 
each BJii all, could give his mind peace. 

Sarah, aJffectionato, anxious, observant, 
could not fail to perceive these fitful moods, 
over which her charms and her afiection had, 
she began to fear, little power ; and though 
she hoped they originated in nothing personal 
to herself apprehensive lendemeas exposed 
her, above all others, to the consequences of 
their bitterness. On Her tlie spleen was 
wreaked that had gathered she knew not 
how ; and though it wasstill sweet to receive 
Ranald's graceful and frank atonement — 
doubly sweet to foifi^ve and be reconciled — 
she wished that each renewinga of love aa 
lovers' quarrels provoke, were leas frequent 
between them. 

Mr. Bradshaw wae not slow to perceive, 
that the sooner his daughter followed the 
fortunes of her husband, and devoted herself 
exdtumhf to him, the happiueas of both was 
the more likely to be secured. London was 
no latitude for the haughty and self-willed 
Highlander. He had come abroad into the 
world too late, and was still of too much 
consequence in one narrow corner of it, to 
profit by its teachings ; and those plastic 
feelings were still fresh in Sarah's bosom, 
which mould anew a woman's tastes and 
opinion, and create for her a paradise in the 
desert. Mr. Bradshaw was still willing to 
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hope, that violent, iU- instructed, proud, and 
unreaBonsble as his son-in-law certainly was, 
he was neither unfeeling nor ungenerous. 
He was evidently so wannly, thongh selfishly, 
devoted to his beautiful and equally- devoted 
wife, as .to grndge that share in her affec- 
tioos which tier own family pomesaed. This 
was a kind of love which Mr. Bradshaw 
could not admire ; and it was his prayer that 
tlie eyes of his daughter's understanding 
might remun sealed until her influence, and 
time, and experience, had wrought that 
change in her hnsband's character, for which 
Mr. Hill's assuranccB, rather than his own 
judgment, enconraged the father to hope. 
Continued mental blindness waa impoasihle 
to a mind which was as quick and intelligent 
as it was gentle and diffident. Sarali might 
resolutely endeavour to doee her mind's eyes, 
but irresisUble light darted through the 
veiling lids. Tlie very medium through 
which she viewed his conduct — tlie medium 
of anxious affection strongly dedring the 
perfection of its object — made her sense of 
the failings of her husband's character more 
keen and more torturing. It was her miseiy 
to be more quickly alive to the faults of the 
nun she loved, than if he had been the most 
indi^rent stranger ; and to feet but too 
often, 

Thtt to be wToUi with irhit w> Ion, 
Doth work lik« nudnta in Ui* hiun. 

Still, indulgent affection adjusted its own 
balance. Ranald, it was to be feared, had 
grievous faults ; some that even savoured of 
unkindness, if not to her, yet to hert — to 
what was moru dear than self : — " Yet who 
possessed such noble qualities as the man 
u-hose caprice and vraywardness, redeemed 
by so nuch that was generous and frank, 
made him the dearer for his very faults? " 
Besides, most of those failings of temper, 
Sarah was willing to hope, were local affec- 
tions. In Ms own country of Locbnavcen, 
her own Ranald would be a very different 
being ; — and then, with alt his failings, he 
passionately loved her. 

TJ)e fixed, calm, manly regret of lier 
father, who, without one compluning or 
doubting word, did eJl that he could to facili- 
tate, and give comfort to her departure ; and 
the kind, simple, and what the indifferent or 
heartless might have called inane prattle of 
her aunt, mode Sarah meanwhile drink to 
the dregs, and drop by drop, the bitterness of 
farewell. 

The anxiety of the wortliy and benevolent 
old lady — one of the happy beings guided 
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by a few virtuous instincts, and j 
"innocence is Nature's wisdom," who are 
"better than they know" — had prompted 
her to interrogate Mr. Hill very strictly 
concerning the character and domestic habits 
of the mother of the Chief. Aaron framed 
his answers exactly to suit " Aunt Bridget," 
while he amused himself by mystifying tiie 
shears of Fate into the scissors of Nigketm 
DmUKhd Rttadh, and saying tliat her skill 
in tapestry and embroidery had been acquired 
from those celebrated Northern Spinsters, 
the daughters of Odin and Fiyggia, who had 
woven the shroud of Edward I. and of many 
more princes and heroes. 

Mistress Bridget, industrious herself, had, 
a priori, an excellent opinion of all ladies 
who loved " work," as civilized womankind 
gravely term tlieir elaborate trifling with 
pins, needles, and shreds of muslin ; tlie 
worthy spinster, theiefoie, felt quite consoled 
in the belief that she confided " poor little 
Sarah" to a nite motherly old lady, who, 
having no daughter of her own, must be 
doubly fond and wiUing to instruct "their 
dear girl, " Mistress Bridget was also 
Cockney enough — as many wiser persons 
have been before and Nnce — to imagine that 
"a Lon'ou giri," with London manners, 
habits, fashions, and dresses, must have a 
grand tueceu among the boors of the North. 
The person must be enlightened indeed, who, 
in its enlarged spirit, understands and believes 
the homely adage, " Every land has its own 
lauch." 

Among the most important of the prepa- 
rations for Sarah's departure was Misti'ess 
Bridget's epistle of eight close pages. There 
waa no arotnng of ladies' letters in those 
antique days of bald or set phrase, curious 
spelling, and diagonal lines. But what was 
wanting in ealigraphy and orthography, v«i8 
made up in the etiquette and stately form of 
address, " To the honoured Dowager Mistress 
Makmnkrandluk, at her castle," &c. &c. 

This elaborate epistle detailed rather cir- 
cumstontially, and with strangely interwoven 
parentheses, what the worthy lady chose to 
call the "constitutional tendencies and deli- 
cacies of their dear girl." 

Next followed hints explanatory of her 
own successful management, always, how- 
ever, " under Providence and Dr. Coddler," 
with the date (2Tth September, according to 
the London meridian) when it was proper 
to compel Sarah to the adoption of a Welsh 
flannel petticoat, of which three dozen were 
sent in the trunk ticketed " No. 7." Mrs. 
No. 73. 
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Bridget farther hinted, that ihe — but ahe did 
not presume to sdriae, much lero to dictate 
— tiad found it an excellent method to 
emnggle the glass of sack whej, or iherry 
whey — "the dear refractory pstient" must 
be compelled to swallow on catching cold — 
up Btairs «pmfy on the withdra wing-room 
mpper-trayi "for the dear ohild had eo 
much of Abram BradahaVa ttmper as to 
hate all^^iM about hercelf, aa she waa apt t« 
call the care of eerndble and jadleioua elderly 
Menda ; yet Sarah, ' their dear Sarah,' had 
tha aweeteet and mast manageable tamper In 
the world, and the most grateful heart." 

Tlic simple icBtinct of affection made 
Bridget display both judgment and laet in 
this important epietle. Her grand error, 
and it was fatal, was, that she had not, nor 
could aha posably have fonnsd any idea of 
the character of the woman she addreased. 
She went on to atate, that "excellent Dr. 
Coddler, who had at least a forty year^ 
knowledge of the Bradshaw /malt conatatn* 
tion, recommended, when Sarah canght cold, 
a P. D. luviHm at degreea farreit Meat^' 
(the blank waa left to be afterwarda acientl- 
fically filled up by the Doctor himaelf,) 
"which jnalmeanta foot-bath, or bathing 
Sarah's feet, in her dressing-room, in hot 
water, aa long as Mrs. Hakmukrandluk, 
junior, would submit to the operation.'' 

These hints were all giren by the Ludgate- 
hill apineter to the Highland matron, with 
every mark of deference to her motherly 
experience ; hut also with a due reserratian 
of compltusance for the anperior knowledge 
and opportunitiea of a nfttive and resident of 
"the city." 

Mrs. Bridget had, however, some glimmer- 
ing indistinct light into the character of her 
eelf-chosen correspondent. " The mother of 
the Chief," afae wrote, " was not to imagine 
ber daughter-in-law a puny, ahivering, sal- 
low Cockney chit, taking cold, according to 
good Dr. Coddlet's joke, like the Cocfaiey 
canary-birds if hung out of the window, over 
a bough-pot." — " Sarah, delicate dear child, 
as she looked, enjoyed excellent and uniform 
health and spirits." Farther, "she seemed 
to prefer — yet there was no getting her to 
apeak out on the subject of dietetics — white 
meats and fish to red meats, and certainly 
relished best the very plainest cookery." 

Here followed abundant apologies before 
Mistress Bridget expressed her hope that the 
families might henceforth be as one; "for, 
in her heart, there was no diCFerence between 
her own niece and her dear nephew Mr. 



Malunnk ," &c. &o. Farther, "prond 

and happy the would be, living as she did 
on the apot, and consider it no trouble, hut 
a pleasure, to execute any little lady-like 
commission, such aa procuring new patterns 
for embroidery, for which Sarah had a pretty 
turn, and selecting and assorting shaded 
silks, which ahe Icnsw, by the experience of 
the seaaon she had passed in Dorsetshire, was 
no easy aflair to country ladies." 

This epistle was certainly the first of the 
kind that had ever crossed the Grampians. 

The "Lady's Postocript" was still want- 
ing : " Mrs, Bridget hoped to be forgiven the 
great liberty she had taken, and to find the 
diamond earrings accepted by Hre. Hakmuk- 
randluk, eenior ; the setting was considered 
very superior, both in pattern and workman- 
ship, even by Abram Bradshaw. The gold- 
mounted ivory work-box was merely a pretty 
lady-like toy, valuable only as a Chinese 
curiosity, from the exceeding delicacy of the 
lace-patterned carving of the ivory. And, 
i prepru, there waa a neat, tidy young per- 
son, a daughter of one of Abram's woritroen, 
who did up laces, Dresden, Hechlin, or Valen- 
ciennes, to look almost aa nice as new, and 
very reasonably; clearing with starch, and 
opening with the bodkin t who wanted a 
place aa lady's-miUd, and would be a trea- 

" She would make no apology for the 
Uberty of the lorltd anortmait of needle% 
from Ko. I to No. 12 inclnaive. Truly in 
her visit to Dorselijiire (summer 1721) she 
had discovered the value of a good needle 
when fax from London. Those sent were 
genuine silver-eyed WhiteohapeL" There 
followed a technical description of their 
superiority, as minute as if Izaak Walton, 
also a connoisseur in needle^ had described 
one of his dreet flies. 

« The copy of verses 'To a Lady's Work- 
box,' pasted indde the lid, was, as Dr. Cod- 
dler said with an eminent critic, ' town-made,* 
Though emlwUished like a tme-love Valen- 
tine, they were, in reality, composed by tha 
worthy Doctor himself, who, besides being 
the physician, was an old tried friend of the 
Bradshaw family, enjoyed the friendship of 
the ' Bard of Twickenham,' and had a pretty 
ingenious turn that way himself. 

" Though the Doctor had apostrophized," 
Mrs. Bridget said, "the thimble (A« had 
taken the freedom to drop into the box, aa 
' Industry's lUter shield,' whereas that with 
the circlet of emerald and ruby points was 
gold, and ike handsomest in the shop of 
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' BradahaiTS & Bradshaw,' Hr. Hill, whom 
'their dear Sarah' thought ui excellent 
judge of poetry, Mid 'it made no odda in 
the world, si any other word of two syUal)lei, 
Gaelia orEngliah, might be Bubititated, with- 
out iojaring the doctor'* poetry in the leaat." 

Nor did the " simple wiles" of Mietresj 
Bridget tenninste hare. "She had heard," ahe 
«dded, " that Scotland was famous for short- 
cal(e,andbe^ed the liberty to aekaBpecimen." 
And finally, " she rejoiced in consigning ' the 
dear child,' for fifteen yean the object of 
her prayers and oarai, to such a kind mater- 
nal bosom, and when goat's milk wae eo 
abundant Nor wae it a small matter in 
point of economy and house-keeping (a new 
'Ure. Gla£s' in box ticketed No. 12, generally 
attribnted, and confidentially known by Dr. 
Coddler to be written by Sir John Hill, U.D. 
which every young married lady should 
study,) that chickens and eggs were so 
eheap ; and that lace lappets and aprona 
kept cUar thrice the time away from Lon- 
don smoke." — " Dear Sarah was, to be sun, 
an only daughter, and an heirew ; yet, as 
Sir Richard taii, whom Abram Biadshaw 
familiarly called ' his friend, Dick Steele,' 
' Economy is no disgrace ; it it bettar to 
Ike on little than to out-tiM a gnat deal.'" 

With this master-stroke of condliahMy 
diplomacy to a family, rioher, a« aha un- 
derstood, in lumoars and blood than in 
metallic treasure, Mrs. Bridget concluded 
hsr eiHstolary corieepondenos of ten days' 
labour, satisfied to hare "openad up" what 
tb» called "a friendly, easy corre^Ma- 
denca," and " established tha families on a 
pri^r footing, which Abram Bradahaar 
had nnaccMintably lefuaed In do." 

The inritatioa to Ludgata-hill was poat- 
pouad by high city breading, till Bridget 
had obtained tha right to make such an 
inritation, by ginng Qt* dowager "a week" 
when she want to visit her niece Sarah at 
iter Ca^e. " Very add, too, that my niece 
Saiah should never have invited me to 
hai Caatle," said the old lady. "But she 
faneie* that a needleaa sersnuiiy; and so 
it is, Abram ; but nsither has alia evM 
aekud any of hxx ftim'jfM*, tha Tlkomtona 
or the Siaitba." Bridget probaUy could 
not hava nadaratood, area if she liad 
noticed, the twitdiing aboat Ur. Brad^iaw'a 
•yelids and appei lip viiea sba made thia 



Afraid ta tiBat one so haedleaa as Sarah 
with the dianMtnd earrings, and nttwilliag 
to tranbla her "dear nsfhgw," of Tban 



she secretly stood in considerable awe, Hia- 
tress Bridget intrusted the important letter 
to Ranald's gillit, to whom she gave a 
liberal do-tuTB, as she called it, to make 
certain of his punctuality in delivering her 
richly-freighted packet. 

Though Sarah's dream of romance waa 
beginning to break up and dispel ; though 
leaving her home, "forsaking her father'a 
honee, and the people that were hera," had 
almost broken her heart ; and though she 
looked back on the dense dun-yellow smoke- 
fog which hung over faet-receding London, 
with inepresrible bursts of anguish, still 
she was by Ranald's ride. Though his 
brows contracted on witnesring her ' con- 
tinued unreasonable grief, they smoothed 
again ; and the arms into which she fiung 
herself, aa lier last, and only, and ever- 
dearest refuge, still enfolded her in undi- 
minished kindness. And smiles uuforosd 
reappeared, and Sarah soon looked back 
with softened r^ret, and forward with 
livelier expectation. 

If Banald'p manners sometimes showed 
a littie falling off from the attentive and 
gallant courtesy of the days of courtship 
and early wedlock, this was, perhaps, to 
be welcomed as an approach to the easy 
and happy manner in which they were 
henceforth to pass their united lives. The 
most alarming symptom of their increariug 
confidence and intimacy was, that her pre- 
sence could no longer always subdue or 
restrain those sudden flashes of the fiery 
and fierce spirit which, diaplayed by one less 
dear, might have excited aversion and dis- 
gust^ or contempt. In Ranald they mada 
hitr shrink trembling into the dark refuge of 
her OTA prophetic fears and saddened 
thoughts. 

Yet "as this, on the whole, a happy 
journey. Its memory dwelt with Sarah as 
does the farewell gbam of sunset on a land- 
scape, " its brightest and ite last" 

The travellers passed slowly on until they 
had reached St. Johnstone's, where the Chief 
was met by the advaiiced guard of gillies, or 
" youtbs of tlie girdle," the Mamelukes or 
Swiss guards of the Northern Chiefs. The 
main body of these household troops, with a 
rout of hoiutds, and cnra, and rough unshod 
garrous and ponies of tJse small but high- 
mettled breed of the glene, waited him about 
thirty miles off,iu the Blair, or "great flat" 
of AthoLs. 

By that moat magnificent resUbiile, worthy 
of tha tenple to wtat^ it leads, the travellen 
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approached the mountains. Athole 
and Athole braes, of which the very name is 
poetry and picture, were of that soft romantic 
beauty which Sarah could at once understand 
and enjoy. But though she liad, from native 
taste, ever preferred Spenser and Sliakapere 
to the idol of her day, " the Bard of Twick- 
enham," as Dr. Coddlerand Mistress Bridget 
called Popf^ her fanny was chilled, her sense 
of beauty, as it were, at fault, as the party 
climbed to the rugged and sterile table-land 
of tile central Grampians. Her taste had 
been formed amid softer scenes, her imagina- 
tion pitched to a sweeter, though a lower 
key-note. The desolate wildness of inter- 
minable heaths, gleaming lakes, yawning 
ravinee, beetling cliffs, and splintered rocks^ 
through which ploughed impetuous torrents, 
roaring and chafing over their stony beds ; 
no trace of humanity to be discovered in all 
the wide tract, save the mined watch-tower 
r monnmental cairn ; those scenes which 
ave such power over minds who have 
early learned to interpret their grand and 
mj^terious characters — over those who, from 
clUldhood, have wandere d in loneliness through 
their misty solitudes, listening to the wUd 
legends and inspiring tradiUons connected 
with them, and " holding each strange tale 
devoutly true," — at first chilled and be- 
wildered the gentle Southron lady. The 
people were to her as strange, and almost as 
repelling as their countiy ; ragged or h«lf- 
nalfsd, but still bright-eyed rosy children, 
were the most pleasing living objects that 
met her gase ; smoke-dried blear-eyed orones, 
o withered and so wild in their attire," the 
most picturesque. 

But Ranald's gilliet were fine specimens 
of Highland humanity. They were men 
either in the flower of youth, or the prime of 
manhood, the chosen of their tribe. Bhalie 
Hossack, who well understood what it was 
> throw his bread upon the waters, had 
gone desperately, " sounding on," to the 
lowest depths of the old hose, which served 
as hb strong-box, in completing their equip- 
ments; and his correspondent on the Low- 
land frontier, "Duncan Sellars, of Elgin o' 
Uoray," had, at least for once, acted an 
honest part. The gillitt, therefore, made a 
creditable, and even a gallant appearance. 

These picked men were, to the gnat body 
of their tribe, what the courtiers and body- 
guards of an absolute monarch are to Uie 
bulk of tlie nation. For tlie very breath 
they drew, they depended on the smile of 
their Chief. Their sole duty and interest 



I was his pleasure, and implicit obe^ence to 
his will. The actual feelings and state of 
the clan could no more be augured f^m 
their conduct and report of home affairs, 
than could the real state of Paris, on 
morning of the Bth October, I7B9,'have beeo 
learned from the conrtiers of Louis tlie Six- 
teenth. They well knew — but which of 
their number would dare to tell this to their 
Chief?— that their departure on this sou 
ward expedition was considered open revolt 
agunst the hitherto unquestioned authority 
of Niifhean Donaehd Rmaih, the commence- 
ment of a civil war between the mother and 
son. Sweyn Oig, a brisk youth of their 
number, had said on that occasion, that — 
"goodwives should mind their housekeeping, 
their weaving, and tiielr distafis, and let 
Chiefs many ladies and manage lands for 
themselves." 

It was, however, not less true that the 
women and children of tlie clan had stoned 
and hooted tiie said Sweyn Oig and the 
detachment sent forward by the Shalie to 
welcome and attend the Chief and the 
"Tinker's Daughter;" as her future sub- 
jects ahready scornfully named Ranald's 
Saxon bride. The gillies had only laughed 
and snapped their fingers, in defiance, as 
they ascended the Pass, at these expresdons 
of impotent fury among the elders of the 
tribe, and the women and children. 

From Perth northwards, the Chief, and 
the prindpal persons of his retinue, travelled 
on horseback. Sarah's rough-coated, but 
docile and steady palfrey, was at all times 
attended by two running grooms, and this 
duty came to be claimed by the gillies in 
turns, as a privilege and an honour. At 
first, she had recoiled from those wildly- 
attired hirsute men of the hills ; but when 
she saw the hardy, devoted followers, who 
lived but in the eyes of their Chief, plunging 
into every stream, to render the footing of 
her pony more secure, and actively removing 
every pebble that seemed to impede her way, 
or to render it unsafe, she learned to think 
of them with kindness, and even interesL 
She b^an to ask their names, and inquire 
into their histories ; and almost every name 
or appellation involved the histoiy not only 
of the individual but of his ancestors. 

It was deUghtful to Sarah now, at dawn 
when the party mustered, or at even-l" 
when they approached the appointed halt- 
ing-place, to hear the choral chant of those 
Highlanders who led the horses with the 
baggage. — It seemed the wild music to 
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whicli the Highland poet would bare set hU 
dieam of romance and fairjUnd. 

These resting-places were generally finely 
chosen, though sometimea, of necesaity, in 
the middle of a dieary waste ; yet, even 
then, it was in the soft, twilight hour that 
they were approached. The clachans * 
were often found " low down in a graasy 
rale," and then each had its sheltering hill, 
its clear atream, and its hreckan brae, crested 
with gray clif^ and garlanded with birch 
and hazel. There was always a picturesque, 
if not a comfortable arrangement of huts, 
with women and children ; often a smithy, 
and a very small mill ; sometimes a churcli, 
but more frequently only a place of burial. 
These, the "common shows of earth and 
sky," were enongh for a contemplative mind, 
loving pensively to mnse on humanity. 

Ranald had now assumed his native garb. 
" His foot was on the heather ;" the plaid 
was belted across his manly breast, the eagte 
plnme and the hreckan nodded ti^ether in 
his bonnet, his clan were around him, and 
his piond image danced in the brightness of 
Sarah's eyes, and made them yet brighter. 

For the last two momings, Ranald had 
hunted over the high-lying moors, as they 
journeyed on. It was sweet, in the nwn- 
tide hour of rest which Sarah enjoyed in the 
shelter of some friendly copse, on the cushion 
of heath, and the pile of plaids spread for 
her, to hear Ranald's gun on the lull, or the 
baying of his honnds, the shouts of his scat- 
tered followers, and the hushed song of the 
rongh sentinels stationed at a distance to 
guud her repose. When he rejoined her, 
flushed and animated with exercise and 
sport, looking so much " himself," his good 
spirits were to Sarah as reflected sunshine. 

The evening half of the journey was often, 
by choice, performed on foot ; and this, to 
Sarah, was the happiest time of the day. 
At these gloamin hours, as they walked on 
alone, far behind or before their party, 
Ranald sometimes chose to communicate 
those legends, traditions, and superstitions of 
his people, which the Higlilander, when 
abroad, usually confines to the sanctuaiy of 
bis own bosom, dirinking from the scepti- 
cism and sneer of the cold, -pedantic, reason- 
ing iSiMMrkieA. 

Sarah was supentitiou^ as some persons 
are Jacobitical, after a poetical and fanciful 
fashion of her own ; loving to believe, in 
defiance of reason, whatever is inspiring and 
romantic, or awful and wild, but despising 
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or loathing all forms of superstition that 
were abject, dark, or malignant ; so that 
Ranald, with all his vaunts and bravery, 
was in reality the truer thrall of superstition. 

Among other conunnnications, he in- 
formed her that the red-star, which now 
streaked the angry brows of the high-born of 
his race, had, in tlio times of Fingal and 
Ossian, the ultimate point of Celtic antiquity, 
been luminous, and blazed in the foreheads 
of the Chiefs of Raonuli ; but, in the dege- 
neracy of the latter ages, had lost its 
radiance. 

He recited a few stanzas of Gaelic poetry, 
composed by Donald of the Dirk, in which 
this remarkable diatinction of his race was 
celebrated ; and, with greater modedy, a 
few lines, in which some other and more 
venal bard of the tribe had hailed the " re- 
appearing star" on the brow of the yoong 
Chief Ranald. Sarah involnntarily smiled, 
and Ranald, peculiarly jealous on such 
points, stopped short, and inquired " why 
she laughed 1" 

" Nay, Ranald, I but smiled to find an 
Oriental fiction in so incongruous a locality. 
This, you know, is a Mahomedan legend, 
told of the tribe of Ishmael, known by the 
light on their brows. Is it not extremely 
probable, tliat some flattering minstrel, or 
cozemng pUgrim, has brought home this tale 
from tile East, and some canning bard ap- 
propriated it to the Chiefs of Baonull? 
There may be, and, I dare say, there are 
families in Spun, in Sweden, in countriea 
the most remote from each other, invested 
with the same imaginary distinction." 

" I am no Oriental antiquarian," returned 
Ranald, coldly, as he hastily drew away the 
arm on which Sarah leaned, as if to adjust 
his plaid. The Chief was quite of the tem- 
per to have tried this point with the whole 
tribe of Ishmael, either with pistob or 
broadsword, which he would, on all occa- 
sions, have preferred t« the Scottish law 
courts ; a peaceful, though troublesome autho- 
rity, hardly at all acknowledged amidst his 
hiUa in the quarrels of genUemen. 

" Surely you cannot be offended with m«, 
Ranald," said the fair stater of the claims 
of the Ishmaelites. " I could not have 
dreamed of offence, in alludbg to the origin 
of this Oriental fable." 

" No offence whatever; truth shonld not 
ofiend ; that, I believe, is a Saxon maxim." 

" It ought to be a nniversal one," said 
Sarah. They walked a full half mile in 
silence. 
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" Still tiltnt, Ruuldl^iuy, pimuh ma 
at ODce. YoD know I cNiDot Un under 
your displeunn, — joxa unkindiiew. If I 
c&nDot believe in the BQpematnnl ndinnce 
of your uioestoTB' brows, yon know how 
n«cess&i7 it is to my peace to see Krenity on 
youn. In this fine legend, which I hare m> 
lightly treated, may be couched a deep 
moral. The light of the forehead,— may it 
not typify noble qnalitiea? — Hal it ceap- 
pean, it kindles, it blazeB Bgain on Ranald'a 
brow !" 

Sarah playfully stretched forth her hand, 
and then withdrew it, aa if from the ideal 
•Bnlgence. How could Ranald, a youthful 
husband, renst the fascination t He even 
agreed to try, if it were possible, to obliterate 
the fire-star from his own forehead, if 
Sarah would aaiABt him in recorering the 
mental brilliance from which had, perhaps, 
arisen this poetical fiction. Sarah agreed to 
keep watch by this beacon, and giro instant 
intimation when the lustre was brilliant, 
and alao when it became fitful, and tlireat- 
•ned eclipse. Once more, Ranald felt tiiat— 
Th* billing out at dsutM bimdi 
Benawing U of loTa. 

And once again Sarah r^retted the employ- 
ment of so perilous a eUmnlant to warering 
affection. 

We must now for a moment look back 
on Donald of the Dirk. The clansman, on 
leaving Mr. Bradshaw's dwelling, struck ont 
into the open country, flying from the 
wilderness of London, where he felt, aa it 
were, his breathing choked, his free steps 
impeded. He wandered on for some time 
like a man in a dream. That he had been 
the dupe of iUnsion he partly believed. 
Was this spall cast over him to prevent the 
fulfilment of his solemn troth-plight? or 
was it indeed the interference of an angel to 
protect a being that seamed scarce less holy! 

This singular man had, in early youth, 
when sent to the dwelling of the afterwards 

forfeited Earl of C ,on some pohtical 

mission from the Chieflainess, a zealona 
Jacobite, spent a long lonely night, between 
sleeping and waking, in a partially illumi- 
nated picture-gallery, where he waited a 
secret audience of the Earl. 

Among the pictures in that hall waa a 
fine copy of a Madonna by Correggio. The 
shadowy image, seen between sleep and 
waking, glimmer and gloom, dwelt for many 
ft day in a heart thrillingly aliva to beauty, 
especially of that ethereal kind, now firat 
beheld, of which his country afforded no 



living speoimen. The Image at tiu Ma- 
donna burnt into hu exdtabls brain, and in 
Bolitnde haunted his memory until the 

Kjinpbalepi]' it ■ fimd da!pdi 
gathered Into the palpable form of Uie female 
Spirit which for long years had hanntod him 
in the wilds. On tiiia subject, reasoning 
waa vain and hopeless. That he saw this 
beautiful Vision, heard her, oonversed with 
her, received het warnings and capricious 
biddings forth at all hoon and seasons, and 
was compelled to obey, was to himself, and 
to many of those about him, as certain aa 
that he lived and bnathed. 

Though Donald of the Dirk rather shnn- 
ned than courted the discussion of thk 
mysterious visitation, and had long felt his 
perilous distinction a misery and a bondage, 
when he was forced upon it he talked so 
implicitly, with such calm and serious belief, 
that the conviction of his rude auditors was 
nnavoidable. 

From the hour that Donald had parted 
with the Ghieflainen, this fair and capri- 
cious being had not once appeared to lunt. 
He began to hope that her power did not 
extend to this new and crowded Saxon 
world he had entered, and that here he 
might escape from his thraldom, and be at 
peace. But, no I she had t^is suddenly 
Rvealed herself in the form of the " "nnk- 
er'a Daughter ;" while, more maddening 
strange I her deeping Image at the same 
instant lay on the bed! It was dreaming 
all ; — but was the viuon of heaven oi 
hell? 

In the wife of Ranald had he seen, or 
had he only imagined the living image of 
the mysteriously visible — seen her In a 
human and breathing form of nupasslng 
loveliness 1 

To the proud Highlander, rowed to pre- 
vent the diame, or revenge the di^raee of 
his clan, the " Daughter of the IMier" 
was a thing of no sex. She was but the 
object of a just punishment, incurred by 
her daring ambition. But from the moment 
that she had been seen, and as soon as 
first superstitious aberration hod passed, r 
eon, awakened by admiration and pity, 
assumed its empire over the mind of the 
clansman. He remembered that, be her 
origin and her name among men as obscure 
and ignoble as shame could make them, still 
she was a woman. She had, in her ( 
land, and in her father's house, been wooed, 
and won, and wedded. Was the deed, if 
I evil, hers alone T was the gentle doe to be 
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haatod and atrieken down, becaoae the stag, 
in his txaj, had tunud and goi«d the hnntar. 
Donald of tba Dirk stretched out his fa(«d 
weapon, and prayed aloud to hb gods, that 
if a woman must yet be its victim, this fair 
creature might not be that devoted one. 
His feud was now with his Chief. If there 
was disgrace, Ranald had courted it ; it was 
for Ranald's blood to expiate Ranald's deed. 
And the clansman turned hii face to the 
North, worn in body, and chafed in spirit ; 
fevar in hia blood and in hia brain. 

Donald watched ; he tracked ; najr, ha 
often accompanied his Chief on the journey 
through the border, remaining undiscovered, 
till tlw oountiy became mors open, and the 
party more unmerous. The conflict of Iiis 
mind, and the personal hardehipB hi sus- 
tained, now worked in his brain like mad- 
new, and the horrible temptation to do 
murder — to destroy himself, his Chief, or 
the Saxon girl, again became more and mora 
irreustible. 

The clanaman's opportnnltiee were fr»* 
quest ; his hand had been more than onee 
on his dagger to shed A«r blood whoae inno- 
cence was the fittest ofFering to Heaven. 
His good angel still held him baek, though 
the fiend that haunted him ever howled In 
his ringing ears, " a Man, an Infant, a 
Woman!" And again, how was he, his 
miiston nnsccompllshed, to brook the scorn, 
to endure the reproachful glanoe of NigAtcm 
Dmtathd Buadh — bow retain hia coward 
weapon bloodless to its reating-plaoa, and 
brook from het lipa the namaa of " teall«r 
and daataid." 

For the last two days, Donald had hung 
•0 near the track of the travellers, that he 
had been perceived mora than onee by some 
of the keen-lighted bunteri, though not 
individually recognised ; and it became a 
matter of discneaion what seont of the 
Camerona — a hostile trilie — thns dogged 
their march, thongh their nombera and cou- 
rage precluded all apprehension of an attack. 

On the day following that on which the 
Chief had so pettishly nsented the extin- 
gnishmant of tha anpematunl lustre on hie 
anoeitar's browi, he again hunted over the 
hills with hii gilllei, white Sarah frand a 
place of repoH in a narrow defile, of which 
the steep and almoat meeting buiki waie 
thickly clothed with haael and birch, wid 
that (JoM underwood in whieh the deer find 
shelter. Her lentinela, to throw ofF the 
exutwronae of their own animal spirits, and 
aid the sport of their companions on Uh 



heights, began with loud shout% to beat up 
the brushwood. Tbey had thus left her 
alone ; but Sarah found a new and aelf- 
appointed guardian in a stag-hound, a very 
large animal ; one of the species of what b 
evidently the patrician order of dogs, stately 
and powerful. A few weeks earlier, Sarah 
would liave shrunk to see ao formidable ai 
apparition approach her silken sofa. Here 
she welcomed tlie Jelloieer and the sharer of 
noble Bporta, patted him, and suffered him to 
tnooi his nose into her little palm, as if for 
food or caressing. 

At tliia instant the eye of Donald of the 
Dirk, who couched among the heather and 
the tangled shrubs far over head, glared 
upon her ; his eye sparkling vcith the insane 
fury of a purpoae abhorrent to himself, but 
to which he felt impelled by some resistless 
infioenoe. 

lie had travelled onward in the night, and 
chanee had directed him to chooae }Sa sleep- 
ing place above the very spot whither the 
geniua of Nighean DonatAJ SvatOi bad con- 
ducted the selected victim of her vengeance. 
Deserted by her attendants, Sarah was I 
in helplessness and loneliness that inviled 
the perpetration of the nameless deed. 

While the br^n of the Insane homicide 
whirled in franiy, and the firei of hell 
fiaabed before his eyes, ha knelt and took 
aim ; then, by a strange mental perversion, 
paused to pray for his victim, as a sinner 
about to meet bis Judge may etru^le with 
gioaua and agonies for the ransom of hia 
SDtth " And now I'll do it," be exclaimed, 
firmly wiping from his brow the cold damps 
which had burst forth in his supplication. 

"Beautiful bride of Raonull — victim of 
a terrible destiny — in thy innocence ascend 
to heaven 1" Donald drew his bow-itring. 

" Vieh DtH this is not of Earth!" cried 
the agitated man, and hia band relaxed, his 
bow dropped, and a film came over his sight. 
Hii hound, bis favourite and companion, 
which he had left at home wselu befon, had 
^mng forward, and now stood over, ai if t* 
protect, bis unconscious victim. " This L 
not of Earth ; do the powera of Heaven and 
(rf Hell eontend for me ! Am I the doomed 
thrall of Daiknesa) Will the remorseless 
Destiny that enchaini me, prove stronger 
than the blessed Frovidenca which guards 
the Saxon girl V The clansman gave a low 
whistli, and tbs bonnd, raising his ears, 
bounded off in joy ; nor oould Sarah's c 
make it onee lo^ iMck. The wretched in 
flung hii anus round hie dumb friend, and 
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ahowera of buntiiig tears burst forth, and 
relieved the tenaion of his biun. 

This was a species of relief to wtuch 
Donald of the Dirk had long been a 
Btranger. In hia heart the fbunlain of 
human tears, sweet and bitter, had long 
been sealed up. He felt the blest effects uf 
this change in a clearer and cooler temper of 
mind than he had known since he hail left 
his solitude. He ereo began to reason on 
his singubr mental state. He feared, as he 
often before had done, that he was at inter- 
vals liable to demoniac possession ; but a 
single hour had paaaed Since his guilty hand 
had been rdsed to take the innocent life he 
would now have defended nith hia own. 
Did the same madness ferment in the kin- 
dred blood of Nightan Donackd Buadh t 
Were both under seme horrible deluuon t 
That terrible vow, from wliich death alone 
could release his conscience and his honour, 
made death more welcome and desirable; 
hia misery could hope for no refuge save the 
peace of the grave. Would that Ranald's 
avenging arm, or even a more ignoble hand, 
might speedily send him thither I 

The hound bad not left Sarah's side for 
many minutes, when her alarmed gnards 
came rushing down the steep, bearing an 
avalanche of branches, stones, and soU, in 
their descent. Having at a glance ascer- 
tained her safety, for she sat very quietly, 
busy with some piece of female work, and 
singing to herself, they looked to the stream, 
the copse, the clifF, with great eagerness ; 
and growled and sputtered their gutturals 
with unwonted animation. 

Sarah imagined their disconrse was of 
their sport, the bravery or escape of the poor 
roe which she had seen ; till she heard tlie 
well-kuown name of " DotAuil JVbn Bia- 
dct^' associated with the Cbilfor«(larged(^.) 

She concluded that Donald of tlie Dirk, 
the kinsman whose bold, brave character, 
and high and dark imagination Ranald's 
hints had enabled her fancy to portray, had 
arrived to welcome his Chief. This was, 
indeed, no unUkely event. Another straggler 
joined them just then, — a lad who had been 
despatched with some message or intelligence 
from the Bkalie, to hasten their return home. 
The hound of the clansman had followed this 
young man from the country of Iiochna- 

When Ranald, at evening-fall, joined his 
wife, he was taken apart by her guards, wl 
for two hours, had not stirred from watching 
ihe secure position into which they drew her, 



— an angular recess of a cliff, shaped some* 
what like a huge cupboard. Sarah fancied 
Uiey related the adventure of the honnd, the 
precursor, as she h(^)ed, of tlio hunter, who 
had not yet appeared. The conversation of 
her guards with the Chief, whatever its 
import might be, was earnest and eager ; 
with rapid gestures the gillies pointed to the 
height, and to the spot where Sarah had first 
rested. Ranald's glance followed theirs, his 
colour deepened, hia eyes kindled, hia hand 
involnntarily grasped hie dirk ; he drew forth 
and examined his pistols, and Sarah, alarmed 
she knew not why, rose and inquired the 
reason of all thia. 

" It was nothing, — a buck tracked but not 
struck ; — I'll have him on the haunch ere he 
skirt MaamTamar." Ashe uttered these words, 
Ranald churned his teetli, as if choking with 
rage. He requested that, instead of their 
usual evening walk, Sarah should, to-night, 
ride forward to the appointed resting-place. 
Silent, but not deceived, she obeyed ; and 
taking her bridle himself, Ranald made the 
gillies'close around them. 

The path, which wound through the nar- 
row defile, hung so sheer and close above the 
stream, that the shadows of the pinmaged 
cli^ faint aa the twilight now wal^ were 
seen to dance and quiver on its dark, surface. 
Sarah was watching these intermingled 
dancing shadows of plants^ foliage, and 
blossoms, as she rode on, not without some 
apprehenuon of being precipitated into the 
inverted heaven on which she gazed ; and 
rather aurpriaed that to her had been aeugned 
the post of danger — the side next the stream, 
Ranald and the followers keeping carefully 
between her and the overhanging clifb. As 
she gazed downwards^ the image of a man 
glanced suddenly on the water — a foce, a 
figure, a garb such as fancy may picture in 
some distorted dream of Alps, caverns, and 
banditti. Sarah saw the shadow, her hus- 
band had already recognised the real sub- 

" I should know the sure foot that tracks 
these cli% as steadily as would the moun- 
tain-goat." Ranald lowered his pistol, which 
he had held all this while in his hand. 
" Sweyn," he cried, addressing a favourite 
and confidential follower, who was ever 
nearest his person, " my arm is palled when 
its aim is Donhuil Nam Biodag. Call Angua^ 
call Rohan, — I must examine them anew. 
If a life dearer than mine were his object, 
has he not, all day long, had fearful oppor- 
tunity,— has he not had for the last ten 
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)ninnt«B, and has he not evsn now, oui whole 
party at vantage ?" 

The hontei again stoed forward on a high 
pointed rock, a few paces in advance of the 
party ; — dleotly he stood, his arms wrapped 
in his plaid, like some dark statue on its col- 
losal pedeetid. 

" Is the path of Mae Mie Baomdl poOntion 
to his kinsman, that Dotikmt Nam Biadojf 
strikes his petilons oomse so mnch iiigher 
than hia Chief!" shonted Ranald, adopting 
the figurstife language of hia counby. "Mae 
Mie RaonuU will suffer no obBtroetion of hia 
coarse. It ranst he free as the deer on the 
hills, the eagle in the sky, the wind In the 
forest, — wild and unfettered. But the open 
way liw broad for all ; Ranald entreats his 
Icinsman to descend and ehan iL" 

" Kinsmen, friends I how shall we know 
them?" was shouted hack in a voice that 
thrilled to Sarah's heart. " Once I had one, 
— I fanded him braye as his broadsword ; 
the eagle's plume in his l>onnet was a poor 
emblem of hia noliility. I gave hi^n my 
heart. The steel in hia belt, the emblem 
on his crest, the heart of his friend, he 
tracked aud bartered for a Tinker's gold. 
By what high-bom bride ridea home, in 
his pride, the far-deacended Cliief of 
Raonull ?" 

Donald's steel had been less sharp in 
the bosom of hia Chief than was tliis 
taunt from Donald's lipa. 

" Coward, traitor, lurking daataidly assas- 
sin, whose withered arm shrinks A\)m the 
purpose of his murdering heart," he vocl- 
ferat«d. In very despair Sarah threw 
herself upon the aima that raised Uie 
rifle, but the ball was sped. 

" Sarah, keep a firm seat ; ride for 
your life." The Chief tugged at her rein 
— they bounded forward. " No man ever 
provoked a blow from Donald of the Dirk 
aud needed to wait long for its full quit- 
tance — ay, and with interest." 

No shot was retnmed at this time. 
"Have I done for him?" eaid Ranald to 
hia henchman, with what Sarah, a^tated 
aa die was, felt to be a dreadfully stem 
indifference. He checked the speed to 
which he had urged his horse. 

"Wel^ galloped, Sarah I and not one 
scream. — Brave, for a Saxon girl, even 
Donald might confess yon. I muit give 
you time to breathe now :-~- Itow pale yon 
look, poor Sarah !" 

" And how terrible, Ranald, you look I 
And oh, can yon thns lightly talk { your 



kinsman, so loved, so valned, wmed at, 
wounded — perhaps mortally — and I the 
wretched canae. I know it all too well." 

" Never fear him : but if ao, It was a 
man's deed : — and so, good-night to Donald 
of the Dirk, You must not heed such trifles, 
Sai«h ; pistols and bullets are hut as battle- 
dores and shuttlecocks with ua in the glena. 
And here scamper up the gillies, — they will 
adore and report your courage. Ni^itan 
Donaehd Rvadh herself, when her blood is 
up, — and 'tia seldtmi at ebb tide with her, — 
could not have atood » first-fire better than 
you have done." This, to Sarah, was fearful 
pleasantry. She attempted no reply. The 
followers, BO tst out-iode hy their Chief, came 
posting on ; not one was wanting. Not one, 
then, had shown the humanity and courage 
to seek and snoeonr a gentleman of their own 
tribe, who, having incurred the displeasure 
of their Chief, was probably dying, by his 
hand, alone aud untended. 

The gilliei gathered ulently around their 
master like a pack of beaten hounds, and 
promptly obeyed Rarkald's order to " move 
forward." 

"Do I hear aright?" cried Sarah, in the 
language which not one of them coold uuder^ 
Btand. "Lochnareen, Ranald, husband! I 
implore you, for manhood's sake, for huma- 
nity, for pity — for my sake, if you would 
aave me a life of remorse and miaery— let us 
return, — seek and succour thia victim of my 

" Sarah wept in agony, unheeding 

the numerous and rude spectators of her 
giief. 

" Spare your tears, Sarah, and me the 
pain, and the shame of witnessing them. 
Little do you know the man for whom they 

" Alas ! they own a source leas noble 
than the snfferitiga of the brave, loyal, 
though it may be misj udging man, who holds 
Ranald's honour more precious than the life 
of Ranald's low-bom wife. I do know — I 
know all— and my tears flow lesa for Donald 
of the Dirk, than for him who has rashly 
raised his arm agiunst a friend and kinsman 
— than for htr whose reckless love, and, it 
may have been, guilty ambition, has already 
drawn down sach signal retribution. But 
let us now return ; the deed was hasty, and 
may yet be atoned." She turned her horse's 
head ; and a low murmur of satisfaction ran 
amid the followers, who guessed her purpose, 

" Do not think me the savage who would 
leave any man of my name, or even a hound, 
in his blood in s lonely wild. I meant to 
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have MDt bMk a eeupk of tiieM nurse- 
tenders U nillea Donald. Yon, HbtoU and 
Swejn, look to tbe Han of the Dirk." He 
gave hia hasty order* in Gaelioj aad tik4 men 
dropped off like shadows. 

The hsstj arrangement of the Chief for 
the incconr of his kinsman, did not satisfy 
his agitated wife ; — " Nay, lot ns too return," 
she entreated g " if Donald be the generoas 
mui yon liare reported him, tiiia is the very 
hour for atonement, foigiTensss, and reeon~ 
dilation. (Hi, Ranald, as yon mold span 
jaat own aelf-niproacli, and my endless 
misery, show yonnelf a magnanimous enemy: 
have pity on yonrself and on me I " 

The Chief appeared to hesitat* ) but ijr^a 
he rasolved to more on. " Never fear but 
that Sweyn will Iseoh him as well as could 
yonr own deiioate bands, my Borah. BecaoM 
it Is Donald's luck to lag behind, am I to 
expose my dainty Saxon coop-ehiokni to 
a night spent on an apm heath 1 — ' Forward, 
my merry men I " 

He repeated the order la Glaalli}, though 
in more appropriate words ) and the gillies 
prepared to obey. 

" I wW not forward," Mid BaFah, reso- 
Intely. •• This ill-timed pleuantry, my 
huelnnd, wrongs yonr better heark Though 
Ranald forget hhnaelf, I cannot foiiget what 
Ranald's ^^e owes to Ranald, and to Ranald's 
kinsman. Hark ! — do yon hear the howling 
of the poor man's falthfnl honndt — Good 
God, can your heart withstand that T" 

" Follow at your leisure, then, Hiy dear," 
said the Chief, with calm bittemees, deter- 
mined to puni^ his Vasbti for thus braving 
his sovereign will ; and, almost mre that 
five minutee alone In the dark would bring 
Sarah galloping at hia heels, he affected to 
whietle an tUr aa he slowly rode off. 

For a mile Ranald never once looked 
behind, satisfied that he heanl the clatter of 
the hoofs of his wife's pony on the etony 
track. But when be had slackened bis own 
pace, be fonnd that he had been deeetved ; 
and when the running footmen came up, he 
was told that the lady had, at foil speed, 
galloped back to the defile where Donald of 
the Dirk had last been seen. 

It was rebellion agunst every generous 
feeling of Ranald's better nature to believe 
any thing foul or twacherons of Donald of 
the Dirk ; but be knew his strong prejudloes 
of family and country. He had been told 
by his followers that Donald had undertaken 
a jonmey to the South, to prevent his mar- 
Tiage, even at the price of blood ; he well 



know his wild, moody, nmsttlad ataia af 
mind ; and the information of that day had 
hstn poailiTe. And Sarah was now in the 
power of thii roneed madman, his gentle, 
his beautiful wife, whom execrable folly had 
made him leave behind. Uight ebe not, 
ere now, have become the martyr of her 
humanity. Never had Ranald felt her 
virtues and his own alight deaerts so strongly 
In contrast as on hit baekward dei^ente 

It was no delicate Saxon maiden, fainting 
and sickening at her own scratched finger, 
whom Ranald found attempting to stanch 
Uis blood of which she had traced the eonree 
to the tight arm of the wounded clansman, 
from which she bad already eat away the 
sleeve. With every agoniied movement of 
the man, the blood had welled forth atreeh, 
tmtU he had become Insmslbk. 

The cordials intended for the ns* of Sarah 
on tiie journey, with which Ranald's servant 
had been fumlidied by Mistress Bridget, vrem 
still nntondwd. They were Instantly pro- 
cured and administered ; and Ruiald hiniiwtf 
brought the bonnet filled with water, with 
which Sarah sprinkled the clammy brow of 
her new kinsman, till the faint pulaea of the 
dam^ hand began t« flutter below her finger. 

Tbe Chief was of the number of those 
men who cannot endure to look upon what 
they oui nevertheless have the guilty rasbnass 
to perpetrate. The anguish whioh wrung the 
usually calm brow of hi* brave kinsman 
gave a pang to hi* bosom, which sober re- 
flection on his own rash deed oonid never 
have inflicted. Aethesymptonuof Tstuming 
life became more dedded, Ranald withdrew 
from Sarah's side, and fr<»n the wght of the 
wounded man. 

The clansman at once recognised in the 
lovely girl that knelt by liim, chafing his 
hands, the Saxon WiA) of his Chief ; and he 
vainly attempted to raise himself, and to muT- 
mnr the inquiry, where he was, and why thus 
attended. The hitherto mute attendants with 
one aoeord broke forth, pouring upon the 
wounded man the tale of the Chiefs acci- 
dental shot, nnd of his lady's kindnese, 
courage, and adventurous humanity. The 
clansman doaed his eyea as if overcome by 
his fbelinga ; then by a violent effort rused 
hlmeelf as if he Intended to crawl to her feet, 
->-for Sarah had now risen. 

"Spirit of Mercy as of Lovelineaa I " *as 
his pasuonate Gaelic exdamation. — "Did 
blood rise against its kindred blood 1 — was I 
forsaken of oil that I might find a ministering 
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KDg«l fat ym 1 " SaMh smiled totOy, rod 
ahook her head ta Intimate hei igaimoiee of 
what he eaii ; and also made signs that he 
mnat keep very quiet. 

The Chief had meanwhile given ordera for 
the constniction of B sort of rude palanquin 
of birch branches, wUch the fallowen quickly 
warped together. Orer this their plaids 
were thromi, and the wonnded man was borne 
forward with tolerable ease to himself to the 
appointed resting-place. 

It was midnight before they naehed the 
spot ; for often, In the eoxtae of Oie short 
Journey, Sarah had stopped Qts bearers to 
learn the State of the patient, and to force 
them, by her own Intentional delay, into Qie 
■lower and more gentle motion suited to his 
condition. 

Kansld could again Bnd unhesitatingly 
have openly braved his kinsman In the field, 
but to look on Donald's pained and bloodless 
face, and to bear the calm reproach of his 
eye, demanded courage of another kind. He 
next day, therefore, at an early hour, left 
Sarah to nnrse the wounded man, and to 



recruit from her personal fatigues, promising 
to join them In the evening, ana 
approving of her proposal to 



stage for the length of time necessary to 
Donald's partial restoration. 

The Chief now left her with the clansman, 
as fearleedy as If She had been in her own 
chamber in her father's house ; and Sarah's 
generous confidence In her new relation was 
as unbounded. 

Highland styptics of herbs, with MVdlals 
and restoratives of all kinds, were adminis- 
tered, and when Ranald returned from his 
day's sport, he fonnd the patient and the 
leech sitting together In the open ait, Sarah 
having ordered the attendants to bear the 
vronnded man out of the smoky and stifling 
atmosphere of the hut. 

Sarah was reading to beguile the time and 
the awkwardness ot her situation. Donald 
of the Dirk had no scholarship, but he, too, 
was trying to read the wildering things paemng 
aronnd h^, and in his own mind. He started 
from his reverie, and looked on with eager- 
nesB and interest, following her eveiy move- 
ment when Sarah rose to vrelcome back her 
husband. And when she had plated Ranald 
by his side on the grass, and joined the hands 
of the estranged friendly holding them closed 
In her own, to resist her mute supplication 
was impossible. Donald gazed on the Saxon 
girl, and forgave her haeband. 

'Hkough the kinsmen exchanged few words. 



Donald accepted the aaslsttHMe of the Ohlafs 
arm in returning to the hut, and a murmor 
of satisfaction eircnlated among the glllisB. 

"Sarah, you have conquered half Clan 
Raonull, in g^ning the atoblmm heart of 
tlut dark man," said the Chief, exnltingly, 
as he came back to her. "I almost rejoloe 
in having let out those few drops of hot 
blood, since it has bronght you into imme- 
diate contact with Donald and his clannish 
whims ! you have put them all to the rout. 
A few days more and yon will hate gsinsd 
yonr final conquest, — the heart of my 
proud mother. Then begins the long reign 
of all the Lowland and diHnestic virtues ; joy, 
and peace, and love, What a happy honse- 
hold will ours be ! Hy brow as radiant 
every day as yon moon, 'ronndasmyfallier'B 
shield,' that is wheeling over the hill there. 
—But you wore positively wrong, lore, about 
that lehmaeUte tradition, I questioned 
Harold about it to-day on tlte Mil, one of 
our most skUful sennschles : he indlnea to 
think, that if any tradition of this family 
attlibute of onrs exists in the East at all, it 
must have been carried thither from our 
mountains." 

Sarah was in tto danger of splitting a second 
time on this sunken rock. She sud cheerfully 
that she did not much care 'ndiether It came 
from the East, the day-epring of the Chiistian 
World, or from the West,* the paradise of 
the Gael, if she only saw the radiant light 
beam steadily on her Ranald's brow. 

Donald of the Dirk had sufieredmore from 
lirevions agony of mind and privation, than 
from the Chiefs bullet, which had rather 
proved a sedative. Food, t^st, sympathy, 
tile unspeakable relief of having escaped the 
commission of what he felt. In his sobered 
sense, would have been a deadly crime, rapidly 
bronght back health, and, for the moment, 
peace of mind. Yes, though the Hell he had 
Invoked to aid his black design might, for 
his deep peijnries to Ms Chieftaines^ open 
and swallow him, yet shonld that lovely and 
gracious being live, long and blest, the beloved 
wife of the too happy fiaonull. 

On the third day, the party moved forward; 
and on the farther J oomey the protection of 
Sarah, for many hours of every day, was 
now tacitiy confided to the kinsman of the 
Cl^ef. Donald, though convalescent, was 
unfit or unwilling to join the hunting parties 
in which all engaged, and the pride and the 
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j affection of Rauftld were Alik« gntified when, 
< at. mom and eve, Donald of the Dirk still 
Btood by Sarah's rein, gratified to see him 
who, Balaain-iilte,.had oame forth to corse, 
constrained, by her gentle mastery, to admire 
and blesB. Ranald was quite of the temper 
to enjoy the triumph over his haughty mother 
oSbrded by this sudden conTersion of her 
champion. 

" 1 give you joy of your conquest, Sarah," 
aaid he gaily ; " I only wish that the sense 
of living and mortal beauty could come 
between this enthosiast and his Phantasm ; — 
he sometimes gazes on you as if he were at a 
loss to know whether you are indeed Nighean 
Ceard, my own charming Sassenach wife, or 
his own mysterious Bride of the Mist. — By 
what mere woman's bridle would Donald lag, 
and the belling of the red deer, and the 
whiizing of the deadly shaft in his ear, save 
hers to whom he feels that he owes his life, 
with his allegiance." 

Sarah turned her gentlest look on the 
clansman, who appeared to understand that 
he was the subject of discourse. " I leave 
yoQ once more to Donald's care," continued 
Ranald. " Your ride to-day will be delight- 
ful, — over yonder low ridge and through 'the 
glen of copsewood,' — the valley, which j^ves 
its name to Mr. Aaron Hill's favourite song, 
— then round and up my own Uaam Tamar, 
which, on this side, divides the hilly region 
from the plains of Jify Country. I leave your 
own good taste to discover the rest. 

"Exactly at the boundary between the terri- 
tory always ouri, and this country, which 
we have acquired by marriages and battles 

with tlie great northern clan of , there 

is a beautiful fountain — eucli a spot as you 
and the dreamer, Donald, might fancy fairy 
elves had shaped to danoe around in the 
moonlight, — a fountain where the hunters 
lii^r to taste of the bright waters, tliough 
they be not thirsty. It is called 'The Well 
of Peace : ' there pledge Donald of the Dirk, 
and there wait lay arrival 'Tis an old 
custom of our clan for new ftiends to pledge 
each other there, and for old feuds to be 
healed." 

Sarah bowed obedience, happy to gratify 
her husband, and her own affectionate heart 
warming and expanding in the reciprocation 
of kinduesaea with those among whom she 
wae henceforth to live. 

" The glen of copsewood," like all the glens 
she had traversed, had, for a road, only a 
rude bridle-track, and that frequently broken 
by the now dried-np channels of the hill 



Sarah often required asuatance on this 
day's ride, though not so often as it was 
watchfully, if quietly, tendered. 

On this day, influenced by the conversai- 
tion of the morning, bendes her usual elo- 
quent smiles andgeatures of acknowledgment 
for the services she received from all about 
her, Sarah tried to employ ber very imperfect 
Gaelic in establishing some mode of social 
communication between herself and her silent 
and melancholy companion. She was proud 
of her previous knowledge of the name of 
this lovely valley ; and, though her languaga 
was certainly exceedingly defective, yet, 
lifted in her infantine imperfect way, and 
in a voice which Donald felt as "far above 
singing," the fascination was the more com- 
plete. The attendant gillies, aa they listened 
to her attempts, smiled, but with the UigL- 
laud courtesy which preventa the smile of an 
inferior from being felt as impertinence. 

Neither smiles nor words betrayed the 
clansman's feelings, though they spoke an 
eloquent language of their own. At one 
moment his rapt and kindled soul flashed 
from hb eyes, and spoke in every feature, in 
his anxiety to comprehend the lady's meaning, 
which he appeared to do with a facility that 
scarcely needed the medium of spoken lan- 
guage ; then hie ulent, earnest, subdued gaze, 
would shade gradually off into t|iat melan- 
choly air of abstraction which appeared the 
habitual expression of his countenance. Sarah 
instinctively felt that of the clansman's 
muungs she occupied a large share ; but 
whether these perplexing rnniinations boded 
good or evil was an enigma to which the 
troubled brow and melancholy eyes of Donald 
afforded no satisfactory solution. 

" If there were truth in Highland super- 
stition," thought she, " I could believe that 
this enthusiast sees a dreadful fate written 
on my brow ; sees it, too, with pity," 

When Sarah reached " the Well of Peace," 
she had no companion save Donald of tlie 
Dirk and his inseparable slag-honnd, in whose 
regards she appeared to have attained the 
second place. 

The bright waters, gushing from the living 
rock, and trickling over moss and plants of 
sheeny verdure, fell into the small natural 
basin which in the course of ages they had 
scooped for themselves. Sarah dismounted, 
drew off her glove, dipped the rosy tips of 
her fingers in the pellucid fount, and between 
Emiles and signs, and broken speech, made 
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ber companion understand that she wiahed 
to have tlM ose of the tinjr BilreT-monnted 
CMOct or atppan which he carried as part of 
a hunter'a equipage. It was instantly pro- 
duced, purified in the fount with Oriental 
■enipnlority, and courteously presented to 
the lady: tliis done, the huntertnmed away. 

"Nay," said Sarah, "will yon not pledge 
yoar new Ifinswoman in the Waters of 
Peace t " She held the little Tcsael to catch 
the trickling rill, placed a softly detuning 
hand on the sleeve of her companion, pledged 
him in her imperfect Gaelic ; and again filled 
the nia<:A, and, with a gentle amile, presented 
it to him. 

The clansman shook as if in an sg^ne-fit ; 
retreated, and gently pushed aside the fur 
ministering hand, at the same time fixing 
bis remarkalile eyes on Sarah's crimsoned 
face, with the perplexed inexplicable look of 
interest, pity, and admiration with which he 
bad so often, in the course of the morning, 
regarded her. 

"What does thia meant" cried Sarah, in 
her own language, vexed and bait. " Would 
yon intercommnne the stranger? refose 'the 
Cup of Peace ' from the hand of the Saxon! 
. . . I am a fool to take this trifling in 
each serious sort. The clansman cannot 
have understood me. Cbnrl '. " she play- 
fully cried, in her new language, "pledge 
your kinswoman. — To yonr he^tb! Be 
peace between us [ " 

She kissed the cup, and agun presenM 
it ; nor could the slave of superstition resist 
the fascination which, for the moment, made 
his deep oath and the image of Kighean 
Donachd Ruadh melt into thin ait. 

Donald snatched the ofiered draught. Be- 
tween their agitated bands the tiny gohlet 
fell to the ground, and the contents were 
spilt to the last drop. With a stifled groan 
of horror and anguish, the clanaman started 
back ; and Sarah, scarcely less agitated, 
looked aghast in his face for an explanation 
of the mystery, which she already fancied 
she understood. 

" Am I, too, the slave of Highland omens ! 
DonkiMl nam Biodag, we may be true friends 
and kinsfolk, though a fenr drops of water 
are aeddentiUly spilt between us." 

She extended her hand in frank amity, as 
if to break the Ideal spelL Instead of meeting 
her friendly, cordial grasp, Donald struck 
his own huids together, like one in wild 
deq>air, exclaiming, in the sudden frenxy-fit, 
" BMutiful being 1 oh, most beautiful 1 why 
is your innocent blood to rest opoo me? 



Why did the bullet of Mae 3fie ButmtUl for 
the first time fail of its aim 1 " 

The paroxysm wrought h^her. Donald 
led, — he almost dragged the terrified girl to 
the fonnt, and bent down her head over its 
bubbling waters, till her im^^e and his own 
fac«, distorted by fearful passions, lay mingled 
there in troubled shadow : and on this picture 
be pored and muttered, as if reading the 
Book of Fate. 

" There is doubtless some touch of insanity 
about this poor man," thought the alarmed 
Sar^. But, though ashamed of the weak- 
ness, she wiehed that she too could have 
known what fearful angury he read in the 
mingled and broken shadows of Uie Fouutun 
of Peace. As his grasp rdaxed, Sarah con- 
tinued to look down ; and when she moved 
back it was slowly and gently, aa if in com- 
passion of his wild excitement. 

Ranald had hinted that the deer-stalker 
was not at all times as other men. As lie 
had supematnial powers, so had he conflicts 
and snfieringe above mortality : then why 
leave hei to such irild guidance ? Fluttered 
and nervous, Sarah, instead of wuting by 
the " WellofPeace," as she had been ordered, 
resolved to posh on towards a spot where a 
thin blue smoke, at the distance of a mile, 
up in a glade of Maam Toroar, told of some 
habitation. - She trusted that Ranald would 
forgive her disobedience ; for the baleful 
expresriou of his kinsman's mad and melan- 
choly eyes was, in this solitude, becoming 
unendorable. She sprang on her pony 
without the ceremony of leave-taking. 

The cabin she had seen was placed, like a 
linnet's nest, among tall broom and dwatf 
birches. On one side of the hut was a small 
but very steep water&U, which spread around 
an air and feeling of freshness ; the other 
ride of the dwelling was protected by a tall, 
insulated piece of rock, lightly feathered with ' 
ferns and the mountain asb. In front was 
a grassy clearing of some yards wide, flanked 
by a peat-stack and a rude shed for a cow. 

By the door of the cabin sat an old woman 
bnsy with her distaff, enjoying the warmth 
of the sun, in which basked at her feet, ex- 
cellent friends though strange associates, a 
shepherd's dog and a tame fawn. Tbe 
ancient matron was chunning to herself in Uie 
broken notes of the low pluntive song of age ; 
and Sarah, who had left her pony at a dis- 
tance, had listened for soma time ere she was 
perceived. There woe about the aged and 
lonely woman an air of quiet dignity and 
and a calm thonghtfulness of 
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eonnt^nuice whicK inqtind her vialtcr yriOi 
involuntary respect. Though ia the ttrict 
eostnme of her countiy, she vaa better dieesed 
th&n n&troni of het prMumed nnk ; and the 
■hort full nuntle or tuaoff, fixed at tba throst 
with a nlTer elup or broocli of nnusoftl 
dimeuuoiu, and th« aaowy mreh of tha fiiuet 
linen, looked u if ihey were uimnged tor 
enemon^, and were yet Ih* becoming garb 
of every day. Sarah afterward* obUined 
tbt clew to thii mytteiy. Tlie lonely widow 
by th* Waterfall, nhow hut wu fall three 
milei from any other human habitation, WU 
a " born gentlewoman ;" and Uiongh she had 
"stooped in marriage," "all the waten ot 
Loehaaveen eould not waah her blood froK 
that of Ififfitam Denaehd Snadi hereelf, 
outeaet and poor aa Sheelae waa the day." 

The Highland matron ihowed no vulgar 
Kurprise when tb« yonng stranger nnawaree 
•tept np to her. It waa, indeod, nndantood 
that Htrangen conld not take fay tnrpriea the 
8e*r of the Waterfall. With tha breeding of 
a Chieft&in'i hall, ehe invitad Barah Into 
her hnt, and plaoed for hw the only ahair 
which it contained. 

With cnrtaiae and cmflaa, Swah chose for 
hereelf a len die^nguiahed ee^ one of those 
bee-hive ottonana of twisted bant and rushaa, 
which famish home-made roetia seata to the 
more taatefol and induatrioni among the 
Highlanders. She a»t with her baok ia tiw 
door; and, having aceeptad the profbred 
bowl of milk, eolieited laava to try the 
anttqne epinning Implements of her hoetaat. 
Thus was ehe engaged, tha old woman laan- 
iDg on Uie back of the chair, and oppoaita to 
her, regarding her with those calm look* 
which benevolent and prophetio age e(»na- 
tfmea beetowe on sasgnina and nnthinkiBg 

The light etepof Uie de«r-efalker waeunheard 
or unheeded by the amateur epinncr, and the 
widowed Sheelas only recognieed her entering 
kinunan by the bending motion of her eyes. 
Sarah took off and laid betide the tam« faw« 
at her feet, her riding hat and her upper 
covering ; and, absorbed in h» new employ- 
ment, laboured with all her ait. Still the 
HuUand apindle refnwd to play and wbiA 
to her skillees.faand ; still the thread I»ecame 
more and more twisted and entangled ( the 
overMoIent impnlas gives made it only the 
faster whirl backwards. Flo^d and vexed 
st her awkward (ailnre, flandt impatientiy 
enapt what she eeuM not vnraveL The 
widow rdeed har hand as if to atop this 
youdifttl radmeat. It waa tM» t«t« j bnt 



Sarsh commenced her task anew ; and again 
tha 0I4 woman fixed her eyes with melan- 
choly Bcratiny upon her fair guest, while the 
clansman riveted his gaze on tiie female 
Seer. The Highland widow, on her own 
pari, bad no pi«ten»ou« to the gift of second- 
sight. She had been a solitary, snfiering, 
and reflecting being, piont and thoughtful ; 
and " tb« secret of ^e Xiord was with her 
that feared Rim." This waa tha true secret 
of bar im^irstJon- It was not directly Ut 
Donald th«t the widow addressed henelf. 
Gaiing on Barah, still childishly absorbed 
hM antique labour, she slowly and calmly 
said, " Ye are young, and ye are fair I olaa, 
that the hands should already b* old and 
withered irtiich ahill wrap the coipae-shroud 
orer yenr blossoming beauty." Sheelas now 
ftddi«seed her clansman. 

"Donald, my kinsman, welcome t This 
f^ girl is then On Sum bride of Hoc Hie 
Baonnllt" 

The emphatic and solemn tones of the 
woman's voice, her imtonte and mysterious 
gaae, and the wild snjnveTing glance of th* 
elansmon, tiba now sbipt forward, startled 
(hs play^ spinster. Sarah rote in haata, 
and fixed her questioning ejt* ^temat^lyon 
bar silent compauiom. 

"What spell hangs orer nw, and over 
enry one J meet to-day ! " she said. " To- 
night, and I shall sleep my first deep nndar 
my husband's roof : to-night, receive th« 
welooming of Ranald's kinsmen to his High- 
laud home. This to me should be a happy 
day, yet erary voiea eonnd* like ft paasiiig- 
bell ! every eye beid* on me in myetcriou 
pity, as if th* charaetn* of a terrible fat* 
were Beared on my brow." 

Sarah had bew tracked by her Uttle pal- 
frey, which *h* had beiaelf fsstmed to » 
bush when seeking the hut. 1^lt pattering 
of the unshod horses, and the voieca of the 
gillies, now eounded in her ears like the shout 
of a respite ; and lUnold'a greeting, gay and 
cordial, sotm banished tH aerit bodings feom 
her breast. He was in very high qnril^ now 
otiMu^everyhappyaenseof the word. Far 
and near, wherever be looked, from the moun- 
tain ma«oe* of the magnificmtUaam Tamar, to 
the brecban busii, — ftom the lonly woman to 
whom his amile broHght iiia and joy, to the 
mcansst thing that fcnathed within a wide 
raogi,— all owned bim lord, end lored at 
feared him I 

Hi* miHiuDg'* sport had bsmnnMramoDly 
eoecesrfd g «nd asme of hie tribntarie* and 
feateuM io Ik* higfatr gl*ns,«rh<n ih* oettJe 
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were now at their nunmer putnK, met Hia 
lordly progrew with that homage of mingled 
flattery and cordial affection on which his 
childhood and youth had been banqueted, 
and which eeld England h^d never afibrded 
to hie heart or bis pride. 

"Hotr like himeelf ha looks t»-day," was 
Sarah's fond thought, u he shook hands 
with her and welconwd h«r on ^ the ride of 
Haam Tamar." 

Several of the gilliM were laden with the 
^oila of the chase. "A noble buck, Sarah : 
is he not ? I wish we eould eeod a hannoh 
of him to Annt Bridget ; or nnele Gilbert, — 
ay, that were the better mark." 

"How good-naturad BauUd is to-day," 
theoght Sarah. 

" I hare had no Inek till daw. But the 
deer of Maam Tamar know ' the Chief of • 
thousand bills with aU their bounding roes,' 
ae Donald's old ihymes lecite, Yoni wel' 
coming bridal-ban([uet sboll not want ' the 
doe and the roe, and the hart and the hind,' 
and all sylTsa cheer, fair Saxon." 

Ranald ehowed her a variety of dead birds, 
describing tlieir habite and species ; and 
though Sarah would rather have seen them 
on the wing, or in the copee, than in bleod- 
bedabbled plumage, ehe tried to sympathise 
in the exultation of the sportsman. 

" And ancient Sheelas," said Ranald, " you 
have made acquaintanee with her. She ie 
not one of our ordinary cronee. Bhe has 
good blood in her veins, though she choes to 
disgrace it. She was the tdnswoman and 
companion of my mother ; but contracted a 
low marriage with a mechanic from Moray- 
land ; and woe sent to the exile of our 
SiberiSjthewioDgsideof Haam Tamar. Fw- 
tnnately all her ehildren died as they grew 
op J for not one of them eould have told 
who wss bU father's Chief. When the lest, 
the dghth, was laid within the Druds* 
Btime^ many years ago, Niglmm Dtmachd 
Btiadh spoke tor the first time to the widowed 
wife and ehildless motfawy now somewhat 
freed from taint." 

Here was " a thing to dieam of, not to 
teU." Sarah had no heart to inqoiie what, 
in the jndgmicnt of the Chiefteiaece, eeneti- 
toted "a low marriage." 

"But where is the Man of tfas Dirk! 
Have you pledged each other in the Waters 
of Peace — the ' fountain Aretbuse ' of Clan 



"And pieced dukDonhoiL" HahappUy 
<Hd not panw for the aMwa, wU<^ ewah 



conld not easily have found. "I wish yon 
had wuted my approach. — I conld liave 
wished to eeal my peace with my kinsman 
ere ne enter the last Pv*. This, Sarah, 
is but the threshold of our* euMry j across 
the next high-lying wild moor, on which we 
are about to enter, lies ZoetMOMsit proper, its 
green and fertile heart. Into it I would not 
wish to oorry angry thoughts, nor unpleasant 
mnembrsncM, — M least, not in your com- 
pany." 

" Thanks, lUnald [ — though sanely every 
spot on which the sun sbinss may be a fit 
place for the rwenciliation of friends," re- 
tumsd Sarah. 

The widowed Sheelas had, meanwhUe, 
been dispensing her hospitalities in the inside 
of her hut. She now come forth to welcome 
the Chief, as did every one they met, with 
the observance due to a sovereign prince ; 
which Ranald, to do him justice, reoeired 
with the ease of one to whom both lip-service 
and the worship of the heart had always been 
familiar. While the band made a hasty meal 
on the green-eirard, Sarah r«Ur«d to adjnst 
her dress. 

"It must be in gay, gallant, — ay, and in 
Highland trim, that yon eater the halls of 
Baonnll, wluch ws ue fast ^proaching," 
said the Chief, " From the next height we 
have, what a certain snpple Lowland knave, 
in my employment, calls 'a Fisgah-view' of 
the promised land, — a land of good perfor- 
mance to Mr. Daniel Hoesack, however, who 
is the only ready-money man in a^ coamtty," 

In a few minutes Sarah stepped out among 
her courtieiB and attendants, attired as befit' 
ted a Chieftain's bride ; the tartan covering 
as graceful a shape as ever yet claimed the 
hereditary right of wearing it ; the plaid 
sereening as fair a countenance as its folds 
had ever veiled. There was also that taste- 
ful iatermixtnre of the jewelled omament« 
which Rauald admired, and which gave 
sparkling relief and finish to her attire. Her 
ornaments received unqualified approbation 
from the q>ectaton, though hsr claim to 
personal beauty was still the subject of secret 
dispute ; seme of the younger men of " the 
Chiefs girdle " declaring her passii^ lovely ! 
and others scouting all preUnwm to goi>d 
Looks in a slender huidful of a girl, whose 
fairy faes was not ths breadth of a S^loti 
^illip g I meet unlike, indsed, as all must 
have ooufssifd, to the strapjdng maidsKS and 
massy matrmis of the race of Raonnll. 

Tbam who denied the Saxon •trsoger's 
beMty, Mckwwlsc^ed, hawwer, her iwe st 
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neSH of manneTB, kindness of he&rt, ftnd open- 
ness of band, — which Iwt was, probably, 
after alt, her cliief merit, faiiing, «s phe so 
wofully did, in birth and country. 

When the caralcade again got into order, 
Donald of tlie Dirk was miBsing. He had 
deserted the party. The Chief knit his 
brows. 

"Ha tat com," said he, scornfully, cnrliDg 
liis lip, " 1 care not. Mount, Sarah : Donald 
of the Dirk does net, it seem^ grace yonr 
triumphal entry into my glen. — Well — this 
evening — I mnat find you a more courteous 
groom than this moody dreamer, whose con- 
duct becomes every hour more inexplicable. 
Did he not pledge you in the Cup of Peace !" 

" The draught was, unfortunately, spilt 
between ua," replied Sarah, hesitating, as if 
she confessed a crime. 

" Son of Mercy, yow don't say so ! " cried 
the Cliief. Sarah looked more dietreseed 
than before. 

"If yonr kinsman hod even refused to 
partake with me wh^t, to hie clan, is signi- 
ficant of the bread and salt, the sacred sym- 
bols, among other wild tribes, of confidence 
and hospitality, I ehould even then believe 
that he did so merely to retain the power of 
injuring, without breach of honour and of 
faith ; hot never that he would employ that 
power against me." 

The Chief was evidently disooncerted. 
Lightly as he affected to treat the snpenti- 
tions and usages of his country, their deep- 
struck roots were intertwined with every 
fibre of his mind. The sfnlling of " the Cup 
of Peace," the loss of the wedding-ring, the 
abrupt departure of the nearest kinsman, 
whose duty it was to ride by the bride, and 
lead tier to the threshold of the castle, were 
ominous as well as vexatious. AH else, how- 
ever, went on smoothly; and group after 
group of young men still arrived to welcome 
the ratnm of their Chief. 

"Whip and spur, then, Sarah," said the 
Chief. " And tgaia good-night to sullen 
Donald. We must make our grand entry 
into our capital city of Pont-na-Baat before 
sunset. For this, I believ^ our raacally 
vizier, Daniel Hossack, has made rather 
splendid preparations." 

Sarah obeyed with alacrity, and there 
was an animating gallop of some miles 
among the cavalry, and a brisk rush among 
the long-legged and kilted foot, till the 
cavalcade baited on a wild, wide, flat heath, 
• — an ocean prospect in immensity and subli- 
mity, with the added glory of an Al^ne 



range far distant, but stretching round on 
every aide, its serrated peaks glittering, 
dusky, or half lost in haze. Overhead was 
the uniform deep-toned, dull, blue hearen, 
which harmonicee so well with the sombre 
grandeur of a wild and solitary scene com- 
posed wholly of the primary elements of 
moor and mountain ; — the same low, brood- 
ing eky which a late distingoidied landscape 
painter has, with such striking effect, dif- 
fused over a view of the plain of Marathon. 

" Here, at last, is the true Highland 
scenery," said Sarah. " When you boast 
of your glens, and lakes, and forests, why 
are you ulent about proqiecte like this ; 
which, to softer scenery, is as the mighty 
ocean to a pleasant inland lake: — one's 
soul finds room to breathe freely here, — to 
soar and expand I" 

*' Ay, Suah, so you have found the key 
to our scenery at last ! Any one can admire 
a sweet green glen, or a wooded glade : it 
requires a Highland heart and eye, a clana- 
mau's asso(»ations, to wander in admiration 
over the gray moor. — To Donald of the 
Dirk, whom you see so far off, stalking 
ghost-like before us, this inspiring picepect 
is like the dance and song of the billows and 
the bteeie to a mariner ; like the sound trf 
Bow-bell to a Londoner." 

"You might have spared that iUnstra- 
tioD," replied Sarah, laughing ; " but as 
Chaucer, and Spenser, and Shaksper^ and 
Milton, were almott Londoners, even that 
shall not offend me." 

" At least the snn roust not go down on 
your wrath." 

In a few minutes mora the married pair 
were rapidly descending a mountain gorge, 
threading a nigged unequal bridle-way, 
flanked by lumpish disjointed swells of 
mossy ground, covered with coarse heatli 
and bent. 

"Shut your eyee, now, my little dark- 
haired darling," said Ranald, in his native 
huiguage : "close those diamond portab (rf 
the soul, whose opening brings mom to the 
glens, as Donald might say, till I cry, 
* Look up, Sarah !' " 

Sarah did as she was ordered ; and, when 
denred to open her eyes, her buret of lively 
and rapturous admiration satisfied even 
Ranald's rapacity of praise for all that was 
hisovra. 

" The strath of Lochnaveen !" be said, 
triumphantly throwing oat his hand towards 
the glorious scene that spread in beauty 
beneath them. Sarah's heart, for a moment. 
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swelled, and throbbed with the pride of pro- 
perty and power, — a new and exulting feel- 
ing. Of all alie raw she was the lady and 
mistress, and she held her rights by a tenure 
which tenfold donbled their value, — the 
heart and hand of Ranald. 

The Chief had chosen his hour well. 
Sunset was fading fast into twilight. In 
a few minutes more would have iled all 
those magic and shifting lights that now 
tinted towei and tree, slanting across the 
bright lake upwards thraugh the lionging- 
birch woods to the enshrining clifia, — and 
bringing forward many of those little accea- 
eoriea that constitute the interest of a living 
scene, and give tike landscape its sweetest 
touches. 

The old gray hold of the Chief of Clan- 
RaonuU, seen far below and across the lake, 
and yet looking near, could be no object of 
peculiar attraction, save to ite owners ; 
though the striking shadowed outline of its 
embrasures, loop-holes, steep roof, and rudely 
batttemented walls floatii^ on the waters of 
the lake, might have been more engag^g to 
the eye of taste than the heavy sabstantiali- 
ties of the rugged structure. But it was on 
her home that Sarah gazed, — her home in 
weal or woe, — through life and all its 
changes. Dubious of her long silence, 
RantUd riveted his ayes on kei face, as if to 
read her thoughts, and widi no dispoution 
to indulgent construction. Her low, invo- 
luntary sigh was breathed from causes very 
difTerent from any feeling connected with 
the lack of architectural elegance or domestic 
accommodation in her future home ; yet, 
when Ranald spoke, she wished that this in- 
voluntary sigh had been suppressed. 

"The house, as you see, is no great 
things," said he, shghtly. " I warned you 
not to expect a Uainpstead Lodge, and 
its snug accompaniments, in Strathnaveen. 
When we have settled a while we must con- 
trive some wing or jamb. In yonder hills of 
ours is marble enough to constmct a million 
palaces. The present domestic accommoda- 
tion is, however, miserable, and often scanty ; 
especially when we have female guests. 
Yet danghters of the houses of Kmtail and of 
Sutherland have chosen, and for life, yonder 
rude home. — I speak not of men's accommo- 
dation ; even yon, fair Saxon, would scorn 
the tall fellow who, with his plaid, and 
seven feet of the heath, could not find him 
a chamber. In such sort of sleeping room, 
thank Heaven and my brave ancestors, I 
am tolerably well provided." 

Vol. ni. 



This contradictory speech pained the gentle 
Saxon. The want of a fine dwelling would, 
in any circumstances, have been the last 
subject of her regret. And what were en- 
tire squares of town-built palaces compared 
to the magnificent scene hefon her. There 
was something, ' too, — it was not meant 
unkind, but it was jacriug,^ — in the alln- 
aion to the former splendid alliances of the 
&mily. The aliort-lived glow of the pride 
of rank, place, and property was chilled in 
the bosom of the Saxon stranger. She was, 
then, not reckoned of mind, or birth suf- 
ficiently lofty to value the noWa above the 
comfortable and the convenient. Sarah 
owned to herself that it might be so. 

" A castle," she said at last, "and a wide 
domain, never made part in my dreams of 
romance. Some litUe shieling in yonder 
braes, — a bothie in the green-wood, by the 
lochan of tlie water-lilies, where, at mom 
and even, I eonld climb the next tomhah and 
count all the blue smokes rising from 
humble and happy heartlis, under the kind 
protection of Ranald, were more to me than 
the grandest gold and marble palace in all 
the Atabian Tales ; and Ranald methinke 
ought to know it." 

" You are a sweet, little ingratiating Ni- 
ghean Ceard, Qi&t b the truth, Sarah. A 
little more ambition and pride of place 
might, however, not misbecome the bride of 
a Chief; yet if the doughty sons of Raounll 
do not thank me for giving them so gentle 
a lady and mistress, they deserve to be 
ducked in their own lake. — ■ But, [^)eaking 
of your favourite blue smokes, the castle 
looks deserted to-night, — so does the ham- 
let. The chimney-tops, ' the wind-pipes of 
good hospitality,' give no sign of prepara- 



" All, yea — just that — at the ferry under 
the clifb below, where we cannot see them, 
all gathered to welcome us. But, hold a 
firm rein, my love. Here, at thb crag, I 
was ever wont to fire off my piece as a call 
to 'spit and raxes,' a sort of first dinner- 
bell, or intimation to tlie ministering angels 
of my mother's kitchen, that their Chief is 
not quite A divinity ; or is, at least, of kin 
to those gods who relish a savoury sacrifice, 
and can, even after a ten hours' fast, con- 
descend to a mess of venison chops: — if 
their liberal language knew any such pinched, 
lean, niggardly word avoirdupois, connected 
with food, as dwpi." Ronald, as he can- 
Wo. 74. 
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lemly spoke, wu loading his gun, wUch was 
carried by one of bis innumeralile atten- 
dants. "Ara yon qoita steady, Sanb, ot 
■hall I not fire?' 

Afraid, yet ashamed to confess her fears, 
Sarah meaanred the waters, that, through 
the opening of the copse, bIu aaw yawning 
many fathoms below, but said she was 
ready, — " qnlto prepaMd." 

Ranald fired. At tlila welt-known signal, 
from an aminisoadfl placed by the BhaSe 
rose a yell of bagpipes, and the welcoming 
shonta of a rabble rout ; and before the 
smoke of his piece was dif^lled, Banald saw 
his wife bonie headlong down the temir 
which lay nuder the hamlet of 0!aek-an- 
daieh, and bung sheer orer tbe lake. 

Eveiy man in right started forward, but 
Banald cntstiipped them all. From ride to 
side of the lake, and along the braa, where 
gronps of qieotators were ranged, there was 
a suppressed oiy— a moment of intense 
anxiety ; and &e small, 1>eantifa1 pony 
which the lady had ridden, was sesu plung- 
ing in the waters of the lake, but without 

It was Hwimmlng across, as if to gain the 
castle lawn. 

"Have the waters of Loohnaveen swal- 
lowed, and bidden in their depths, the shame 
of their degenerate Chief 1" was the passion- 
ate exclamation of Siffhean Donachd JRwidh, 
addressed to the aged matron who stood at 
the hall lattice beside her, her counsellor 
and compaiuon. 

"Daughter of Red Duncan, whet is not 
yet done, remains to b« fulfilled," returned 
the oracular crone, as she drew the lady 

Instead of the sight of agony and horror 
which Ranald had anticipated, on his despe- 
rate plunge down the tcour, he found Ms 
wife on the ledge of the precipice, &int and 
trembling, and by her ride her rescner, 
Donald of the Dirk. She threw herself into 
Ranald's opening arms, and, as he clasped 
his recovered and doubly-valued treasure, 
the clansman suddenly disappesredt 

** To your brave idnaman I owe my life," 
said Sarah, looking round for Donald. 

" I pardon Donald's former desertion, my 
beloved: God and his angels placed him 
here lo atone for my mad rashness. And 
yon bleed, my Sar^i ! —how shall 1 ever 
forgave myself I" 

" Tlie slightest scratch posrible : not so 
bad as QxB prickle of a rose. Would you 



believe that yon flenw Donald can grow p^a 
at the right of blood t" 

« At womaif* only, love. And see that 
imp of the devil, Kelpie, how he swims the 
lake ! — He neig^ by the castle wall, as if 
he had done some treat feat. By my 
father's hand I I will hare him Aot and 
ham-strung." 

"Hush, Banald I See, and be thankful, 
how beautifully my tartan screen floats and 
curls down the lake, showing its changing 
hues like a wild dralce." 

"Let all go to the broad sea, since I have 
yoonelf, my own poor Sarah. This deli- 
cate hand mangled so emelly, too! — I 
conld cnise myself !" 

" Kiss it, and heal it rather, as poor 
mamma used to do long ago," said Sarah. 
" Oil, her kisses were bslm ! — My poor 
mothsr, Banald, yon have scarcely heard 
me speak of her. %e died when I was 
only five years old j and I knew even then 
I was never again to liave a mother.** 

Ranald kissed the bruised fingers, and 
would, at this moment, have given half his 
life and fortune to have been able to pro- 
mise his wife a daughter's place In hia 
mothei's heart. 

Tbe Chief carried Ssrah up the steep, so 
fortunately tangled, woven, and matted on 
the surfoce with underwood and creepers, 
as to have obstructed the wild career of her 
startled pony. Here had lurked Donald of 
the Dirk, waiting till the gay bridal party 
had passed over the lake, before, in dark- 
ness and shame, he went to give his lady on 
account of his baffled misrion. 

In a land where every event and acciden- 
tal circumstance is construed into presage 
and omen, the occurrences of this day were 
peculiarly evil-boding to the young stranger. 
The last alarming accident had put a stop 
to all those demonstrations of joy and wel- 
come which, on the south hank of the lake, 
had been secretly got up by the golden 
waters, (tu^adiaugk^ and more golden pro- 
mises, of the diplomatic Bhalie. 

His bribes, however, and his cajoleries, 
had had no power over tlie loyal hamlet that 
flourished under the Immediate eye of the 
Daughter of Red Duncan : There all was 
chill, silent, and towering. Though a party 
of mercenaries had been stationed in ambuih 
to yell a welcome in the Pass, the inhabi- 
tants of the mountun hamlet — "the Keep- 
ers of the Heart" — had also held at an 
inauspicions distance; the children peering 
slUyover their rocky battlements,' hut no 
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one offering welcome and greetings to their 
returning lord. 

Th« "high heradliary piper" of tha clan 
not only diaobtyed the BMi^i mandate, to 
raise the appropiiato Pibroch in the Fam at 
the fitting moment, bnt when a mercenary 
ventured to profane the clam-^mthem, he 
furiotuly plunged his iMn-dkm into the 
bowela of the riTal bagpipe, which was 
eqneaking out ita fiiud agony aa the Chief 
leached the ferry. ThA tumnlt was hodied 
on his RppnMwh. He imperiously ordered 
his men, who had broken into gnmpa, to 
mnstar behind him ; and, giving bis horse 
to one of th«ir number, drew hia wife's arm 
within hii own, as if he feared to trust ho' 
again from hie peieonal protection. 

Poor Sarah, "the observed of all obsM^ere," 
was now mneh disownpoaed. Her splendid 
dreea was soiled and torn ; her hair dis- 
hevelled ; her head nncoveisd ; her colour 
bad fled with her spirits. 

" I shall be more Uko poor Mary Stuart 
running the gauntlet of her scornful and 
rebellious subjects in the streets of Edinburgh, 
than the trinmphaDt inida Ranald would 
exhibit to his snbjeets," was her sad thought. 
Had her father or her kind aunt been her 
companion, Barah would now have implored 
for rest and lelsuM ; but Ronald thought not 
of it, and she had not yet learned to express 
her wishes to htm, save by her observance 
and ready obedience to his. 

Of the few persons, besidea the BhaU* and 
his household troops, who stood at the ferry, 
near tiie landing-place, all had silently dis- 
appeared before Ranald lifted his wife on 
shore on the opposite side, and bade her wel- 
come to bis own coast, and his capital of 
Pom-na-SMH. In tmother second, evei; 
door was inhospitably Ani against tbem ; or, 
in more aecnrate phrase, every bundls of 
dried fern, every wattled hurdle fmrning the 
rude snbstJtnta for a door, was put in requi- 
sition, throughout the hamlet, by the loyal, 
devoted, and high-spiritad snbjeets of the 
Dau^ter of Red Duncan. 

The women, usually so clamorous with 
thrir fblidtations on such oecarions, were 
instantly invidble. The children looked 
askance ; the eura growled t and Ranald 
glanced rapidly around in every direction ; 
his f eaturee swelling with disappointment and 
anger. He gnawed his lips till the blood 
started, as he looked on his deserted state, 
and left Barah to receive and acknowledg* aa 
she might the endless congratnlations uid 
apolt^es of Hr. Daniel HosMck) who, in 



grand costume, marched by her side, ^1 sent 
back by the Chief to hasten t^e ferrying 
over of the gillies. 

Ranald's passion reached the extremity, 
when, as he passed on, he saw tlie blockade 
rmsed, and the people coming out of thur 
dwellings to gratify curiority, or expnae 
muttered contempt. 

"Base, rebetlioQS churls !>— dearly shall 
they me this day!" was his exclamation; 
and his thoughts went to aomething little 
short of razing his hitherto fovouied capital 
of Portt-na-Baat, and strewing its founda- 
tions with salt. 

This hamlet connsted of a row of huts, 
fronting the lake, built with some show of 
regularity, while behind were many dwellinga 
scattered picturesquely on a sloping rocky 
bank. It was by the path lying between 
the margin of the loch and the row of hulc^ 
that Ranald led his wife to hb ancestral 
home, in silenoe and sadness. He path 
became more and more steep and narrow, the 
banks ofthe loch more high aa they proceeded 
towards the castle ; gloomy stillness before 
them, murmnTB of discontent, clamour, and 
muttered reproaches following their conrse. 

"So Ae came at last?" said gray Echan 
of the boats, addressing one of the gillies. 

" And brought with him a fair excuse for 
loitering so long among the Sassenach : — the 
flower of all their land," replied Sweyn the 
henchman. 

"A flower, and maybe a fair one, Sweyn ; 
bnt net such aa shoold flourish beneath the 
breckan, or be worn beside the stately e^le- 
plume," said aa old woman. 

"And why not, Haraci — the world ie 
changed unce Nigheau Donachd Ruadh 
brought us her dower of naked gillies and 
sharp dirks. Ratmull is the man for the 
world that is now — not Cor that which cail- 
Uach» prats about at a lykewake, when 
tugudau^ and tobacco are plenty, and 
Galium Bh^d screaming the 'terim in their 
old deaf ears." 

" Evil meet you, son of a our t~-l8 it thus 
yon speak of ibe shame of your Chief, and 
the tltaiii on your danl" cried the beldame, 
her eyes darting baleful fires. 

" 'Take it qnietly, mother ; my father's 
son has another name than that yon give me. 
But if shame come to our country in a shape 
like yon, and both pockets staffiHl witib gold 
pieces, deeper abame he mine if I don't 
weleome it," The emlUaeh looked flsrcer 
than before. 

" A bride whose steed r^ses to bear her ; 
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a matroa who seeks her husband's dwelling 
without the ciAf should bind a modest 
matron's brows ; a stranget in whose un- 
lucky hand tha Cup of Peace is spilt at the 
lip ; whose screen faUs from her dishonoured 
head, 'and Soata to the wide sea ere she ' has 
passed the th|«ahb1d of her spouse: — what 
bode tokens like tliese X" said the beldame, ' 

"They bode, Harac," replied the same 
youn^ man, "that you are going home t« 
put on your best curch, and rub up your 
Strathspey steps before you foot it with me 
to-night at .the bridal feast, to the tune of 
' Lochnayeen's Bant' " - ■ ■ 

"Pert churl's' blood! — go jww to the 
bridal feast. You, and such as you, are fit 
to keep company with the Tinker's wench, 
and not such as my father's daughter." 

"Now, the deyil meet me! if you were 
any thing but what you are, and that is a 
spiteful old witch,' but I would come across 
the mouth that so named your lady and 
mistress." 

"My mistress!" 

"And wiiat theni The wife of your 
Chief J the mother that will be." 

" No ! — nerer ! never I The quick earth 
would first open and swallow what the 
waters yawned for! Never shall the red 
puddle, of the Saxon Oimi. mingle" with'the 
blood of Mw> Mic BaonuU, if a dirk be left 
in one true man's hand, or a bodkin in a 

" Hush !-^to your rock and spindle, Harac, 
and leave your Chief to choose his wife him- 
self." ' The young man passed on. 

" This is but a cold welcoming to one so 
fair and gentle," thought Sweyn. 

A few gossipping stragglers again ap- 
peared ; and when.Sweyn reached. a sort of 
rude stone cross that formed .the rallying, or 
central point of the hamlet, he threw Ills 
bonnet in the air, shouting " BaonuU and his 
Bride for ever ! — Joy to Wac Mic Raowdl 
and his Saion .Bride ! " The cry was lustily 
echoed by a few mercenaries and tlie imme- 
diate household of Mr. Hossack. .. It was tiie 
signal for open revolt and outrage. ' The 
boys and girls first raised the cry of opposi- 
tion, in which all soon joined. " The 
Tinker and his. Callet are come ! — haste out 
with your broken pots and pans ! The 
Tiuker and his Cailet ! " 

Those who. recollect — and who can ever 
forget? — the grosser and more outrageous 
jnntlts offered to the royal family. of France, 
by a people once as celebrated for their light- 
hearUd courtesy, and the enthusiasm of 



their loyalty as were the Scottish Highlanden, 
may imagine this scene. 
' The young Chief of Clan Raonull was not 
yet so sabdned as the unhappy Bourbons. 
When the insulting cry reached his eare, lie 
turned fiercely round, shook off his wife, and 
looking more like a demon than a man, drew 
his dirk, and started as if to rush back upon 
the insolters. Sarah clasped and hnng'on bis 
arm in agony, imploring to know why he 
seemed so agitated, and snpplicatiug that he 
would not leave her. He made no reply. 
. The cowardly insulting shouts were hushed 
for the moment on his tumii^ round; but 
as they again moved forward, the ciy of the 
children was renewed, at first timidly, and 
tlien mora boldly. A small pebble, aimed 
at Sweyn, who, shouting, followed Ms 
master, glanced on Sarah's dress, and Ranald 
again flew round in a mood of fury that 
would have, spared no Uving thing. At the 
same instant a little child, that could just 
tetter and prattle, a curlyrheaded, amiUng 
boy, incited by some females within the door 
from which he sprang, anddenly plucked 
Sarah's skirt as he lisped Ms well-taugfat 
lesson of " Nigktan Oeard! Ni^hsan Ceard!" 
With a kindly revulsion of spirits, Sarah 
stooped to kiss the rosy cheek of her infant 
tradncer, fondly recollecting the caressing 
name which Ranald himself bad once given . 
her, and then so strangely retracted. Her 
arm was round the child's neck, ber lips on 
Ms cheek. 

" Cockatrice 1" exclaimed the infuriated 
CMef, and, with one spurn of his foot; the 
beauUful boy was plunged down tb^ bank 
into ^e lake. 

"Deed accursed!" exclaimed Sarah, in 
horror, tearing her arm from her husband's 
clasp. There was a ciy of angulA and 
horror all around, and men and women 
rushed to the water's brink. Sarah also 
would .have flown down the steep ; but she 
was dragged,' almost carried, onward, though 
Ranald now appeared hardly able to support 



" Shall the cause of my- rash deed be the 
first, to upbraid me with ila- fatal conse- 
quences?" 

" And I the cause t — say it not ! Oh, 
rather would I have niflered a thousand 
deaths, a thousand shames, than that yon 
had committed so dreadful an act on this 
innocent child." 

" You choose ft bad time for discussion," 
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returned Ranald, trembling nith agitation 
bimaelf, but Btill dragging her on. 

" I may yet save him I " she cried, strug- 
gling to free her ann. " He may be saved. 
Those barbarous, ignorant people, cannot 
know how to treat the drovned." 

" SsT« yourself, madam," - said Ranald, 
tiie blood reriaiting his face, and his step 
becoming again firm. Bnt the heart of 
Sarah was now too strong in its indignant 
sense of violated humanity to be quelled. 

" I will try to restore the child." 

" Then go, if you wish to see yourself 
i^Mnly hooted and scorned ; if you court 
outrage and insult from this ' baibarona' 
people,— go." 

How strange was the waywardness and 
caprice that, at such a moment, felt and 
Hneerii^ly resented, the . ill-chosen epithet 
applied to the very people whom the rage of 
the Chief devoted to deatraetion. Sarah 
again voluntarily clasped her hnsband's 
arm, and, as she looked on his anguished 
brow, pressed that arm in silence to her »de. 

" S^h, madden me no farther. I know 
not what I do ; but 'tis time some peaceful 
roof were over your head," 

"Alas, I shall nevqr more know peace !" 

The frantic cries of the mother of the 
drowned child now rung to the heart of the 
Englishwoman, who, though she knew not 
the mother's language, yet well knew that 
these were a mother's pierdng cries of agony 
and despair. The wild imprecations of the 
bereaved woman, who, five .minutes before, 
had, in wanton malice, incited hex child to 
its fate, made even Ranald, proud and stout- 
hearted as he was, shudder, and draw their 
innocent and unconscious object closer to 
his breast. 

" Haste, my own love — baste, Sarah I I 
r^ret nothing but that I have been so bar- 
barous to you. My men are still on the 
other side of the lake. These people get 
frantic in their rage." 

It was for hex husband's safety that Sarali 
now trembled. It was a muiderer's aide, 
from which she had started in horror, to 
which she now clung, aa she panted up the 
steep, and as if death alone could sever her 
clasp. It was this man, so feared, so loved, 
that ahe followed with new energy of afiec- 
tion, her heart, at his softened speech, gush- 
ing over with deeper tenderness than had 
ever blessed Uieit happiest hoiirs of unalloyed 
endearment. 

" Thia ia aorry welcoming for my Saxon 
bride," said the Chief, speaking now with 



marvellous calmness. " This last lesson was 
severe, but needful ; would that it had fallen 
on some older culprit. They shall iJl ' b 
better trained. Not even a cur, basking ii 
the sun, between sleeping and waking, shall 
dare, in its dream, to bark, if but the shadow 
of the wife of Raonull cross it. 
. " You do not yet .understand this people, 
whom you think ' bat^roui.' . They have 
wild notions on points of honour. . Yet, tur- 
buleat, rugged, wretched serfs as to yon they 
seem, without their fidelity and devotion, all 
the gold of England could not, I fear, make 
me happy. Their love is the air 
breathe." 

The unhappy pair now stood by the 
threshold of Uieir future home, deserted and 
alone. Hot even one menial was found, 
where the mother of the Chief, at the head 
of thronging friends and vassals, should hare 
appeared, to break the emblematic cake over 
the head of the Bride, and to give her wel- 

. .. The door of the. castle was closed, for the 
first time Ranald had ever seen ho^itality 
denied, by a shut door, in his other's halls, 
whether by night or day. Save the shock- 
head of a girl suddenly thrust from one of 
the loop-holes scattered at random over." 
walls, and as suddenly withdrawn, no hun 
thing was seen. The anger of the Chief 
waxed hotter than ever. With the handle 
of hia dirk he struck on the rough oaken 
door, with preternatural force. It flew open, 
though not. to. bis stroke; and Sarah, who 
had leaned against it, by the violence of tlie 
motion'swung round on his arm, and fell 
across the threshold, while blood gushed from 

- " Hounds ! " shouted the voice of lier who 
hod thus impetuously thrown wide the door. 
" Who among you durst abut the gates i ' 
this dwelling against the meanest creeping 
thing to which it waa the pleasure of Xac 
MU SaonuU to show hospitality t I will 
have your arms hacked ofi^ by the elbows. 
Tell Uie Saxon giri, 'tis not thus, in churl 
fashion, that NigAean Donaehd Bvadh shoiva 
her resentment, not thus tliat she takes her 
revenge. Room for the Sassenach bride of 
Mae Mie RaonuU ! " 

Without one glance at the fainting crea- 
ture who sank on her knees before . her, the 
Chieftunesa wrapped the drapery of her 
pliud around her stately, person, with the 
dignity of the dying Oesar adjusting his 
mantle in the Capitol, and swept past ; air 
the Joftlneee of her character, and pride ol 
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her lintage, dilating her form and expanding 
her brow. 

<* Mother," M^d the Chief, in a Bubdued 
and psthetio Toiee, "Is it thus you Teoeive 
yotu Bonl" He meanwhile raiaed hia wife 
with afiectionate tenderaon, and, at the Baioe 
tine, clutched tlM drapeiy of his mother'a 
plud, as ^e onmed im threshold to leave 
the dwelling. 

"It is thus I ^rec^ye, thna welcome, thus 
blew iDj brid^room son 1 The fane <d his 
mother clii^ to Mro, and to hb house, until 
blood has purified its deep, Ingrained pollu- 
tion! Till then, the same roof shall not 
shelter, the same hearth shall not warm, th« 
aame bread ahall not nonrish, nor the same 
prayer blesa him and her who gare him 

She pasted on like a slow-moving thnndtr- 

" Then be the fend eternal I " cried Ranald, 
with equal fiercenen ; and tiirowing from 
him his mother's plaid, he bore his insen- 
sible wife into the house in the tame moment 
that his mother left it for ever. 

The man whose hand was fresh from blood, 
and In whose heart there, at this moment^ 
burned the thirst of a thousand murders, now 
watched and wt^ted by a feinting woman's 
conch, with almost woman's patience, and 
more than woman's tenderness. 

Sarah had scarcely recovered her senses, 
wiien a cry came from the hamlet that the 
Lowland Prime Minister, Daniel Hoseack, 
was in danger of suffering for the offences 
of the Prince, Ranald's passions, as well as 
his courage and generosity, were at this time 
strongly alire to the defence of the unpopnlar 
official. He therefore left Sarah, on her 
own earnest entreaty, and flew down to the 
hamlet. 

Bat the Bhalie had already been happily 
rescued by Donald of the Dirk, xaA had made 
the beat of Ms way to the Castle, ^ou^ by 
a very circuitous route. These were not 
days of ceremony ; nor was Sarah either 
offended or alarmed when the functionary, 
still half frightened out of his senses, planted 
himself by her couch. Besides Kr. Hossack's 
innate and insuperable regard for a "ready 
money fortune," his kindest feelings ex- 
panded to the fair stranger — half his conn- 
try-woman, and BO ungraciously received. 
As far as snch imprudence was possible in 
so discreet a person, the Bhalie was, indeed, 
— and independently of all hopes or fears — 
a disinterest«d partisan of the persecuted 
faction of the Saxon stranger. 



"Oich,olch, mohf madam, hinny, maha 
yourself easy ; no fsar Ol Mae Mia R^omM. 
What«rer might happen to the like of you 
or me of the South, if thnr Hieland blood 
were up, they'll take good oare of tiuir own. 
Poor barbarians I their Chiefs are, aa it wera, 
in the place of gods to them. Yon, dear, 
young lady, fresh from a land of law and 
gospel, coin and oommetee, an yet strange 
to their ways. But we most jonk and let 
the jaw go by ; bow to the bnsh we get bield 
frae ; and they'll come round, never fear 
them. A month of time, and an anker or 
two of titqv^>m^h, properly administeied, 
and a few ribbons and mntchee dlstrlbsted 
among the women-folk, will make the sons 
of Raonnll — wms of Belial ! — screw their 
pipes to another guess tune. The Chief, 
with your leave, is like fin frae flint ; but 
whMi he is on the hill — and he'll no be long 
from it— ye must take a saunter down among 
them. The coifltoeAf— that's tiie anld wives 
— like a pickle sneediln, or, may he, a drap 
brandy ; and in good time the Bucker* is 
jost off the mouth of Loehnaveen : so will 
the iwheha — that is, the anid carles ; then 
the young queans, the lasses, will give their 
hearts for a bit red ribbon to tie np theii 
hassocks o' hur, or a string of glass beads 
wiUgangabontasfarhereaein Madagascar. 
Every place has Its own ways ; every bell its 
ain dink. A kebbuck, or a peek or two of 
meal, will he welcome at many a door where 
there's balms ; and whatever else we may 
want, there's no want of them on Iiochna- 
veon's property. So, never fear, madam ; 
siller, time, and fair words go far. My 
lady, hinny, there are ways and means to 
brli^ all round. The auld ladyu the worst 
job, and that unlucky brat of a baim drown- 
ing. And all will be laid to the door of the 
innocent ; for it Is the very nature of them 
— and weel I ken It — let them quarrel and 
dirk each other ever so among themselTes, 
to band and league against all sense, mense, 
siller, and civilisation." 

Thus counselled, and thus reasoned, the 
Walpole of Lochnaveen ; and, in her present 
strait, Sarah felt gratitude both for his advice 
and kindness. The death of the child was 
what pressed most on her mind, both as an 
event to be lamented in itself, and dreaded 
In its consequences. In her own happy land, 
life must answer for life. 

" Must Lochnaveen surrender himself to 
justice?" she took courage to inquire. "Will 
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there be a trial? But wild paisioii was hia 
fault — no evil intention." 

"Jnstlm! trikll whew I" ezcUimed the 
Bhalie. " A Chief bronght to jiutioa i' the 
Hidands I " He ahodc hia wig knowingly, 
and nnotlMnd a long and meaning chuckle. 

" Let not tliat distiub ye, modun. The 
law hoa not leached Loohnareen glm yet, 
nor within a himdnd milss of it. And we 
hare more b^m^ among ns, God wot, than 
brochan for them. A Chiefs doings ore not 
to be over Btrictly looked into, whetiier in 
the way of nqw, murder, or apulyie, saving 
your presence, — if he keep the sqnarea about 
their ^rwitf of gentle blood and gruid deeds, 
and, aboon a', the ondent name.— Names ! 
their auldeet charters are bnt of yeetorday ; 
nor wae there till bat like the other year, a 
Chief among them that hod as much clerk- 
eraft OB could aign tiis own noow, or make 
mair titan a sooit o' a eroes for his mark. 
Verily, they are a bnitidi people, unong 
whom FroTidenoe, natheless for wise ends <^ 
ceeTileenn' and erai^;deexin' the beotben, 
has east your lot oud mine, my leddy, hinny; 
—good for nothing bnt to leister a saorooD, 
or bring down a moor-cock, or beek their 
nd ebutka i* the sun or before a smoky 
peat-ingle. Without clerk-craft, or mechanie 
ekill, they could not even build their Chiefa 
a decent ruckle of a house, or make p lough- 
groitii for thMnsdvea to laboni their bits of 
crofts witii." 

"But you forget, sir -^" gently inter- 
rupted Sarah. 

" No, &a ; I diuna fnget. It's me kens 
them weel, IIm deil'e pete I Ye see, my leddy, 
hinny, I come omang the glens, lang before 
ye were bom, on a amoll meiehondeezlng 
rentate. Well, they apnlyled my bit pock, 
and, b«t for the ohield they call DoniJd of 
the Diric, a stoipling then, would have ta'en 
my llf^, I TeiUy beliere, when I said ' How 
dare yol* However, that was going rather 
too far. The Chieftoineea, like her forbears, 
wontd confine theb »prta^t«ntt to Moray- 
land, or tite Lowland Border, and keep her 
own neat ckon ; so I got a meosnie <^ justice 
in tbe long-mn, and MW one long-kgged 
gUUe strap for it" 

" Good heareu I bung for snt^ slight 
offenoet" 

"Ay; and what for no, my leddy f If 
the Highland Chiefs have tbe power of pit 
and gidlows, hew better conld they use it 
than ridding the luid of lawlese limmne 
who, like ^ wild AraUoua of the Desert, 
think it their gloiy to plunder peoceftil, 



industrious membaQts, travelling in tbe pro- 
secution of their lawful calting % " 

"It is a fearful power for any man to 
poaaess," ugfaed Sonh ; " yet these wild 
people oannot be ao VMy' wicked, after all. 
Hi. HoMock; as you ore still living and 
pniapering among them ?" 

"Ay, that I may be, my leddy," replied 
the Bhalie, lowering his voice to a whii^r ; 
bnt at the some time slily smiling and closing 
bis left eye, as if in compliment to his own 
sagodty. " Thriving, and npaides with them, 
and a Ut mur, in spite of their blastin' and 
blawin', as if we Southrons were like the 
dirt beneath theii feet. Pioud peacocks I 
stnitting back and fore with their arms 
across, or stringing up ould rhymes, and 
doodling a bag o' wind below their oxter, 
instead of, ' pretty men,' forsooth ; setting 
their shoulders ia a spade or a plough. O, 
no J nothing bnt the gun and the claymore 
is fitfoT tiie handling of * QmSUo^td SaonuU.' 
And we could lick them, too, my leddy, that 
we eoutd," oontinued Bhalie Hossack, waxing 
hot and luiimated in hieSaaaeuach pride, and 
including hia lady in his own superior race. 
" When met we ever In a fair field that -m 
did not thrash the lurdonee ) At the Harlaw, 
the very burgher boddies o* Aberdeen drave 
them back to their moors and mosses, with 
weel-paid hides, I wot. But the other year. 
Mar's Year, as it's called, I think we showed 
at Glenshiel whilk weie the best men; and 
ye must have heard of Killiecnuikie 1 and 
how that pestilent malignant James Graham, 
whom they call MorquU «t Montrose, was 
cbaaed like a whaup about Edderachalia 
yonder ; " and the Bhalie pointed with his 
thumb over bis ehoulder in the direction be 
specified, and was prooeeding with great ani- 
mation to redta the triumphs of Suons and 
Protestants over Celts and Molignants, when 
Sarah, whose distracted thought were other- 
wise engaged, again interrupted him, saying, 
somewlut coldly,— 

" Yon foiget, Ax, that this people are my 
people;" and then, with animation, "and 
the galluit, brave, unfortunate Montrose, he 
was the very hero of my girlhood ] " 

The wortiiy Bhalie started, looking half 
petrified. Had he, then, betrayed himself in 
almost the only ungmorded moment of tbe 
life held for twenty yean by a precarious 
tenoie. 

" A ten thousand pardons, my leddy I To 
be sure they are jmtr people, and m^ people 
also ; and a brave, loy^ people too, if a little 
hot and fieiy sometimes, and over ready with 
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their weapon. But let not my word b« 
heard, I beseech ye ] " and he lowered hi» 
voice to & whiter. " Daniel Hoasack ne'er 
was the man to meddle oz make in matters 
that are aboon hie hand. I have long kept a 
calm sough ; but the Bonnd of kindly Low- 
land speech melted my heart somehow, and 
let loose my rash t«ngue by these waters of 
Babylon, where my harp has hnng so loi^ 
upon the willows." 

" No compulBory, or very nnenduntble cap- 
tivity to you, I should hope," replied Sarah, 
smiling. " Your raiment has not waxed old, 
nor has your manna failed in the wilder- 

■■ " I dare not complain, the Lord be praised ! 
I dare not complain," returned the Bhalie, 
again lowering his voice to a whisper, as he 
always did when allusion was made to liis 
temporal prosperity. " I have sense to 
manage, and frugality ; and the hleaeing on 
my poor endeavours has not been withheld. 
I cannot deny that." 

" You have been, and will, I hope, continue, 
a most useful and e:xemp]ary man in this 
district. Mr. Aaron Hill has apprized me 
of your valuable qualities ; and I hope to 
find in you, my countryman, the friend and 
counsellor which, alas I I fear that the stran- 
ger may need." 

This waa agun assaiUng the Saxon func- 
tionary on the^right dde ; and so, completely 
waa his heart taken, as if by storm, that he 
would at that moment have lent Sarah, had 
she asked for them, twenty gold pieces, or 
perhaps forty, on her simple note of hand. 

He thrust his hands into his pocket, and 
jingled np his coins — a frequent practice with 
him, and one equivalent to a Highlander 
grasping the handle of hie dirk — and as if 
in the fulness of hia heart they were ready 
to jump out. 

. " Your friend, my leddy ! ay, to the last 
drop of my blood. We'll be hand and glove ; 
saving the reverence due from a poor auld 
body of a Bhalie to the lady of his Chief." 

As Sarah appeared weary of his presence, 
as well as most uneasy at the protracted stay 
of her husband, the Bhalie went off, pro- 
fessedly to hasten the return of the Chief, 
but really to steal home, where, once in safety, 
he congratulated himself on the powerful 
auxiliary obtained by the Saxon faction. 

The Blialio had not indulged in such an 
outpouring of social confidence for many a 
day. The Saxon lady was to him the talis- 
man which unlocked a thousand southern 
associations. All of heart and of 



that he possessed had been tonuhed and 
kindled. 

The return of the Chief relieved the imme- 
diate apprehensions of Sarah arimng from 
the exasperated temper of the Tassala. His 
appearance in the hamlet had agaia spread 
desolation. The discontented or mutinous 
clansmen retired into their dwellings with 
their women and children, lest, as they said, 
more of their offspring should be sacrificed 
to appease the offended pride of " The 'Knker'a 
Daughter." 

As another mark of enllenneee, if not of 
open defiance, preparations were immediately 
made for a splendid lykewake of the drowned 
child. It wae held in a barn belonging to a 
duine-uaeal, which formed a rallying point for 
the disaffected ; and here Ntghean Ihnaehd 
Riiadk herself deigned to appear ; an unusosl 
act of gracious consideration never p^d by 
her save to aged or distinguitdied deceased 
members of the tribe. Now she herself led 
off the solemn Danct of lAe Dtad, then a 
customary observance upon such occasions. 

Evety female domestic had left the castle 
to follow the fortunes of her lady, together 
with all the Haida of Honour, the daughters, 
namely, of the gentlejnen of the clan, who, 
under the eye of the Chieftaines^.were ^wned 
in arts and manners. Every hearth under 
the roof was cold, and the eyes of the Chief 
flamed as if they would have kindled stone^ 
as he paced the chill, desolate chamber of his 
drooping wife, and, from time to time, looked 
out upon the illumination of the barn, from 
whence the candks placed . round the infant 
corpse threw long linesof tremulous radiance 
on the lake. 

By dint of bribes and promises, the Bhalie 
prevailed with an old woman, a wretched 
outcast, a Paria, with the reputation of being 
skilled in unearthly arts, to afford her services 
to the intercommuned lady ; and to tlie 
medicamente and nurung of this beldame, 
Sarah was left on that first long, sleepless, and 
wretohed night spent in her Highland home. 

When Banald visited her early next morn- 
ing, it waa a happiness so dear again to see 
him near her, again to cling to. his embrace, 
that half her misery was for the time forgot- 
ten ; and of self every thought was cast aside, 
when, perceiving that he looked worn and 
sad, her gentlest cares were giren to soothe 
and cheer him. 

Sarah's attentions were, for the first time, 
almost unlieeded. The Chief walked about 
the chamber with an abstracted and troubled 
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"Sfttfth," ha said at Iflat, "you may, if 
you please, degcend to brenkfaat. The 
Bhalie has sent yon a supply of every thing, 
and proper attendants are now arriTed from 
another dUtant glen. Yon are also freed of 
my mother's presence! — -Niffhean Ponaehd 
Buadi comes no more ander this roof." 

To Sarah's aching heart and quick feel- 
ings there was deep ankindness in this 
addTesB'^ deeper ankindness in its tone. 
Without spirit either to reply or to control 
her emotion, ahe wept in silence, striving to 
hide her tears as she feebly dragged her 
steps, in compliance with Ranald's invita- 
tion, into the rude and coinfortless hall, of 
which the only cheering feature was a huge 
fire of bog-wood, which its chilly 
rendered agreeable even at summer-tide. 



Our tab must now revert to another 
group. 

It was past midnight ere Donald of the 
Dirk, waiting nntil the Chieftainees had left 
the lyke-wake, rilently followed her to tha 
solitary shieling in the woods overhanging 
the hamlet, in which she had chosen to take 
shelter. To her every habitation in the 
glen was oftn ; but, abandonii^ the now 
contaminated home of her ancestors, she 
would share none else. Ordering her atten- 
dants to lay down the burning bog-pine 
torches which they had home before her, 
and to leave the hut, she sealed herself 
majesUcally, and for some time calmly and 
fixedly regarded the clansman, who now 
bent before her, shronded in his plaid, his 
bonnet pulled low over his troubled brow. 

"When did Donald of the Dirk return to 
his Chief, and the errand on which be was 
sent not sped V she ewd. " Let my Idns- 
man show his dagger." 

" Donald found the Sassenach maiden 
the wedded wife of Mae Mic Ba^imll," 
replied the clansman, witliout looking up. 

". Have your lips said it," exclaimed the 
Chieftainess, starting up, and now giving 
way to iil-suppreesed rage. " His wife 1 — 
in defiance of his mother's ban — in con- 
tempt of the vengeance of the Daughter of 
Red Dnncan. And you ! false clansman 
and base kinsman, has the Saxon sorceress 
also thrown her spells over you V 

" I brook, as beseems me, the name Ni- 
ffheanDimaiehd Rnadh bestows," replied the 
clansman, calmly ! — " I hung on their 
track ; I followed ; I watched ; I aimed. 
In the bridal, chamber, I was ibtn ; this is 



true token" — and he laid down Sarah's lost 
ring : — "I was there, but so was God, and 
the Angels of God. My arm withered ; my 
heart melted ; she lives ! Her hand has 
healed, her heart has trusted me. My life 
for hers !" 

■ " Felon ! traitor ! your oath !" shrieked 
the lady, now choking with passion. " The 
thousand peijnries, of which the least might 
damn yon to the lowest abyss — your solemn 
soul-plight, given within the Circlb op 
Stones — Uiat vow to which the ghoste of 
our common fathers. were witness — your oath 
by your Father's spirit, summoned there from 
bliss OT bale— by that good weapon that never 
yet kept the belt when its glance was needed 
in Jf/iffhean Donachd Ruadh't quarrel I" 

Her voice softened to this recollection of 
the long-tried devotion and fidelity of her 
kinsman, and the agitation of Donald of the 
Dirk increased. 

"Take my blood," he cried pasdonately, 
oflering his dogger, and baring his throat ; 
"freely as Lochnaveen gives its wafers to 
tiie great sea, is it ofiered ; and take with it 
the load of a weary life ; but as you love 
your own soul, look in her face of innocence 
and loveliness, and spare that dark-haire'd 
and gentle one." 

His appeal was as fuel to a flame already 
too fierce ; as " fiie to heather set." ' 

" Has the Saxon witch not alone tainted 
the blood of the race of Raonull, but clianged 
its truest and bravest into tr^tors and cra- 
vens ?" she shrieked : — " Why do I hold such 
degrading parley I I will not, sir, look upon 
your minion ; where the eye of the noble 
falls grace mast follow ; and highly as I have 
prized the blood of Ihnald of the Dirk, my 
spirit is athirst for a yet richer draught." 

The clansman shuddered at the fiend-like 
avowal ; but after a pause, he, with singu- 
lar power and eloquence, poured forth b.i% 
wild tale — a tale of ancient clan pro- 
phecies ; of the rhymes of Torquil of the 
Amnle^ a famed warrior and seer of the 
tribe, which foretold of a gentle .White Doe 
straying from the far south, across Maam 
Tamar, whose coming was to gladden and 
bless the sons of Mac Mic Baonull, and to 
revive the fallen fortunes of their sinking 
name. The legend set forth, that in those 
latter times there was to be peace and plenty 
in the land — that the streams and the pas- 
tures were to yield a threefold increase ; the 
fertile earth give forth new abundance of 
strange productions for the use of man and 
of beast. 
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" Uow oft, in tha miat, and in Uw rsin- 
bow spiajr of the watarfall, ha* Donhnil 
ieen that gentle Do« I — and lo ! the has 

ae, the bleued one, of whom-it was fore- 
told." 

In the mind of the Chieftunese paanon at 
thia time oreimastered niperatitian. Her 
Up cnrled in Bcom while the cluunnan 
talked of the stiange likenewea, of the won- 
derful interpositions which had saved his 
soul from eo foul a deed. The draught of 
vengeance would now, to the fierce l^y> 
have wanted cwt, if not offered bj this tardy 
and nluctant minister. 

Holding her vassal to his fealty, to the 
conditions of his bond, the Chieftainess oom- 

inded him from her presence, leminding 

n again of those awful oaths which con- 
science and superstition had already impreas- 

ao heavily upon his souL Temporinng, 

neasurea of policy and expedience, were 
altogether fore^ to the character of the 
clansman ; yet, for the sake of her who had 
acqnired so strong an inflnence over bis 
feelingB — who was, he im^ined, so myste- 
riously connected with his singular destiny, 
and that of bis race, be departed at last, 
leaving the lady to hope that her tenible 
pnrpose, though delayed, might yet be ac- 
complished ; and retired to his aolitude to 
indulge In reveries the moat dangerous to 
his peace — to dream dreams and see phan- 
tasms — and to struggle with what be 
believed aa overpowering destiny. 



It was the counsel of Mr. Daniel Hossack, 
privately Indnuated to his new lady, that 
the Chief should at this time give way a 
little to the tide ; and even leave home until 
tha death of the child, which he now warily 
talked of, as '* having fallen Into the water," 
iras forgotten. 

This untoward event bad made a deeper 
mpression on the inflamed and alienated 
minds of the clan than might have been sur- 
mised from their ordinary indifference to 
human life ; and it had given the last stroke 
to the unpopularity of Uie young etruiger, 
its innocent and unhappy cause. 

The Chief had been bo long absent, that 
both business and frienddiip demanded his 
presence in other qnarters of the country ; 
nor did his wife find it very difScolt to send 
Eanald from his saddened and lonely home, 
though be angrily refused to make any over- 
ture for reconciliation with bis mother, and 
more angrily to solicit forgireneae of the 



bereaved mother of the drowned child, to 
which Sush timidly urged him. 

With many charges, Sarah was therefore, 
after a few days, left to the good offices of 
the Bhalie, which, indeed, never failed her ; 
and with abundance of female ottendaat^ 
all from distant places, and a body-guard of 
a few lounging gillies, gnunbling at being 
left at home, tied to a woman's apron-string, 
as they said, and liable to such taunting 
queries from their clansmen oa, " Whether 
Uieir Cliief bad set up a tinker's forge in the 
castle, and if they were kept at home to i^w 
the bellows?" 

Heavily and slowly did the first absence 
of Ranald, limited to a fortnight, but dnwn 
out to several weeks, pass over her he had 
left. Spiritless and dejected, without comfort 
in the passing time, or hope in the futore, 
Sarah remained mostly in her cheerless 
chamber, listening to the half nndervtood 
legends and ghost stories of the girls, and of 
the old crone, introduced to her by the 
Bhalie — tales which stiU farther depressed 
and subdued hsr shaken mind. The few 
families that could be called neighbours, or 
that could have afibrded her the comfort of 
social intercourse, were divided from her by 
difficult monuteun ridges, nnbridged totrenlA, 
peiilouB moranes, and impassable lakes and 
friths ; and still farther by dissimilar taste* 
and ciMmish prejudices. 

They might, however, have waived thair 
dignities, and have CMidesoended to visit tite 
Saxon stranger, teceivsd al Court, if not 
held bock from a fan^y now t^tenly divided 
against Itself. Va one, either from love or 
fear, chose to provoke open hostility with 
the Cbieftainess ; and the fenuliea of the 
Dnine-uasals, or ** men of note" of the tribe, 
were more lmmediat«ly under her influence, 
and besides sympathized warmly in her con- 
tempt of an alliance degrading to &» clan, 
and i^ch brought no profit direcUy to Uttm- 

Ranald returned at last from his hunting 
matches, and political and caroneing meetings, 
and a latter-spring of joy and gladness re- 
visited the bosom of hie wife. He come back 
with new tenderness. In all his wanderings, 
and Highland visits and festivities, he lud 
seen nothing so fair, eo gentle, so gifted, as 
his own Saxon bride. But would the wwld 
— kit wtrld — the few nughbouring chiefe 
and their families, and his own dependents 
and vaasals — see with his eyes t Gradually 
Ranald began to look with theirs, if not on 
his wife, yet npon the lot he had diosen. 
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Tind of tuB lonely home, of Sarah's failing 
health &nd dnMping Bpiiita 1 diepluwd with 
bi« people, and half displeseed with hinuelf, 
Ruiald'i sbwncM b«oame more freqaent and 
raon prolonged ; and when ttt home be had 
iMomad thoM lubiU and pnranita which he 
nude hinuelf belieTe w«k needfol in good 
policy, if ha wished to retain a Chief* in- 
flnence om a bntn and martial people. 
Thus, daja and nighia were ipent oa tha 
bills or lochs with hia gillies and friends ; 
weeks and months in distuit jonmeye and 
rinta, which Sarah's delicate health — tach 
was at first the alleged pretext— did not per- 
mit her to share. But (till a liiort-lived 
gleam of joy and weleome erei greeted bis 

If erer a feeling of remorse Tinted the 
bosom of Ranald, he chased It down by re- 
flecting, that "English nives depended too 
much on tite domeetla habits and soeiety of 
their husbands; and that die station and 
duties (A a fimdal Chief were very difi^nt 
from those of a Lmdon tradesmaii, m ftn 
Engtish squire, vho oonld walk orer his 
whole territory, with hit wife nndet his arm, 
before breakfast." 

8a again and ag^n Sarah was tenderly 
kissed, ordered to make herself "happy" 
where she was "lady and mistress;" told 
that the Tswal shonld be eacrifioed tiiat did 
not worship the gronnd upon which she 
trade ; and ogtun Ranald mounted and rode 
away to his boon companiona and his 

ThTu ^me passed, and, scarcely knowing 
how, Sarah bad acquired a tnlenbly copiona 
knowledge of the only language spoken 
arotmd her; thoagh her stn<Ues were pnr- 
sued under very difi^rent auspices, and with 
Tery different hopes &om those that attended 
their ooramencement. Her first efforts to 
conciliate the good will of her new neigh- 
boon; her anxlons attempt to nnderstand 
and adopt their manners and usages, had 
been so ecomfally recetTed, that her sensitire 
homllity of natnio shrunk from renewing 
Uiem. Unlucky in erery thing, die was 
peculiarly unfortunate In her unpopnlar, 
though zealons minister. The gold pieces 
which, with the hnmblest meesage, ahe 
Tentnnd to send ta flie mother of the drowned 
child, on whom she feared to intrude — and 
an immense sum it was for that period and 
country — wen oimlemptuously returned. 
"The people of LochnaTeen," they eaid, 
" knew nothing of the Saxon's coin ; but 
fl»y warmly felt the ties of blood and Qw 



pride of lineage, and how in distress to help 
eaeh othei ; and soom a Tinker's gold." 

The Bhalie, who doubted of the sanity of 
both parties, when he heard that twenty 
gold pieces hod gone a-be^ing and retnmed 
onaocepted, remarked, "that with all this 
bratado, the sons of Raonnll, if once besouth 
^o Spey, wonld be quite as nady to take a 
pane as to gire one." 

Wine, warm clothing, and other comforts, 
which Sorab, richly suplied with from Eng- 
land, Tentored to offer to the miserable, the 
deonpid, and tiie t^ed, were at first treated 
in tiie same way. " They had, thanks to 
God and the Virgin, tiiOM of their own blood 
who could well supply th^ wants, and who 
had the heart to do it; and they would 
Btarre rather than take alms of a stnnger." 

Sarah's heart waa thos driren back upon 
Itself, to brood in silence and sonow among 
the ruins of its fend hopes. 

One laet efibrt lemained to \» made. 
Prompted by the dmple Inetincta of her own 
affectionate and trusting hearty Sarah, about 
to become a mother herself, at last took 
eonra^ to solicit, with the most humble 
supplications, an audience from the motiier of 
her husband, the only near female re1ati?e 
on whom she bad a claim. This humble 
prayer was received as another decided proof 
of the base, abject, and hypocritical spirit of 
low birth ; and spumed with contempt and 
seom. Sarah wept almoet Incessantly for 
twn days over the insulting message which 
was returned to her, together with the simpla 
epistle and oflisred gifte— -ti»e diamimd ear- 
liogs of her aflecUonate aunt. 

What would Sanh have given to be near 
that aunt now — to be near any woman of 
her own country, of any country, who could 
understand her feeUngs, and look on her with 
kindness and sympathy I That she would 
die, so young, so for from home — from all 
that loved her, was from this period strongly 
impressed upon her mind. Yet, such Is the 
fluctuation of human spirits and haman 
thongfats, that tbou^ there were times when 
she looked forward to early deatii with melan- 
choly joy, there were other seasons when she 
wept the diance wiUi self pity and bitter 



less amrion and contemptuous coldness for 
henelf, waa of deeper conoemment. Many 
times had she tried to beg of Ranald, that, 
in ease of her death, ber child, if it lived, 
mi{^t be conveyed to England ; but the dread 
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of his displeasure, or of huhanb refuMil,s^l 
stifled the petition on heT lips. Would tlie 
proud Chief bear thiLt the heir of his name 
and his possesuons shoultl be committed to 
the tutelage of its mother's low-born relatives? 
As often had Sarah attempted to pour forth 
her heart,her fears, and her wishes, to her kind 
and simple-minded sunt. Ereiy attempt 
ended in her paper being deluged with teait. 
How dunt she think, and how could she 
tell, that her husband, her Highland Chief— 
the pride and gladness of her fond, though 
wilful.heart, could not be intrusted with the 
care of his own child and hers 1— To Aaron 
Hill, her blotted journal of those days after- 
wards became the most precious of relics. 

During all this time, Donald of the Dirk 
had not once crossed the threshold of the 
Chief ; nor was his intercourse with Nightait 
Donaehd Rtiadh much more fiequent. When 
he sought her presence, if she spoke at all, 
her usual taunting e]qire6aion ran iu this 
fashion : " Does Donhuil nam . Biodag bring 
his Chieftainesa a coward's sheathed weapon, 

— or a man's reeking blade V 

As the period approached which made it 
certain that Sarah, in giving birth to an heir, 
was to perpetuate the dif^race of the clan, 
the taunts and importunities of the Chief- 
tainesa became more frequent. She herself 
sought the hnt of the deer-stalker, and after 
an hour of dark communion, in which all 
her sris of persnanon, threats, and terrors, 
were employed to rouse the mind of Don»ld 
to the frenzied pitch, she, with demoniac joy, 
saw him rash from the shieling, howling in 
his paroxysm, "A Man, an Infimt, a 
Woman ! " 

The clansman had often ' seen, often 
watched and loitered to see, the ueglecteil 
wife — the solitary excommunicated stranger 

— wandering about the turfy banks around 
the castle, or sitting lonely on the roclcs 
underneath it. When on the loch in his 
eurragh, at earliest dawn or latest twilight, 
or in the depths of midnight, he had, under 
the castle walls, listened to her plaintive 
songs in her unknown language, breathing 
the tones of a spirit that languishes for home 
and kindred. Once or twice he had met her 
at a greater distance from the castle, ciiuib- 
ing, with much personal fatigue, a sl«ep 
headland about three miles off, and near 
Donald's shieling, from which conld be seen 
the western shores, and part of the Hebridean 
Archipelago ; an aerial, boundless, and glo- 
rious prospect of sea and sky, with island 
speck^ stars of earth, floating between. 



Soothing as it was to gaze out for hours 
on the far waste of waters, and to lose 
memory and conscionsness in musing, it was 
not altogether for this lonely enjoyment that 
poor Sarah encountered the toil of the awent. 
But from hence she could see the ships tliat, 
having successfully doubled Cape Wrath, 
swept away round the idand headlands, 
stretching - their white sails towards dear 
England I From this spot she could also see 
yessels from milder latitudes, driven, like 
her, far from their natural and proper conne, 
by violent tempests, and beating back on 
their return homeward. < 

These eights were among Sarah's dearest 
pleasures ; and here she would sit, for hours 
together, on the cliff, watching the veering 
or , the comae of those happy home-boanil 
vessels, and sighing her soul towards her own 
beloved land. 

Not that she longer either wished or hoped 
to return to England. Her doom was sealed. 
It had been her own choice, — and it was 
home with meekness and patience. Still 
there was a sad pleaeore in gazing on thoee 
distant retoming slups, and for each shying 
out a history. 

A sail was sometimes not to be seen for 
days, nay, for weeks, over all those dim, 
desolate seas ; and at such tjmes Sarah, after 
long gazing out on the dreary waste of waters, 
would return to her cheerless home, disap- 
pointed and saddened. 

On these rambles Sarah had, as has been 
mentioned, someUmes met her former travel- 
ling companion, and her preserver from a' 
fearful death, Donald of the Dirk. He had 
learned to give language to ber Tristful, fixed 
gaze ; and, as be saw her thus wandering 
alone and melancholy, it would flash on his 
mind, that, in keeping bis troth-plight, he 
might send her from a world so cheerless and 
unworthy, and raise her to be an angel of 
heaven, who was already little inferior to 
pure and celestial natures, low as was on 
earth her birth and name. 

The first glance of the living woman would 
banish those reveries of supeistiti<ni and in- 
sane enthusiasm, only to give place to as 
wild a mood. 

Little incidents meanwhile occurred to 
chequer, if not to gladden the life of the 
lonely lady. Her father's richly-freighted 
vessels, of which two arrived on the west 
coast during the autumn, for their cargoes of 
timber, and oak, and birch-bark, brought 
her an endless variety of comforts, luxuries, 
and prodnctioaa of the domestic arts, quite as 
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wonderful in LocHnaTeen at that period, aa 
the fieight of a Misdonary ship might DOw 
be in New Caledonia. With her own taste 
and invention,' and the zeal of the Bholje and 
the gilliee of her faction, "the Tinker's 
Danghter" had, therefore, by this time, 
contrived to make her desolate Teeidence a 
comfortable and even loxnrious abode ; 
though its fnrnitnre and decorations con- 
trasted as oddly mth.its rode arehitectnre 
and . uuconth joineiy, and locksmith and 
glazing work, as may such things from the 
home countcy, in the hat of an Australian 
settler. She had also endeavoured to .organize 
the original patriarohal, or feudal establish- 
ment of the honsdicld, and had b^nn the 
nroal home maau&ctures, which had floui^ 
ished under the eye of the Chieftainem, and 
of all fooner ladies. The distaff, the dyeing 
vat, fumiehed with . native herbs, tlie loom, 
the. brewing apparatus, were all attempted 
to be. employed. - The refined and wealthy 
Iiondon lady even constrained herself to 
superintend the salting of beeves and sheep, 
and the preparation of potashes soap, and 
candles. She even listened to the counsels of 
the Bhalie to keep a sharp eye to prevent 
the pilfering of t^e stores of tallow, flax, and 
woo^ by the fair daughters of Raonull ; and 
to the doling out of meal and butter, and all 
manner of household stores; and to mea- 
suring the quantiUes of woollen and flaxen 
yam returned for the amount of raw material 
given out ; with all the other complicated 
details of the housekeeping of a great clan- 
family of that period. 

Her natnial taste found more scope in 
desigmng patterns or tetti for novel tartans ; 
and the chequer of "t^ linker's Daughter" 
may yet have a place among the few home 
manufactures of the North Highlands. In 
her firat pride 'of pffice, as the presiding mis- 
tress of a large household, as " the dealer of 
bread," the Saxon lady resolved, that, in tlie 
diligent. discharge of those duties which, in 
that state of society, gave women power, and 
a certain degree of consideration and dignity, 
no matron of the proud honses ot Cuthness 
or Sutherland, of Kintail or Kilravock, 
should surpass the despised London trades- 
man's daughter. Sarah, therefore, laid aside 
her drawing, her embroidery, and all her 
needlework, save the tiny wanlrobe, moulded 
from her own, at which she stealthily 
laboured ; and not only became a notable 
manager, but, as Bhalie Hossack proudly 
proclaimed, fairly beat all the high-bom 
ladies of whose thrift, hospitality, and bounty. 



fame spoke so loudly ; as she was capable of 
keeping regular books, sbovring the state of 
her disburseraents and receipts, ttiongh all 
her buriness was, in fact, transacted by 
barter. In bringing her into personal con- 
tact with whole tribes of women and girl^ 
from distant places, who almost daily came 
to the Caatle with yam, or to pay their iam 
fowls and eggs, or make little presents of 
nuta, wild tierriee, or of any rare thing, 
denoting kindness and liom^«, her popularity 
gradoally advanced ; though, in her imme- 
diate neighbourhood, and under the eye of 
the Cliieftaineas, all was still scowling and 
inauspicious. 

Ranald, when his carousii^ friends and 
followers now gathered round him, found his 
board spread with nearly as much profusion, 
and with far more propriety and elegance 
than during the old hospitable regitae. And, 
as he had lived in Edinburgh, for a short 
time in France, and long in London, the 
change was noted and welcomed, and boasted 
of, t« the farther displeasure of his mother. 
Saxon wealth, and Saxon education and in- 
telligence, had overmatched Celtic ancestral 
wisdom, and old " use and wont." 

The ruinous extravagance of the castle 
now became a favourite topic in tlie hamlet. 
The lady not only wore rilks and laces every 
day, but made her attendants wear shoes and 
stockings, and printed linen gowns and white 
aprons, and had her table spread daily with 
the finest linen and silver-work, and grudged 
nothing, it was said, save wine to llie 
duine-naiala, and usquebaugh to the com- 
moners. Moreover, "the Tinker's Daughter," 
or her man, Bhalie Hossack, had theb ex- 
presses and messengers never off the road to 
Domoch, Tain, or Cromarty ; and even so 
far off as Elgin or Aberdeen, to fetch letters 
and books, and other strange-looking, un- 
known commodities. Lady Janet Sinclair, 
or Lady' Sybil Gordon, or Nightan Dimachd 
Ruadh herself, had never, in this respect, 
assumed such high aire as this low-bom 
intruder ; who wrote letters to Parson Mur- 
doch, afar off acroea the country, with her 
own hand, and also to the Doctor at Inver- 
nees, and had set about teaching her maids 
to cook strange savoury viands, and to sew, 
and knit, and dear-starch, with other inno- 
vations never before heard of in the halls of 
Mac Mic Raonull. Duncan Forbes himself 
had sent her a broad letter, and a Lowlander, 
named a gardener, to plant and nuse what 
were called cabbages, and pot-herbs, and 
currant berries ; things never before seen on 
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th« earth or under the faMr«na of Lochn*- 

Uke bU new and enthn^tle refonnen, 
poor 0u«h now proceeded too rapidly in her 
bold innorationa on long-«aUbllBhed customs 
and hablta. Her activity in such small 
matters aflbrded eome solace or Mlief to her 
aching heart ; aod they were, perhaps, more 
eagerly pursued as a divenion than as a duty, 
until her pride became interested in the 
strife ; her pride of race and nation, as well 
ae her personal feelings. And then came the 
dear reward of Ranald's prtdse, of Ranald's 
gratified surprise, at what wondrous change 
her fairy-wand had wrought during his 
absences. And, again, his dianged mood 
and lowering brow wonld tell of the nngene- 
roas jealousy of owhig all this new luxury 
to " a Tinkw's" wealUi, to a wife's uuMded 
exertions. And Sarah's efforts were again 
coldly checked, her hopes chilled, de^>^ 
ever at hand. 

And thus weeks, which, whether in languor 
or activity, seemed like months, and months 
that wore on like weary years, brought the 
season to a close, and made her hour of trial 
nearer, and more dreaded. 

They must be exiles and women, knowing 
what it Is, among a wild people of " a strange 
speech," to languidi for tiieir native land, 
and their father's hearth, from which they 
are for ever severed, to understand the feel- 
ings which the young Englishwoman now 
hid In her own deep heart. In the early 
part of her residence In Lochnaveen, while 
hope was not yet utterly estingnlahed, there 
was in every day one hour, during the long 
absences of the Chief, In which Sarah could 
indulge in that delicious melancholy which, 
to her temperament, resembled exalted plea- 
sure. Those who have enjoyed the heavenly 
nights of the summer solstice In that northern 
clime, when the splendoiua of day receive 
that softening and indescribable charm which 
may be compared to the enchanting effect 
produced on a beantiful landscape, seen re- 
flected in calm translucent waters, can never 
forget the soothing and bewitching Influence 
of such nights upon the fe«llng8 and the 
imagination. From about the middle of 
June, when the people of the hamlet hod 
repaired to (he high and outlying summer 
grazings with their cattle, Sarah, In the 
absence of her husband, was left to enjoy 
those enchanting nights in utter solitude, 
there being only her attendants and a few 
old people left in her neighbonrhood. It 
would have been sweet, after a long summer's 



day, spent in iastmoting the fpAa, or in 
rtMllhily fashioning a baby waidrobe, out of 
the abounding stores of looe and cambric 
with which her poor aunt had enriched her, 
to have had some tme to whom she might 
whisper, on her late stroll, " How lovely is 
evening in Loohnaveen — in this, the Highland 
home of my fond, girlish fancy;" but tA 
snek hushed hours, no one ever erosaed h«r 
path eave the dark clanaman, who, tboogh 
ne seoned to haunther steps, and still paaaad 
long hoars in his omraeh, almost nnder her 
chamber window, would ever start and hnrry 
from her presence if they chanced to meet. 
When wanderii^ on the margin of the lakey 
in the dear obsciM of thoM enchanting horns, 
Donald's stag-hound, his inseparable com- 
panion, would leap from the boat, and, 
swimming to the shore, vriiine and enraeh at 
the feet of the lady, as If to do het homage, 
or ae if proud of her oaresMs, and then n- 
tum to his master, to be doubly careased. 
Though D<mald thoa appeared to avoid, if 
not to repulse her adranoes, in thor casual 
enoonntets, there gradually ma ftstablished 
a sort of taelt intelligenoa between them ; 
and, when he was se^ at twilight on the 
lake, she would sometimes prolong the strains 
of the litUe hite — which, on tlveir journey, 
had, when touohed at dieli resting-placee, 
appeared to possess suoh potency over the 
pa8sionat« temperament of the singular man 
— prolong it until a late hour, when its 
dying fall became the silent signal of a nlent 
good-night ; and tiie oluuman would slowly 
row off, on the following night to take up 
the same station. 

The Chief, when Informsd of tiu strange 
habits of Mb dark kinsman, felt only the 
triumph over his prmid mother in the Vena- 
tion of her ohoseu ally and ehamfdon, hy the 
charms of his Saxon bride. When it begui 
to be whispered am(mg the ntoe superstitioui^ 
in a country where all were more or less 
imaginative and superstitious, that the lovely 
"Ceard" was the earthly image of that 
mysterious Egeria who, tot el^tesB yean, 
had haunted the deer-stalker, the CUef at 
first smiled, and then looked grave and 
troubled, till Tsawnred by Sai^ who ap- 
peared to have a strong Instinotlre faith in 
the unhappy man, whose wuidsriag iutelleci 
only, as she imagined, conneeted her image 
vrith the prevuling idea of his dMempend 

Bholie Hossack, who devoutly held, that 
ereiy HigUander was mad on some point, 
either of SMng, drinking, fbtayliig, string- 
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ing up ooiiBtiiM thymes, mAking lore, or 
plajing on the bagpipes, and who concen- 
trated his own peonliar anpentiticiui in tiie 
abject belief of witcbctaft, conchided thmt 
Donald was onlj' a reiy little more insane 
than liis oompeeM, and insinnated, that th« 
Saxon lady ghoold not wrnple to convert his 
vagariee to her own ntM ; in ahort, to Inspire 
•upematnTal terrora in the elan, and give 
forth oracles. The honest man had himself 
b«en driTsn to such expedients, if not through 
his own apells, yet by means of Harao 
Crataoh, the npnt«d witoli, to whcm he 
gave a horel, with small ration* of barley- 
nwal, and an allowanee of peats ; not, taken 
altogether, mach more liberal, indeed, than 
the guerdon with which his Satanie Majesty 
is reported to reward the Tasaals whom he 
has aednoad to hla allegiance. 

" Let them be saying, my leddy hinny," 
the Bhalie would whi^r, winking his eye 
significantly, though not directly in the face 
of Sarah, from whieh mark of confidence he 
had ahnmk after their first interview ; — "let 
them be jafownn^ and whirring— ay, let 
them,— ddl's b^ms as they are,— beUeve and 
tremble ! The like of yon and me, with 
reverence ! had need of all the little helps 
skill and cnnyle can give us amang the 
breeklesa salvages, in order to hold our own t 
so, if they choose to think ye have the power 
of the HI Ee, hinny, never ye let on. It's 
been worth gold to me that same mad notion. 
Nay, I'm not sometimea altogether anie, bnt 
that, as a rinfol man, greatly favoured by 
being bom in a reformed land, and sittin' 
lang under a gospel ministry, the Lord may 
not, in this howling wilderness, have graced 
bb unworthy servant with gifts and powers 
by ordinar' " 

The listener could not longer brook this 
mixtoie of spiritual pride and pious craft, 
^e disclaimed, for herself, all such powers 
in aasnmption aa in reality. 

" It was odd enough, though, my leddy, 
that that same imp St the deil. Kelpie the 
pony — and it's said among their lying freits 
that the sire of that mettle race was the 
Water-Kelpie— dionld have died jnrt seven 
days after he, unchancy brute, tluew your 
leddydiip ; and that the balm ye made of, 
and kiaeed and prised— and that waa an 
honour 1—ahonld eo soon thereafter have 
dieed ita wierd, mtsdeedy brat," 

"Good Heaven, drl surely you, a man 
of sense and education, a Lo^uider, & Pro- 
testant, cannot believe that glance or word of 
mine has such potent and evil inflnenceT" 



" These are gnat mysteries, my leddy ; 
and ye may not yourself be jnit fuUy awar^ 
mair than myself, of the power vouchaafod 
to the like of ua in this benighted land, for 
upholding niasteiy over the evil spirits about 
u^ and for the protection of the godly, 

"Say no more," intermptad Sarah. "My 
influence, wliatever be its conseqnenoas, mnet 
be that only of truth and honour. Heaven 
forbid that the perilous gifU you would im- 
pnte were mine ! that I were made the 
involontary Initnunent of fbte and of deeds 
f^om which my moral sense revolts I No ; 
God Is merciful ] . , . . That unhappy 
gentleman, my husband's kinsman, in whose 
Btrange affliction I feel so deep an interest, — 
I have written to a skilful London physician, 
describing as well as I can Donhuil's singulai 
hallucination. — How mnch I wiah that I 
had power to draw him into closer intercoorae 
with UB ; that, aa the Chief believes, the 
living voice and eye of a poor mixture of 
trail mortality might haply banish the 
Phantasm wiUi which hb madness eonnaeia 

Bhalie Hossack sagaciously shook hb head, 
as the best reply he could find at the moment ; 
but again insinuated, that even with the 
Chieftainess it might be good poUoy to have 
it believed that the fat« of the clan mysto- 
rionsly depended upon the Chief marrying a 
Saxon lady, who had, In her Shadow, for 
eighteen years l>een prefigured to Dark 
Donald, as something for which he, less 
favoured, was throufi^ life to suffer and righ, 
but which the head-man of the tribe was 
alone to win. Sometlung of tiiis^ as we have 
seen, had already reached the Daughter of 
Red Duncan, and set her fervid imagination 
to work. From the first, she had Instinctively 
felt that the Saxon witch, with her fair face 
and glezlDg speech, had caet deeper spells 
over the daiurman than even thoee which 
held her devoted son. The fatal influence 
had wrought the most passionately in the 
most impassioned mind. And now the lady, 
like all her race the slave of fantasy and 
superBtiUon, would muse for horns upon the 
singular fate of her honse ; her pampered 
imagination readily eivditing that, in the 
fortunes of the Slioehd RaonuS, the powers 
of Heaven and Hell might take active part, 
and together band in amity, or meet in 



On the evening of the day in whidi the 
Bhalie had held the eonveraatiim with 8ar^ 
alluded to above, the CUeftalneaa took her 
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farouiite soUtaiy walk to the Circle o/Stona, 
the graves of her ancwtors and kiuafolk, 
musing dsrkly as she went, questioning fate, 
and forming irild conjectures of the future. 
She seated herself on the headstone of Torquil 
of the Amulet, the famous seer of her tribe, 
whose prowesa had, in a former age, letiieved 
the fortabes of the clan. 

" The Son of God himself came into the 
world lowly bom, brought forth of one of 
mean rank, cradled in a manger," was faer 
proud, preaumptuoua thought, as for the first 
time she admitted the idea Donhuil liad 
whispered, uamely, that the dark powers 
which, she unfalteringly . believed, watched 
over the honour of her race, might have high 
and mysterious purposes to fulfil in bowing 
the pride of tier house to a low and Saxon 

" Spirits of my fathers ! Ghosts of the 
mighty dead, vouchsafe your daughter one 
true token?" was her adjuration. Almost 
at the some instant she caught, in the dusk, 
a glance of the white robe of her solitary 
daughter-in-law — "the White Doe" foretold 
in prophecy — wandering among the grave- 
etones ; and, not many hundred yards behind 
her, the clansman, haunting, but, as usual, 
ke^uhg aloof &om the stranger lady. 

The etem summons of the Chieftainess, 
as Boon as she perceived him, made Donald 
start and hasten to her side, while Sarah 
took her hoety way homeward, feaiful of 



"Who is he that thus, from gray dawn 
to darkest midnight, presumes to dodge the 
footsteps of her who is called the wife of his 
Chief I With what intent this daily waylay- 
ing and watching to catch the glance of on 
eye, which, save for blighting or evil, can 
never fall on him ? — By what spell does the 
eorceresa draw to her side Dark Donhuil? 
Is the infamy of my kinsman to be added to 
the dishonour of my son ? Whose babe 
carries the Tinker's Daughter in her bosom 
—that of Ranald or of lus traitorous kins- 
man ?" 

The clansman threw himself at the feet of 
his lady, passionately crying ou^ " Blas- 
pheme her not who is as the angels of God ! 
and pardon, Daughterof Red Duncan, pardon 
and pity me I You who have known my 
Boul-conflicts, grudge me not one gleam of 
returning peace ] I haunt her footsteps, — 
but has she not been mine? — mine she will 
again be. — Before this world was created, 
when it has ceased to roll, in some wide 
region of eunny space, when the veil is with- 



drawn, and when soul leajis to soul, — mine, 
mine, my own, my beloved, my beautiful ! 
I will clasp her who through life has been 
near, thougli, for my sins, ever clouded, 
suflering, tormenting." - 

The gestures of the clansman, and hia 
quivering form, as he lay on the earth, be- 
tokened stronger passion titan his words ; 
yet tiiere was in them what struck a powerful 
chord in the heart of the Chieftiuneas. Here 
woa the mysterious prophecy handed down 
among the tribe, that the Dark Chiefu of 
Lochnaveen, who, at a very remote period, 
had, it was e<ud, been supplanted by the 
treachery of the Fair roc^ were yet to triumph 
over their supplantets, and that by means of 
some female spirit or genius. Was this 
Being now first revealed to their descendant, 
Donald of the Dirk ? Had the time so long 
foretold arrived I The Fair Chief, her noble 
son, still stood firm in his high place. An 
heir was about to be bom to truuonit his 
name and honours to latest posterity. Was 
it the evil Genius that protected tiie Dark 
race, which now tempted that ChieTs mother 
to sacrifice these high hopes, and to become 
the fated instrument of avenging the wrong 
which her fathers had committed, — avenging 
it upon her own son? Her thoughts were 
in tumult and perplexity, as she boldly 
questioned, " What affinity holds the Tinker's 
Daughter to the Spirit which haunts my kins- 
man? Are tliey one? Or is it beseeming 
that he should thus waylay the wife of his 
Chief?" 

" Tlie wife of Ranald ! Yes, alas ! in this 
dark world his ! But yonder— far off among 
those rolling spheret^ where my dreams teU 
me we once lived ti^tiier in bliss." — And 
the frantic man stretching forth liis clasped 
hands towards the stars, which now b^an 
to glimmer, muttered on. 

" Silence ! " cried the impetuous lady. 
" If I knew not Donhuil's manly honour, 
Donhuil's clan-faith, I should know how to re- 
buke this worse than madness. The Tinker's 
Daughter b to me as the dust I tread on ; 
but the mother of Ranald prizes the honour 
of her son ; nor roust suspicion rest on her 
purity who bears bis name, were she the 
most abject wretch in Christendom, to whom 
Lowland churls and their base laws allow 
that distinction." 

" Daughter of Red Duncan," replied the 
clansman, "it wrongs your noble nature to 
doubt of your unhappy kinsman. And that 
fair Vision ! — Goodness and Mercy are arouod 
her. The angels of God hove cha>;ge coa- 
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Mrning her. From peril and ttota death, 
how (nften has she been myBteriouBlj pre- 
Berred. Holineaa sarrODnds her. Where 
■he is. Evil comes not Suffer Donhoil to Utb, 
ever nnseea, but in her eyes, and to feed on 
her bruth ; for where she ie^ the Sbadow 
cannot find him." 

"Then they are not one — the dark-haired 
Saxon girl and the fell Temptress that ever 
pursues my unhappy kinsman ? " 

"Oh, no, no! They twain be as light 
and darkness, as heaven and hell, — though 
the demon, to torture me, may borrow Uiat 
angel shape. Daughter of Red Duncan ! 
it is a terrible mystery. She, my Spirit 
bride, to be incarnated— to become a woman, 
bom in un ; doomed to do penance here on 
earth as the wife of Raonull, — and I the 
accursed witness. She, sent hither to redeem 
ODT race, to raise the fallen] — It is a deep 
mystery." 

" It is passing strange," whispered the 
ChiefUiness, uaconscioosly muttering the 
ancient riiyming tradition, which, in dark 
metaphors, foretold the fat« of the dan. 

The clansman had risen, and was now 
standing by her ude. 

"And how strange this meeting, in this 
sacred spot I But the wierd must be fnlfiUed. 
You constitute yoQiaelf this woman's cham- 
pion : — Dare you, my kinsman, in her name, 
challenge the Ordeal ? There must be Ex- 
piation, Death, Judgment, the Grave, the 
Resurrection, before there can be returning 
Peace."* 

"In her name, and in the name and 
strength of Heaven, I can, and do," 

" To-morrow is the Eve of Hallowmas," 
•aid the Chieftainess ; " and then I find a 
daughter worthy of my honae, or my son is 
a widowed and a childless man, — my fikther's 
house desolate : — the dark-boding Raven 
■hall have pravuled over the bright-eyed 
Falcon." 

» In the name of the Son of God, bo be 
il," retnrned Donald ; and, as the attendants 
of the Chieftainess, marvelling why she held 
such long communing with him in the Circle 
of Stones, approached, he disappeared. 

It chanced that next day, a great fur, the 
" Hallowmas Fur," was to be held on a. 
central moor, about twenty miles distant ; 
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and Sarah, who pitied the solitary life of her 
humble courtiers and maiden domestics, so 
different from the daily feast, the .nightly 
dance, and merry minstrelsy of a Chieft^n*s 
hall, sufiered the whole household to seek for 
eigoyment, and liberally dispensed orna- 
ments and' money among those bonnd on 
pleasure. 

Bhalie Hossack had already gone off to 
attend this great Fair, there to meet with 
the cattle-dealers of the South, and " the 
merchants" from Elgin, Forres, Aberdeen, 
and other more distant places, who annually 
attended it, stretching their " white sails " 
across the Moray Firth, and then travelled 
inland for a long day's journey. And here 
the Bhalie was, by appointment, to meet and 
escort to Lochnaveen the "wise woman" 
from Chanomy, who spoke Sassenach, and 
whom his pions care hod engaged to attend 
his lady in her hour of need, in contempt of 
the matrons of the clan who practised the 

After the Fair the Chief was also expected 
home, from a long viut to the Isles, and from a 
Jacobite meeting, held in Lochiel's country 
under the guise of a great hunting match. 
The day of All-Sunts was, besides, Ranald's 
birtii-day, and it had always been one of 
great festivity to &e don. Never had Sarah 
so languished for his presence ; and he was 
not again to leave her; — not until he had 
kissed and blessed bis child, if such happi- 
ness was in reserve for one on whose rash 
hand lay the blood of infancy. 

In spite of this reflection, her drooping 
spirits rose to these sweet hopes ; and, on the 
expected All-Sunts day, the Eve of which 
was ever a grand holiday in the glens, she 
resolved that mirth and music, dance and 
revelry, ahonld, nndec her auspiceis once 
again gladden the holla of "Rarmufl." Before 
the people went off to the Fair, great pre- 
parations had accordingly been made for the 
feast, to which all around were invited ; and, 
though it was feared that terror of the dis- 
pleasure of the queen-mother might keep 
many hock, Bhalie Hossack ventured to hope, 
that the magnificence of the ChieTs birth- 
day, and the christening of an heir, would 
soon make ample atonement for the " maimed 
titas" o( the bridal. 

A late, wet, and boisterous autumn had, 
far in October, been followed liy that calm, 
delicious weather of subdued and tranquil 
brightness, which !n northern latitudes is 
fondlycalled the "little summer." Relieved 
from domestic cores, by the absence of the 
No. 76. 
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boosehold at the Fair, Sarah spent a long 
quiet morning in writing in tiie journal, the 
" Miifdonaiy Record, " kept nominally for 
Mr, Aaron Hill, but really for her father. 
The sagacious Bhaiie Hossack had predicted 
to her a spring and sommeT of gteat scarcity, 
If not of actual famine, from the preriona 
cold and tardy spring, and the lat« and 
scanty harvest. Such seasons were then 
periodical in the Highlands, and of Tery 
frequent occurrence, and the people were 
often rednced to a condition of distress hardly 
conceivable by a native of England. The 
yonng Englishwoman had exerted all her 
eloquence to move her father to send timely 
BuppUes from the South for her Ronald's 
clan. She had another sacred duty to fulfil ; 
to speak to her father of Ranald himself, of 
their child, if it should survive — to commend 
both to his love, and to bid him what might 
be a last farewell: This solemn letter she 
resolved to intrust to the Bhaiie, to be for- 
warded only in case of her own death. In 
penning tMs epistle, the overbrimming ten- 
derness of Sarah's affectionate heart gushed 
forth in feelings for her hutbani], which, if 
saddened, were yet more deep and holy than 
the most rapturous emotions of her virgin 
love. How inexpressibly dear did he become, 
from whom death might, within a few days, 
sever her for ever ; and how she chided with 
herself that one harsh thought of him, one 
repining feeling, had ever found a place in 
her bosom ; how longed, in one lingering 
embrace, to implore and to exchange forgive- 
ness, with him for whom she prayed 1 Thus, 
and In sundry little arrangements connected 
with the celebration of the Chief's birth-day, 
and her anticipated confinement, passed the 
Iong,quietmoniing; Sarah sometimes fondly 
indulging 1^ sweet stray thought, " If our 
child should be bom on its father's birth-day, 
would not that ba a token to propitiate 
Ranald's proud mother '. " 

In the afternoon, the few people In the 
hamlet, where the Chieftalness h&d a whole 
host of volunteer spies, observed the reputed 
witch, Marat Crotach, or the Crooked, steal 
&om the shieling of the Clueftajness, and, 
by a roundabout path, repair to the Castle. 
Though this hag was known to be In the 
pay of Bhaiie Hoasack, it was as well under- 
stood, by the elders of the tribe, that she 
was also the secret emissary of the Chief- 
tailless, and more than suspected that she 
might, as suited her, play false to both. Some 
of the better disposed, and more Intelligent 
of the clan, were now beginning to long for 



peace in the family of the Chief, and to 
confess, that the " Tinier'i Daughter " had 
borne her faculties meekly ; while others 
were as inveterate against her as ever. Yet 
those aware of the fact, agreed that it were 
better Nighean Donachd Ruadh drove that 
malignant crone from her secret counsels, 
whom they all alike hated, and feared. 
Why condemn her daugl(ter-in-lsw for trin- 
keting with the sorceress, while ahe secretly 
gave in to the same practices herself 1 This 
was bold judgment to pass upon a enperior. 

With the crone there entered the castle 
a respectable matron, whom Sarah hod sent 
to invite the young gentlewomen in atten- 
dance on the Cliieftainess to the ball that 
was to celebrate the birth-day of Ranald. 
Her message, requesting tbi" favour, had 
been modest and humbie ; and she had 
previously been made aware, that the girls 
longed to be present, and to see with their 
ovra eyes those wonders of the Sonth, of 
which their more fortunate companions told 
them, and perhaps participate in the bounty 
and bravery so liberally dispensed by the 
" Tinker's Danghtflr." 

The insulting answer returned to her 
humble message protiably lost nothing in 
passing through the lips of the teller. The 
Chieftalness was reported to have said, that, 
though her gentJe-blooded damsels would 
gladly partake in the bridal or birlb-day 
festivities of the meanest of the clan of 
Haonull, or of any neighbouring sept, they 
better knew their own place, and what l>e- 
longed to it, than to appear where a " Tinker's 
Daughter " presided as mbtress ; and, od 
peril of some dread penalty, it was com- 
manded "that the preparations should be 
abandoned." 

This unprovoked Insolence was as the last 
drop poured into the oveiflowing cup ; and, 
for the first time, hot indignation took that 
place in the bosom of the Saxon lady, which 
hitherto had been filled by meek grief, patient 
regret. How little congenial were these 
feelings with the tender and hallowed emo- 
tions that had filled her heart that morning. 
Now suddenly roused, she started to her 
feet, her colour rising, her eyes flashing s^ 
she exclaimed, " Prond and cruel woman ! 
the tinu of endurance is for ever past. Go 
back to your haughty lady, and tell her that 
the wife of her son returns her scorn for 
acorn — defiance for defiance! and will — 
holding her true place — at every haeard, 
preside at tha banquet which sha gives ia 
honour of her husband's birth-day ! " 
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It was Temarked by those aroand, that 
nhea this bold defiance was, with due 
empharis, delivered to the haughty Chief- 
taineiiB, and when it was expected that her 
rage would burst the roof of the shieling, 
that she smiled proudly, merely eayiog, with 
Bomethlog akin 

To the atern joj that nrrion f«e1, 
III r«D»n vortbj of Iheir atnl : — 

" Ha 1 so the Tioker'a Panghlet does not 
ff^r : — Then she may yet learn to lovt me." 

The long-enduriug Saxon blood was thus 
at last suddenly inflamed ; bat Sarah's mood 
soon changed, and she abnoat repented harlDg 
braved the fierce lady, though Ranald had 
more than once reproached her forbearance, 
as want of spirit. She was now left alone 
with MaT<a Crolach. 

The original attendance and continued 
yhlta of this beldame, on whom Sarah looked 
with di^ustfnl pity, relieving her wants, 
though scorning her pretended supernatural 
powers, was, with every other action of her 
life, construed to eril by the inhabitants of 
the glen ; while at the same time it was 
boasted of as a proof of her own influence by 
the forlorn hag, who wanted not the cunning 
of her kind. 

"By the aid of the sorceress the Tinker's 
Daughter seeks to keep what the Devil gained 
for her," had been the common remark, as 
the wrinkled witch dally passed to the snp- 
posed employer of her incantations. 

" Please God, the heart of 3fae Mk RaonuU 
will yet come back to its right place ; already 
it struggles In the toils," waa the ordinary 
rejoinder. 

More than once bad the beldame tried to 
engage the neglected wife In those dark iltes, 
potent, she alleged, to gain or fix the roving 
affections of wayward man, which it was her 
boast to understand. 

Sarah indignantly forbade the repetition 
of a proposal revolting alike to her under- 
standing and her feelings. Still, highly 
imaginative herself, she listened widi a very 
natural curiosity to the crone's wildering 
tales of love-spells, and philtres, amulets, 
and witcheries of sovereign power to rekindle 
Waning affection. It was with the fears 
and hopes of the living the beldame drove 
her trade, leaving to Nighean Donaehd 
Jtuadh, or Donald of the Dbk, the more 
heroic, but less profitable branch of dealing 
with graves and ghosts. 

" Tou laugh at my rede, lady fair," said 
thb hag, concluding a tale of e. girl In the 
upper ranks In that country to frhom she 



had in a glass shown her lover, then lying 
wounded in Flanders, "Think you, then, 

it is not possible to bring the distant near 

to make the seen invisible, the invisible seen % 
What should be her reward that should 
restore to you the wedding ring lost in your 
bridal chamber seven hundred miles from 
hence V 

" Were that possible, ten times its value 
and my best thanks were poor requital," 
exclaimed 9arah, in surprise. "Who told 
jrau of my loss?" 

" They told me who know that and more. 
But it is not reward — gold, nor gold's worth 
— can obtain this. They do not well who 
would set limits to what Nighean Dorunchd 
Rwxdh can accomplish." 

" How can I hope to induce this lady to 
exert her wondrous powers for me," s^d 
Sarah, her heart slightly fluttering even 
while she smiled in derision of her own fears. 

" Have you courage V 

" I have the affection which inspires 

boundless courage," said Sarah, looking up ; 

" but how came yon to know of my loss ; 

which I, indeed would give much to rep^t'' 

" Dare you alone, and at midnight, receive 
back the Token V 

" Alona, at midnight, within the CiivU of 
Slonti, amid the graves of your husband's 
fathers, from those who would meet yon 
there, receive back the Token, the symbol of 
wedded union and enduring peace! — The 
Mather of the Chiefs of Raonull must not 
know fear ; the daughter to whom Nighean 
Donald Buadk wills to restore the marriage 
ring should deapise it." 

"You dare not trifle with me?" cried 
Sarah, impatiently ; and the thought whidi 
flashed through her mind wy, that the 
haughty lady now relented ; but that, hav- 
ing rowed never to cross the thresTiold of 
her son, and in all things fallowing the 
exalted genius of her country, she had de- 
vised this strange mode of trying the courage 
of her Saxon daughter, and accomplishing a 
gracious purpose without any sacrifice of 

"You speak not without command?" in- 
quired Sarah. "Shall I be welcome?"' 

" As the fawn to the doe ! — To-night 
there b no moon : the hour is midnight. In 
my mantle you will be well screened. It is 
an int«rview to which no third party can be 
admitted. Does your courage quell?" 

" My courage will be measured by my 
welcome." 
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" That ia Msnred," «^d the crone, a gleuu 
malignant trininpli lightening in her evil 

" The blwaii^ remain with you, lady 
dear," Bhe whined. " Already I eee on your 
brow the matron's atrch, and on your finger 
the bridal ring of Raonull." 

The woman departed before Sarah's en- 
thnnasm could have time t« abate ; and she 
I for more than an hour at her loop-hole 
lattice, pondering on what had paued, and 
shaping ont a bright fntnre, until the twi- 
light began to Uil. It was a still, gray 
evening, and very warm for the advanced 
season. The inhabitants of the hamlet, 
some of whom had but lately returned vrith 
their cattle from the high-lying enmrner 
pastures, were either absent at the Fair, or 
out of doors enjoying the serenity and sweet- 
ness of the hour. The joung women were 
singii^ as they milked the cows in the fold, 
by the margin of the lake, and the little 
girls made a sport of aiding them. The 
aged looked on, and the blue smokes, circling 
to the clear heavens in wreathy spires, told 
that the evening meal was preparing by the 
matrons — the Hallow Eve supper. 

This was one of those soft pictntes of 
Highland life, which, In the bosom of luxury 
and refinement, Sarah had de%hted to 
imagine. With a yearning ugh she saw 
these poor people cluster together in soctal 
or family groups, and heard their mirtliful 
voices, their cheerful laughter ; hut in all 
this, she, the stranger, the itUmder, had 
no portion. Involuntanly, in taking her 
wonted evening saunter, her steps bent 
towards them, though slowly and hewtat- 
Ingly ; and so much were the people en- 
grossed with their own amusements and en- 
joyments, that, not daring to venture farther, 
she stood at last by the green mound and 
rude stone cross, which formed the rallying- 
point of the hamlet, and where, on high 
festivals, the beal-fire blazed, and the banner 
of the Chief was wont to be displayed. 

Her presence — her imagined Evil Eye — 
the instant that she was perceived, spread 
silence and blighting. The girls ceased 
their carols ; the old women, scowling, mut- 
tering, and signing the cross for self- 
pieserration, retreated to their huts. The 
elder children, trained to hate, remembered 
their drowned playmate ; and while the 
timid drew back, the bolder imps muttered 
Ibe opprobrious name, " Xi^ham Ceard I 
Nighean Ceard.'" 

Faint and trembling, the insulted lady 



turned to retreat, susti^oing herself on the 
stout-hearted squab wen<& who nsually 
attended her, and who now would willingly 
in this quarrel have done battle agunst a 
host, while her timid mistress shrunk from 
a child's cry. 

They were met on their retreat by a 
young and very pretty woman — a matron, 
by her dress and her figure — who was 
f:arrying a vessel with milk ; a Highland 
beauty in her station, and having, indeed, a 
remarkably candid and pleanng countenance. 
The expression of care and mortification so 
poignant at this moment in Sarah's bean- 
tifnl face afifected this young woman, who 
had never before seen her so closely. 

The pale, subdued, woful conotenanee of 
her, the wife of the Chief, tiie lady of the 
land, the itrof^ftr, far from her own, in a 
condition m calculated to awake m^jconly 
interest and sympathy, was too much for a 
kind woman's snrprised heart. 

" Crttttr voght .'" was her involuntary 
exclamation, as she gazed on poor Sarah ; 
and hastily setting down her en^nn, she 
of^red the fainting lady a draught of milk. 
This was the firat unbonght kindness or 
civility that any one in the hamlet had ever 
tendered to the obnoxious stranger ; and so 
feeble were Sarah's. spirits, so full her heart, 
that at the sound of this woman's pitying 
voice, her tears rushed forth in floods, and 
she sobbed on the shoulder of her attendant. 
This was but the nervous weakness of a 
moment. She recovered herself, and with 
sweetness and dignity accepted the offered 
draught, and in the Gaelic language courte- 
ously thanked the giver. 

In that language thanks are ever mingled 
with blessings ; they mean the same thing ; 
and Sarah's thanks, spoken in her sweet, low, 
tremulous voice, were kindly and respectfully 
returned : " Thanks and blessbgs be with 
yourself, lady dear ; and evil meet them that 
would wrong you !" 

They parted thus ; and Sarah, r^jetting 
that she had not tried to prevail with this 
youug matron to visit her, and to remain 
with her in her fast approaching hour of 
trial, sent back her attendant to make this 
request in her name. 

She then returned alone to the Castle, in 
which there was this evening no living crea- 
ture except herself. 

When this little adventure was related by 
the young matron in the first glow of her 
feelings to the groups who had reassembled 
as soon as the lady turned away, a sparli 
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of composnon wt« kindled in the gentler 
womanly boeoms, which time might have 
nnrsed into kiuduess. Bat othen declared, 
with unabated lindictiTeneHB, that " her 
father's psakiog, pining, cream-faced daugh- 
ter was but too happy in filling the honoured 
place she did, though ten times more were to 
be suffered than the neglect to which she 
was already conrigned." 

"Was it to be thought that-Jftu; 3iie 
Baomtll was to remain tied to the apron- 
string of a Caitd'a wench ; or long to con- 
tinue infatuated and bewitched aa he had 
been ; or to show the sama worship and 
observance of this Saxon ^rl as if she had 
been the daughter of a Chief of his own land, 
his equal in birth, station, and country 1 " 

The thoughts of Sarah bad often turned 
to the lonely widow exiled to the &r side of 
the hill, who, in other yean, had preferred 
lore to pride, and who, in the midst of suf- 
fering and poverty, cherished a gentle spirit 
of hnmanity, and an enlarged charity and 
benevolence, which placed her far above her 
compeers. Once or twice, in visiting during 
the night the graves of her low-bom husband 
and theii children, this poor wtonan had spent 
an hour with Sarah, breathing upon her soul, 
in homely hut striking language, couneels 
of heavenly wisdom — of meekness, endu- 
rance, peace, Bubmission ; bringing forth, 
of the rick treasury of pious thought accu- 
mnlated in long years of solitude and 
rafiering, whatever might eetablish the 
faith, or tranqnilUze the mind of one whose 
few and evil days were, as she believed, 
already nearly told. But to form a league 
with a person who had ao deeply incurred 
the displeasure of the Chieftainese, was an 
imprudent hasard ; and of this Uie {doua 
widow was aware, and on her last stolen 
visit had, therefore, taken leave of Sarah 
as a moUier may do of the daughter whom 
she is to see no more. Among her many 
affectionate and pious counsels, this humble 
friend had hinted to the stranger, that 
her matron girdle, " all too %ht," was ill 
in accordance witii her nncoverftd treeee^ 
and with Nigiean DtmaM Snadh't High- 
laud ideas of matronly propriety; so, in 
preparing for the awfol midnight inter- 
view to which she was bound, Sarah, in 
the absence of her messengw, lighting her 
lamp, employed herself in btaidii^ back 
her luxnriant hair, and in trying to adjust 
on her brows the c^oWMa/ kerchief, once the 
object of her ambition. 

" Ranald will smile to see my baby-f^ 



tares so demurely framed in cambric ana 
lace," was her tliought ; but another idea, 
sent up from the hidden recesses of her 
heart, whispered, "Ranald may never per- 
ceive the change, nor care of it if he 
should. If it was his love alone tiiat had 
been grudged to me, I might be pardoned 
now." The evil, intruding thought was 
chided away as harsh ; but it would not 
depart at Uie neglected wife's bidding. 

In this manner vrere Sarah's fingere and 
thoughte employed, her looking-glass giving 
back an image faded from the brightness 
of ite blossoming, but to the eye of affec- 
tion more lovely than ever, from the very 
air of languor and delicacy which so well 
accorded with the soft and spiritual style 
of ite beauty. 

Whatever might be the anxiety and hurry 
of her thoughts, Sarah's looks and move- 
ments, genUe and languid, were at all 
times those of a graceful and refined 
woman, nursed in the lap of elegance and 
indulgence into a creature so far tran- 
scen^ng all his actual previous perceptions 
of womanly grace and delicacy, that the 
senses of tiie clansman, who, nnperceived, 
had now stolen upon her privacy, wen 
bewildered as he gazed. This "sweet 
compoeare" was hardly disturbed, e' 
when his presence in the chamber was 
perceived. Sarah gathered about her the 
folds of her short Highland mantle or 
tunsg, and, though her colour changed, 
and her voice faltered, as she looked on 
the haggard features, and wild, raised 
expression of the hunter's face, bis faint 
smile brought instant recovery. Nor could 
Sarah ever beheve that Donald of the Dirk, 
though a half insane dreamer, the alave 
of superstition and clannish pride, could 
mean ill to her. 

The Bhalie's warnings, that she should 
have a care of this moody man, nor ven- 
ture alone on distant rambles to th» head- 
lands, nor so often hang about the banks 
of the lake, vrere treated vrith indif^rence ; 
fi>r her heart told her that Donald of the 
Dirk, in his right mind, could never 
Aer foe, and his mental affliction made 
him much more an object of interest and 
pity, than of alarm. 

The sweetness and serenity which breathed 
around the refined and delicate woman, her 
gentle words of welcome and courtesy, mur- 
mured in his own language, which sounded 
as music between her lips, acted on 
disturbed mind of her g^est, like the tones 
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of David's harp on the maddened pasuops 
of Saul. The wild-fire waxed dim in hii 
eye*, and the hues of mon healthful life 
revisited bia brow ; he remembeied his 
■acred purpose, which was to brace and 
prepare this lovelj Tision for the fate that 
awaited her — for the issue of the Ordeal. 

" Lady of the Saxon land," he uud, in his 
naUonal idiom, " do I find the wife of Kaoald 
preparing to welcoma a new lifa 1 Doubt- 
leBS one so pure, so holy, is doubly prepared 
to quit that dark li^arth, so little worthy long 
to hold her from her Father's houea." He 
laid his band on the English Frftyer-Boofc, 
which, in its rich Unding, lay in strange 
contrast on Sarah's rudely-fashioned table. 
In oomnion with inany of his countrymen, 
the Prayer-Book was to Donald as tlie 
breriary bad been, ipoio regarded att an 
amulet than prized for ite eacred oon- 
tsuto. 

" Alas, my kinsman," said Sarah, looking 
np at him with gentle earaMtnsai, " wwth- 
lesa and miserably at the best, are our most 
earnest pieparatioos fia that dread ohange ; 
and dsatii, awful to all ahke, must bring to 
efery bosom iUi t«rran ; — but this is grave 
dieoouTse ; let us descend to the hall. We 
must make much of a guest so rarely seen 
there. MtM Hie Samuill would have le- 
joieed with me, to welcome the kinsman to 
whom I can never fi»get my deep obligation, 
though he has seemed to forget ui." 

" Donald of the Dirk has not forgotten ; 
hot Donald better loves the lonelineee of the 
maiutain than the riot and wasMil of the 
hall." 

Sarah's sigh was now more the trick of 
grief than the movement of any present 
feeling of regret that her Ranald loved the 
feetivity of halls more than the eadearmenta 
of hearths. She sighed as was her custom. 

Th« houtar, unheeding her movements, 
rapidly turned over the leaves of the Prayer- 
book. " Lady, yon read like the cowled 
elerk," he said ; "repeat for me, from tliis 
book, the Prayeie for the Dead." 

" Our Church has no prayer for the dead. 
Their state we hold a« fixed while the sonl 
yet informs the body, — fixed, for bliss or wo, 
far heyond the power of human prayer. 
They slumber in their gravee till the resur- 
rection — the day of wrath and power — the 
Judgment-day, for which may God in mercy 
prepare usl" Shs looked upwards, as if 
in mental supplication. 

" Amen, amen 1" said the elaneman, with 
deep emphasis, bowing his head on his bosom. 



AgMU he rapidly ran over the le«?ei of tho 
b(wk,— " Lady, there b» prayen far the dead. 
If your gospel ewva them not, it at leaat 
owns the supplications for the dying ; repeat 
tbeae now with me," 

"For the dying! Surely this is no fit 
seasMi i nor oa(t I ma^e qiockeiy of so 
dread a solemnity." 

" Donald of the Dirk is not a nMckei^ 
Lady, he seeks not now your a^iik. He 
beeeeobes not your favour. But he will iee 
you this night kneel before him and HfMtt 
the Prayer for the Dying. Let the guilty 
sonl perish in its guUt, joa shall pass ta 
bliss on Karth oi in Heaven '." 

Sarah did not oemprehend, m4 swtnely 
heeded this boding language, bo Ann waa 
her trust in Donald's Idndneai and honour ; 
but she dreaded an impending psroxyuo of 
his malady, whioh her nfnB»l might irritate 
to violenoe, and which he perhaps believed 
pn^er might avert or soothe ; and so she 
obeyed his strange oonunand. 

Kneeling down beftoe him, on tha onehion 
which he placed for her, with clasped hukdi, 
and the toucliiug solepanitj of look and tow 
insured by the awfoineas of her "Bng^iBr 
office, Sarah lepeated aloud, a»d ve^ alowly, 
in the best Craelic she could frame, selected 
portions of the Service for the Visitation of 
the Sick. She eoixk became too much ab- 
sorbed in the solemn thonghte i^at had of 
late dwelt so much on her owm mind, ta 
notice the movements of her feUew-weiehip- 
per. With his face muffled in hie plaid, be 
hung over her, thftlting like an aspen leaf, 
and ever breathing the deep "^arM,"- — that 
most en^hatio word, ngnificant of maaninge 
so solemn and afibctiug, and aii^tad into tiu 
langu^ of every Christian nation. 

When Sarah wonld have risen, he still, 
though with gentle vit^enos) preMed her 
shoulder, and made her sign her lanw and 
her bosom with the cren, and pMSsed 1« her 
lips the Pikyer-Book, Tikis done, aim rai|<^ 
when he prostrated himself at her feet, re? 
citing, with intense devotion, and «ith the 
^oninng tones and pleadings of one who 
goes to meet his Jn^e, and whose ntomests 
are numberad and fast running low, a wild 
diant, between a prayer and a spell, as Sarah 
oonjectnred, &om the myaterioos and figai*- 
rive Gaelic words [Mctoresqnely intermingled 
with what she knew to be phrases of the 
Romish Idtuigy, of petition and adoEaUon, 
fragments of the Penitmtial I^afaiu and the 
" Dim irm, di«i ilia." 

All this while, he hold by her mantle. A 
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de&d Bileace followed for a little spftce, and 
then the cUiumaa roe«, saying mote quietly, 
"Lady, at peace witli you God, &nd in 
eharity with all men, yoa may now face 
the dread Ordeal, — Death, the Grave, the 
Judgment to come, — and live the wife of 
Baonnll till the Expiation be acoompliBhed, 
or, through the gatee of Death, reach again 
th£ heaven from which we have faUea ; from 
wliicli. Bright Spirit ! my siiia have dragged 
you down I — Do yon, too, not leosJl that 
long-paet, bright, and r^pturoas exieteuoe, 
beyond the stanl — Do you not, with toe, 
Itu^oiah for it» renewal, though the dark 
way should lie tiiiough the grave ?" He 
grasped her hand, and gazad into her face 
with a look which nude the lady tremble. 

" You would warn me of aome dreidfol 
fate," she said ; " of secret enamias,— or this, 
my husband's HmFm».i, u ■trange^ wild 
speech. If I have any enemy, it b not 
Donald of t^ Dirk ; if I have one, may God 
forgive him, as truly as 2, frail and uf ul 
being, pray for myself mercy and fiir- 
givMieM." 

" Yett, thonghfae bad sought your blood 1" 
And as Sarah's wild guest hissed these words 
in her ear, his insane eyes, lately bo calm, 
again contncted to a point of coneentnUd, 
Masting light. 

Sarah shrank quailing back, fixing her 
fascinated gue upon him. — " Donald, theee 
are fearfnl words, and to a woman. You 
wek to try me, — b^ora i go to JfigAean 
Zhnaehd SuadA, — >to the Orcle «f Stones. 
It is scarcely well done, nor manly, nor Idad. 
You find me, indeed, a very helpless ereatnre. 
I have not the conrage of tba womM of your 
race. I was, periiaps, ever-lxdd, and over- 
ambitioos, when I came among you, and I 
have lately not been well. Leave me, I pray 
yon, to-night, the hour waxes late ; and to- 
morrow shall Donald of the Dirk be reoeived 
by me, in the banqeetrJiall, as beoomes a 
brave man, my delivwer, and the kinaman 
of big Chief," 

With the softest tones uid (miles, though 
with eyea in i^dt tears yet glistened, laying 
her hand on hu urta, in token of confidenoe, 
Sarah tried to aoothe and to dismiss her 
TiHlar. 

"We have net yet," she wbiapei^, 
" pledged each ether at your Well of Peace ;" 
and die eontinoed more earnestly, "bnt 
together we have sent up our jtdnt petitions 
to the Fountain of Mercy. Remember you 
of the pair who stated together by the Well 
of Samariat of her nba boasted, ' Our father 



Jacob built this well,' and of Him who u^d, 
* A greater than Jacob is herel' In that 
presence we have been together ; we eannot 
be at feud. Then leave me, my kinsman, 
you whom from the first moment I have 
trusted, and come again to-morrow.— The 
blesrings of the night be with Donhuil I " 
She itretobed out her hand ; and his damp 
hand, leaving its dagger-hilt, trembled as it 
met her clasp. All this while his fixed me- 
lannholy gaze bad never left her face. 

"Beautiful Being," he whi^ered, in a 
voice that thrilled to Sarah's heart, " Fate 
and Nightcm Zhnaehd Baadh leck not of to- 
morrows. This night dialt thou paes through 
the fiecy trial to the glorious brigbtneee of 
thy firet etate — that from which the blood- 
giUlt of Donhuil drew his twin-spirit — or, 
before the son wheel twice above Maam 
Tamar, the prophecy shall be fulfilled, and 
the bride of the Dark Chief shall have given 
•n heir to the Fair race, and u^ered in a 

long day of joy and gladness to his olan. 

And where then will be Donhuil? He will 
rest within the Circle of Stones, unwept and 
forgotten ; but not unblest, for his penanoe 
will be past ; and in the narrow honas tba 
Dark ^ladow may not find him," 

"Oh, not forgotten, not unwept 1" said 
Sanh, deeply affected by the tone and 
manner of the moody man. " I will long 
ronanber, I will weep for Donhuil ; but 
first we will rejoice bother through many 
happy years. — And go now, 
the night wears apaoe ; and I have 
busiiMas on hand." 

" In whicb Donhnil's arm may not aid 
you. I know it well. And yon. Fair 
Beingt— Does yonr memory bear no trace 
of our first state \ You, my Bride, the twin* 
^irit of my paradise 1 ere the proud Rebel 
fell ; era his blood-jfoilt draw you down t 
Lady, your creed forbids ail homicide ; and 
oonunands the forgiveneH of enemies. So 
says not the gos[iel of the QaeL But he 
who fell by my hand was no enemy, but the 
brother of my souL The blood of innooene* 
next imbrued it. The Fair Spirit, who, for 
years had blessed my solitude, who took form 
from the sunny mist, the arching rainbow, 
the spray of the cataract, fled from the scent 
of blood ; and the Dark, the Wsyward 
Shadow stood ever in my path, by my oenoh 
— yea, even where my people had gathered 
iogeXbet to worship God, She eame. The 
penanoe was not y^ complete. It ie nine- 
teen weary years ; and you, loveliest blend- 
ing of the divine eesenoe with human clay. 



, Google 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 



were incfttnated for my guilt, and grow np 
the fairest of the Daughters of men. My 
hell-deviaed puaishineut was to behold in 
you the wife of Raonnll !** 

The excitement of the clansman grew so 
strong, that Sarah, startled even more by hii 
looks than his wild tale, became exceedingly 
alarmed, and hastened out of doom to be 
nearer help, or the means of flight, though 
the violent throbbing of her heart made her 
almost unable to move. Th( distant noise 
of the Hallow Eve sports was heard from 
the hamlet ; and, oh joy '. amidst the deafen- 
ing sound of her wild, qiuck pulses, she heard, 
or fancied, Ranald's whistle from the opposite 
eminence ; the spot from which he was wont, 
on h[s return, thus to announce to his wife 
his coming, and whistle his hounds to swim 
the lake and welcome their master. The 
groan, followed by the thrilling shriek, the 
almost frantic yell of the clansman, who fled 
into the darkness, told that ha alao heard 
and understood the signal. "Ranald, 
Ranald!" was whispered by Saiah, in an 
agony of fear, and she stretched forth her 
arms in the darkness, as if seeking the refuge 
of his embrace. Forgetting her awful ap- 
pointment, she hastened on in what she 
believed the direction of the ferry. 

As the beldame had said, there was no 
moon that night ; but sudden streaks of a 
blue, lurid, unearthly ligbt streamed fitfully 
on the darkness, and, all at once, Sarah 
found herself stumbling and sinking among 
the sepulchral stones and grave heaps of the 
Druid's Circle, — and then first remembered 
her dark midnight Tryst; and recalled in 
dread the words of the clansman, " Fate and 
Ntgitan Dtmaehd Ruadh reck not of to- 



The scene in which the Saxon lady found 
herself suddenly plunged might have shaken 
nerves the most firmly strung. There was 
nor moon nor star in the heavens that night, 
but a soft, warm mist brooded over the earth ; 
and the litful gleams of light which at in- 
tervals had Xnati the darkness, all at once, 
and as if at her feet, sprang np in wavy 
spires of lurid flame — lamps of hell — dis- 
closing the new-dug grave which yawned in 
her path, and around which demon forms of 
preternatural height, in shrouds and winding- 
sheets, and linked hand-in-hand, performed a 
mute and mystic dance. Opening their 
ranks as SanJi sank on the ground, some of 
the number sprang forward with a terrific 
yell, and, suddenly enclo^ng, bore her on, 
while others threw over her the grave-clothes, 



in which they roughly wrapped the ill-fat«d 
lady. They were waved back by one spectml 
figure that detached itself from the groups 
and confronted the victim, who now half 
reclined, supporting herself against tbe monu- 
mental stone of the redoubted Tc^uil Hore. 

" Has the daughter of the Saxou Ceard 
thus boldly adventured to leclaim the bridal 
ring which ^e so presumptnoaely gained ? " 

That voice had been heard by Sarah but 
once before ; hnt its deep, yet tlirilling tones 
were never to be forgotten. 

" Does the Saxon woman know that th« 
only path of the sinner to hapjnnen lie* 
through Expiation, Death, the Grave, the 
Judgment, tiie Resurrection ? " 

The rapidity with which the human mind, 
in moments of paauonate exritement, may 
pass from the extreme of terror sad weakness 
to sublime tranquillity, or to what seems 
an awfully concentrated and supernatural 
strength, is among the most marvellous of 
its marvellons phenomena. This wondroas 
change now came over Sarah, as with calm- 
ness and courage she fancied not her own, 
she stood up and replied, *' The unhappy, yet 
proud wife of Mac Hie Raonnll, deeply as it 
may be her fate to expiate the rashneas 
which made her such, may well claim in the 
faos of Heaven and before men what is ao 
dearly hers ; — ay, though a demon held it." 

"Ha! — Then the Mother of the future 
Chiefs of Baonull lacks not the coon^ 
which should distinguish the Mather of a 
heroic race. — Take back the symbol you 
have bravely won. The word of Nigheau 
Donschd Ruadh, plighted for weal or wo, 
was never yet broken." 

In a transport of conflicting, but joyous 
feelings, poor Sarah found strength snfficient 
to seite, to place on her finger, and to kiss 
with eager fondness what she considered the 
offered pledge of peace and happiness, and, 
falling at the feet of the Chieftainess, to ex- 
cl^m, " Oh, pardon and tbank^ Mother of 
my beloved Ranald ! " 

But the dreaded Ordeal had not yet been 
passed, though the Chieftaineae, moved to 
sympathy by the courage and suffering of 
the stranger, had, in restoring the ring, anti- 
cipated Uie event depending on the awful 
solemnity, and the excited assistant hags 
were not thns to be cheated of their fiendish 
rites. Again was the kneelir^ lady rudely 
seized, and home to the brink of Uie giXTe 
prepared for her, with yells and mutterings 
which drowned the fierce command of tha 
Chieftainess that the rites should be nu- 
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pended ; and ag&in rose the fe^Ie ciy, 
"RatuJd, Ranald ! mj beloved 1 why cornea 
be not 1 " 

It was too much ; the OTeratrained chord 
■napt ; and tht crimaoii tide, welling from 
the bmfcen heart, choked all farther utter- 

" Daughters of Detsoos I haveye done it?" 
wsi the exclamation of the maddened clans- 
man, who sprang among the group of women 
assembled to celebrate their P^an orgies : — 
and his voice sank to the softest tenderness 
a^ raising the unfortunate lady in his arms, 
he whispraed, "BaiuLld ia Air off ; bnt here 
is Donhuil." 

The sight appeared to change the mood, 
and to madden the fierce Daughter of Red 

" Caitiff!" she exclaimed, " lay down that 
burthen. — Fate has done for Nighean 
Donachd Ruadh that from which your 
coward arm shrunk. The churl's lUMe 
blood burst to the churl's baser fears. The 
honour of my house b redeemed. Homicide ! 
your vierd is accomplished — a Man — an 
lofent — a Woman ! " 

The clansman groaned in agony ; nor 
ofiered farther oppodtion to the women whom 
the Chieftainesa commanded to bear the 
Saxon lady to the Castle, in what had been 
provided ai the mock coffin of thdt victim, 
in the solemnities of the Ordeal. 

When Donald of the Dirk awoke from hie 
long trance it was a star-light morning, and 
aronnd him titter solitude, the rising wind 
whistling among the tall stones of the Dniid'a 
Circle. 

It had been truly Ranald's whistle of 
return, his signal to his hounds, that Sarah 
had heard so many hours before. The con- 
ference of the Jacobite &ction, far off in 
Lochatier, had broken np with ill-blood ; the 
sun of his good spirite had sunk low, and he 
experienced that sqddei^ longing to be at 
home and with his wife, and tliat mysterious 
boding of evil which in after-times was set 
down as presentiment ; that dark, inexpli- 
cable feeling which men thns name, though 
it may as often arise from the retrosjlective 
musings of an accusing conscience. But at 
the Fair he had met his functionary the 
Bhalie, and hod received flattering accounts 
from home, and of the grand preparations 
for the celebration of his own birth-day. It 
was, therefore, without remorse that, after 
his signal had been given, he accepted of the 
hoipitaliliea of the patriarch of Glack-an- 



Dnich, and with the hereditary " Keepers of 
the Heart," celebrated the revels of Hallow 
Eve till far into the next morning. 

Ranald had ever a fatherly indulgence for 
his own failingg. Even when confessed to 
be such, they were of a kind that, in him, 
were fitting and graceful. Without accunng 
himself very deeply of late unkindness, and 
certain that he loved Sarah dearly, his 
memory dwelt with fondness on the circum- 
stances of his eaily love, and on the virtues 
and endearmente of a wife, whose only fault 
was not being in all things suited to the 
porition in which he had placed her, or not 
having epirit eufficient to contend wiUi, or t» 
brave circumstances which few women could 
reeiet. She certuuly, sometimes rather im- 
portunately, wished to see his character more 
closely assimilated to her high English stan- 
dard of morals and manners, to her Sydneys, 
and Hampdens, and Harringtons ; while he 
choee that she should adore him alone and 
peerless in the higher grandeur of his own 
loftier state. But all tliis was pardonable in 
an Englishwoman ; and creditable to her 
conjugal afllection, if not to her nobility of 
spirit, — and all would yet be well. 

Buiald's Castle on his return home usually 
met his sight in stillness and darkness ; but 
as he emerged from the prolonged revels of 
Glack-an-Dnich two hours past midnight, 
there were lights streaming from every case- 
ment and sUt-hole, and flitting about as if 
carried by people in haste and alarm. His 
impatience and anxiety on se^g this grew 
extreme. Perhaps his wife had been taken 
suddenly ill : — but no, a clansman had been 
of his convivial party who had seen his lady 
at twilight walking by the lake. 

His return, it has been said, was unex- 
pected, and Echan of the Boats, on Hallow 
Eve, owned another Chief more puissant than 
even Ranald, — namely. Usquebaugh, which, 
after ferrying over the people from the Pair, 
bad laid him by the heels on the Castle side 
of the Loch. The impetuous Chief was at 
no time of a temper to be impeded by trifles. 
He plunged at once iuto tiie lake, and, wring- 
ing his dripping hair from the waters of 
Lochnaveen, and throwing on the scanty 
clothing brought over by his gillie Sweyn, 
who, in earth, air, or water, alike faithfully 
followed him, he flew up the steep, and burst 
into his illuminated haU. 

There were many females there, much 
flitting about, and low mutterings. At the 
far end were ranges of dose-set lightly placed 
round something elevated and covered with 
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a white sheet; uid there Btt Sheelaa, the 
lonelj widow of the mouutsin waterfall, — 
and there stood the Chieftdnesa, — and there 
lay 

The thrilling shriek of the tall and power- 
ful young man, as ha conTulsively leapt 
backward from that sight of horror, might 
hare startled the pale, beautiful sleepers who, 
side by side, lay there, if the etrongest cry of 
deepuring love could pierce the ear of the 
dead. It penetrated one heart, in which 
the voice of nature had long been stifled. 
Nigltean DonacM Ruadh advanced to her 
son. He fiercely poshed her back ;— and, 
in his frantic grief, was only restrained from 
dashing himself agiunst the walls by the 
overmaeterii^ force of the gilliea who closed 
rODud him. 

The low, calm yoico, the deep, fixed eye of 
Donald of the Dirk, who bended oxer the bier 
as if there were hallowed delight in gnang 
on the tender repose of the mother uid her 
infant, first fixed his attention. 

" All angel now I " whispered the o1ao»- 
tnan, in his peculiar, low, deep voioe : — 
" Tbou who, for a brief space, wait the wife 
of RaonuU ; — nor needs even she who 
hnrried thee to join thy ustfir-spiiita fear to 
look on thee." 

The clansman retited slowly backwards 
from the bier, Ranald's oonsraencs applying 
what was said to himself and hie mother. 
He flung himself paseionately on the dead 
body of his wife, embracing it in tran^orts 
of despair, imprecating cursea on hie own 
head, and on his clan, nor sparing her who 
gave him birth in his stem denunciation of 
the cruelty shown to his beloved wife, his 
tnnrdered Sarah 1 On the rigid, small, thin 
hand resting on the bosom, glittered, in con- 
trast with that hand's marble whilenesi, the 
long-lost bridal ring I Even this unaccount- 
able circnmstaitce conid not, at this moment, 
change the current of Ranald's thoughts. 
In his raving despeJr, Heaven, Garth, and 
Hell, were impiouely dared as unable to add 
one jot more to the mm of his misery. 

The women who, as he well remembered, 
had ever shown such inveterate feelings of 
hostility to his wife, were fiercely driven 
from the place they had assnmed as watchers 
by the corpsei^ — all save the lonely widow, 
Sarah's friend, whom he rapidly and inco- 
herently questioned. 

"And did she not speak of mP" he 
cried ; " not onoa of oM, nor forgive me, not 
bless ? — Oh, how once she loved me !— and in 
that angel boaom lurked no drop of hitter." 



The young Chief buried bis face in the 
Edieet that covered the remains of hie wife^ 
his bieast labouring with convulsive Epaama 
that shook his powerful frame. Tbo kind 
woman, without telling all that she knew, or 
aught that might further afflict or agitate, 
merely whispered the last words of poor 
Saral^ — " Why comes he not, my beloved 
Raonull?" These words were as a taJisman to 
unlock the flood-gates of Ranald's heart, and 
he wept aloud ; nor did bis pride now heed 
the presence of that poor woman, whom he 
pressed by the hand, and entreated not to 
leave him. 

In the torpid sleep of exhaustion, ihe 
Chief was carried to his chamber, and the 
watchers resumed their post, under the direc- 
tion of the Bh€tU»; who wae in deep and 
sinoen grief at the sudden, awful, and mya- 
teriona death of the unfortunate lady, 
strangely chequered 'ay doubts whether dta 
had had fNr play, and moreover whether the 
punt of the babe being bom ahve could he 
legally established, bat eepeoially how alt 
this might affect the ready-money fortune. 

At that period, and for many a year after- 
wards, it would have bean thought an act of 
great irreverence and impiety, even in the 
Lowlands of Scotland, not to have watched 
a corpse. In the Highlands, the andent 
custom still rerouns unchanged ; but even 
under the awakening and relenting feelings 
caused by an untimely and awful death, the 
people of Locbnaveen would have considered 
watching "NigheanCeard" rather ahospitable 
condesoension than a sacred duty, tiU some 
of the crones remarked, " There were a few 
drops of RaonuH'e blood in the babe that 
slumbered by her side, and this, at least, was 
worthy of all reverent observance." 

All night long numerous lights hlaaed 
in that dreary hall, and preparations wen 
already going on in the Castle offices for the 
funer^ banquet, the Bhalie remaining to 
give orders, and lay out stores, and finish the 
prteognition as to the infant bemg bom alive, 
which the Chieftainess, to whom he applied, 
thus abruptly ended ; — *' Yti, I was present 
at the birth," die nid, " and /was appeased. 
The bbMd ^ the offender had washed out the 
stain, as fu aa the taint of family honour 
may ever hope to be cleansed. Happily — 
I (ay it now — that babe, sprung of blood 
so fatally and so daringly mingled, never 
breathed the free air of Locbnaveen ; yt^ipt^, 
I say, ay, though three gaspe of its strangled 
breath had broughtmysen three kingdoms." 

" Now, the Foul Thief buret your pride," 
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mnttemd tlu Bhalie, grinding kis tMth, u 
the haughty Udy fwtpt ftom him. " If j« 
dM a fair stma-denib on the broad o' jtuu 
back, wi' frieada looldng on, it'a wliat many 
i luiiiratcr wsman has not done who hai 
JDBtified the law in a taiybarrel. If Ur. 
Bradahaw should big kirka wi' luB rillar, ty, 
er playluwMa, it would be a better deed than 
■ending it to an nngiatefol pa«k of bar- 
barians here. And h«w am I to tell even 
Ht. Aai«n Hill that the benny flower ia 
eropt eo soon, — the gentle lily, that eould ill 
hand up it* hit head amang the snell winda 

i' thae blae biUe. Hear ye me, queana thera, 
you at the lyke-wake, keep within boonda 
with the tufuAmayi, and remember that ye 
watch by your lBdy*B ootpee." 

With thii reverent and frogal admonition, 

tir. Hoisaek withdraw, in aSictioq ai deep 
aa It waa ponible for hint to feel tar any 
thing, BSTe the loes of his gold by the High- 
land tttmthrtif, of which ha lived In peipatnal 



Hnch as the Hallow En had wltnaeewl, the 
night irfhorraMwaeiiatyetqied. Thennma- 
a TolQHtary watchera aiwand the oorpeee, 
■tinted in the ravels then appropriate to moh 
eoaoea, had dropped off I and,Mthe(tniggling 
raya of the oold gray dawn began to dim the 
lighlB plaaed aronnd the l^r, the few drowsy 
women still left, had squatted toget^r round 
ttie embera of the huge tnrf &re, wUcli had 
fiUlen into aehea. A ehill feeling> ronsed 
them, and they began epeaking in whispers 
ef the late events, and at the appearance of 
Ifigktcm Dtmaahd Ritmdk in the easUe, to 
which, it was laid, ihe and her wem^ had 
boms home the " TinJrai'i Dan^ter " floating 
in her bkiod, though, strange to tell, there 
was no vinble wonnd oa the body they had 
l^d ont. 

" And, think ye, ia tt herself needs go to 
work with dirks or skeans!" said on*. 
** Can she not say the word will make the 
life's blood spring from the living body, — 
ij, or the dead corpse rise and walk ? " 

With ghost stories of the Highlands were 
mingled the peculiar legends of their own 
dan, the power of its dominant livbggeuiui, 
Jfightan Donachd Buadk, and of its atten- 
dant spirit, Uie CaiU»ook-dhn~giiu, whose 
boding vdoe had, it was affirmed, though 
unnoted, assuredly been heard in the fltfnl 
pists attending a past wild n^t. 

The weeping Caithness girl who had long 
attended Sarah, albeit her liaving, unfiirtD- 
nately, a aqnab figure, sandy hair, and very 
higft cheek-bonei^ had a good plain nnder- 



atanding, and a feeling hearty and, joining 
the party, she indignantly denied that any 
spirit of good would ever harm ber gentle 
and beautifol mistiBSS. 

" Was she then so beautiful 1 " said one 
of the young women ; for few of them had 
ever seen the Saxon lady dose at hand. 

" Oh, yes, beautiful, beautiful 1 " cried the 
girl, in the idiom of her oonntry, in which 
the dmple repetition of an epithet, so power- 
fully deepens ths wntjment. " Iiook on haf 
still. How sweet waa her smile I bow 

The yonng wmnan went hand in hand to 
the head of tha hall, and approached tha 
bier. 

No eeipee lay there, save that waxen 
infant image of Ranald's manly beauty 1 The 
girls shrieked and fled. Had the ChieTs 
frenzied defiance of Heaven drawn down thia 
awful judgment t 

When the eldan, and piens and tboughtftil 
heads <d tha tribe heard of the qioedy and 
terrible visitation drawn on himself, by tha 
daring and almost blasphemous rabetliou of 
their Clan-head agmnst the will of that God, 
which had removed the object of Us fond 
idolatry and strange infatuation, they were 
dreadfully ahoeked ; and they eommunicated 
tliis mysteriooa event to the yonng Chief, 
with all the Mutlon posubla, aftor a vain 
attempt had been made to deoeiva him. He 
sank at once ipeeohleee and proetrate on the 
earth. What were his fonner feelings, to 
the agony ha endured now I He had been 
lM«d in a land still Bhnuded in the darkest 
mists of superstition, and he must have been 
a moral monster, lees or more than man, had 
he escaped the pnvailing infiuenoea. They 
BOW «s«pt round him, in wild and nnlmagi- 
nabU foi«ii, curdling his bleed. The terrora 
(Nt hell anoompaased him. He had pM- 
■nmptuonsly dared to soy, tlut Heaven had 
already poured on bis guilty head tlia last 
and fiereest vials of its wrath. What waa 
he yet fated to endure ! 

"Could ha have kissed, but onoe again— 
butonct — ^ths eiAA lips of his beloved, and 
have laid her remains with her babe in the 
Christian grave, over which bo oould pour 
his sorrows, his lot had bosn blessedness." 
Thus he poured out his tortured soul to tha 
lonely widow. " His benign, his beautiful, 
his most gentle wife, ia every way his deatined 
victim since his baleful eyes had first sested 
upon her )>eauty, had bem snatched firom 
him, by the meet dreadAil and insomtaUa 
fate thai ever fell mi unfnl man ; ftom him 
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who had siimed so deeply agtin»t Heaven 
sod agoiiut her." 

Long before Ranald awakened from the 
eelipM of soul into which he had enink, hia 
infant ton had been buried with the mingted 
feativity and barbarons pomp of the conntry; 
and, as strange ramonn had crept abroad 
among the neighbouring dans, it was deemed 
«xp«(Uent by the Bhalle and the elders of 
the tribe, that the mock funeral rites of the 
lady should be solemnized with like obsei^ 
vance. A timely fall of snow, by blocking 
up the passes of the country, pieTented the 
gentlemen invited from the adjacent counties 
from attending llie burial ; and, though it 
was impossible to stifle the prevailing whis- 
pers, who dnrat say tltat the coffin of the 
youthful lady of Lochnaveen held but a clayey 
image ; or that there had been dark and foul 
pby! 

From the hasty and confused letter of the 
Bhalie, Ur. Bradshaw too soon learned that 
he no longer had a child, that his daughter 
slept in the peaceful grave vrith her new-bom 
infant. In all this there was deep, deep 
affliction, and also pioas submission to the 
will of God ; but nothing of the doubt and 
horror awakened in the soul of Aaron Hill, 
by a mysterious letter which he received from 
Edinbui^h. Without saying one word to 
the bereaved father he set out for Scotland, 
vowing that if he went to the ends of the 
earth, and roused aU England, he should be 
satisfied that she to whom he had been so 
strongly attached, and for whom he had 
judged so rashly, had been fairly, if not 
kindly dealt with. 

In pasNng through Edinbo^h, Hill had 
an interview vrith the sheriff of the county, 
tumself a Highland gentleman, who affected 
to treat the prerwling idle rumour of tlie 
disappearance of the lady's corpse with con- 
tempt, 09 a piece of pure Celtic exoneration. 

The condition in which Mr. Hill found 
the Chief, when, about Christmas-tide, lie 
reached Lochnaveen, at once changed the 
current of hie thoughte and feelings. Aaron 
HUl was the first human being, save the 
lonely widow of the water-fall, to whom 
Ranald had ever spoken of the loss of his 
beloved vrite, and of the mysterious visitation 
which had tenfold increased his misery. It 
was to Hill that he showed all those scraps 
of letters, which were now his most precious 
treasures, and which poor Sarah hod from 
time to time begun to address to himself, to 
her father, and to her aunt. And as he 
mournfully restored them to their sacred 



Tspodtery, in the agony of parting with hia 
lost Sarah's dear friend, the whole truth 
came oat : — "I have more to tell, At," said 
Ranald. " Yon who know my sms against 
her, ought to know the full extent of my 
punishment. You who know my guilt ; — 
my people dare not whisper of this — by a 
fate terrible, and without example, that angel 
was snatched &om the wretch so unworihy 
of her. — To be bereaved of a beloved wife 
has been many a man's fate, and a man's 
spirit must sustain it. But mine — in the 
night ! it was in darkest night, her dear 

remains I Oh, there were no obsequies 

for Sarah ! The babe was buriod nith 

Christian rites, but the mother I It was 

not with her as with other mortals. I was 
all nnworthy to give the ' duet to its dust.' 
That angel was mysterionsly borne away to 
the angelic, and I am left to tndiese wiuling 
and remorse." 

This was not new to Aaron Hill, who hod, 
under the seal of secrecy, been told all by 
the Bhalie, one of Sarah's sincerest mourners ; 
but he suppressed his previous knowledge, 
and, deeply affected, offered such consolation 
as he could, and resolved to carry the young 
Chief with him to England. Ronald had 
shown utter iudiSerenee ; but the Bhalie was 
overpowered by gratitude, on hearing that 
Mr. Bradshaw, notwithstanding the death 
of the infant, intended to treat the husband 
of his daughter's choice as if he were lus 
ovmson. 

Though the worthy Lowland functionary 
had his own sasplcions tliat the pride wtudi 
had spumed the English lady while living, 
might have grudged her remuna a few feet 
of earth among the chiefs of the Clan, and 
that her corpse had been conveyed away to 
prevent sutji desecration of the ancient 
tombs, he was considerably staggered by the 
testimony of some of the wotchers, who 
asserted thot the body hod been home away 
on a cloud by the Cailleach-diu-glat, whose 
boding screams had long portended the death 
of some one connected with the family of 
the Chief. One of the sleepy watchers 
solemnly swore, that as day dawned, and 
just before the cocks began to crow in the 
hamlet, a dark cloud suddenly invested the 
upper part of the hall, and dimmed the corpse- 
candles, and next minute no lady lay there ! 
The Bhalie owned it was o mystery, — " Not," 
as he remarked to Mr. Hill, " that any 
Christian friend or parent need grieve that 
the dear lost leddy was not laid in their 
Pagan burial-place, set round with blocks of 
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granite vitb scarta apon them, in the lan- 
guage of Fion Haccoal," — as the Bhalie 
deBcribed the Runic characteia — "sjid no a 
TriwUkeaahler-warlcthntch-staneofTefonned 
nuBoiuy among them, either with a Hiejaeet, 
or a pl^ Here Hei / bo I should ne'er grieve 
for that ; had it only been the Iiord's Will 
that devout men of lier ain conntij and kin 
had borne the precious lady to her burial. 
And what ye ray of Mr. Bradahaw anent 
th^ taadtitt, really shows the noble spirit 
of the Briti^ merchant, and is far more 
than a certain clan's pride deserves at his 
hands ; though twenty of the queans are 
ready to swear the poor bairn teraugied, if 
that were needful to eecure the succession. 
And as for our Laird paying any siller back, 
ye ken the adage, * It's ill taking the breeks 
aff a Highlandman.' " 

" It is not at all needfni. The money will 
never be sought for. Little does my poor 
friend mind it lo-day," replied Aaron HUl. 

" Well, that being so, I fancy I must 
draw ont too, and give Lochnaveen another 
year o' my services ; thongh I am in terms 
for the mill and mill-lands o' Dron. He 
needs, at this cieeffis and predicament, both 
a doer and a friend, poor young gentleman. 
And he has ^own something of the Christjan 
of late, to give him his due ; that is, he 
tampBuged like a Turk, as if he would have 
pnlled down the firmament, when he lost the 
poor dear lady, that he maybe thought less 
o' when he had her. But, Lord pardon me ! 
for when I fall in with a friend and conn- 
tryman, I let ont overly muckle o' my breath. 
But all is rate." 

"Quite BO," s^d Mr. Hill, "But where 
is the Man of the Dirk all this while T He 
Eg again presumptive clan heir. la the 
Shadow with him now ? " 

" 'Od, and we wonld need the mill o* Dron 
under oni lee-bow an DonHml nam Btcdag 
were Lurd. He is just as he aye was, ' ance 
wnde and aye wanr,' as we say. A fine 
stramaah he kicked np at the poor Iamb's 
funeral, when /, as factor, in absence o' the 
Chief, bedfast at the time, wanted to lay Hr. 
Bradshaw's grandson's head i' the grave. 
Plaided and plumed, dirk and pistol in bell, 
comes my hero, lookii^ soberer, in ae sense, 
than he has done for seven years, and dafler 
in another, and pushed me trtaa my lawful 
post, in dght of alL Poor savage ! had I 
been of his ain wild-cat temper, there would 
have been the wonted service of dirk-stabe 
and bloody crowns in the kirkyard, fully as 
common at our Hieland burials as r«d wine 



and wassail bread, — brutish, barbMJap race I 
How I am ever to escape thnr fangs, unless 
I fall on the Patriarch's plan wi' Laban the 
Syrian, aet off wi' my sma' gettings, and cross 
Maam Tamar, under the cloud o' night, 
after a thirty years' sore bondage " 

"And, like the Patriarch, with no small 
increase of flocks and herds," said Mr. Hill, 
smiling. " But I would fain see Donald of 
the Dirk ere I go, and I must carry Ijoch- 
naveen off if possible. Both his mental and 
bodily health require this. Nigktan Dotutehd 
Ruadh is, I presume, invisible to me. I 
thought, Mr. Hossack, I had helped to send 
an angel of peace among you ; my attempts 
at healing have only produced strife." 

"True, sir, — ower true. The son would 
now dirk the mother that bore him ; and 
the mother would swear away the bread of 
life frae her ain bairn's lip. She would 
swear to your face that the bonny lamb, who 
was heir to Mr. Bradshaw's heritage, in right 
of its mother, never drew the breaUi o' life. 
As for Donald, her auld pet, she will not look 
on lum now ; so he has bigged a new bower 
o' wands to himself about the head of Glen- 
dhu, near the locfaan, in the little vale where 
the poor dear young thing, that never kenned 
what it was to sit at a canld fireside till she 
came amang ua, wanted to big a bit bothy 
i' the last summer. It's a place no ceevileezed 
foot can reach from October to March. Ye 
cannot see Donald of the Dirk, Mr. Hill." 

The Chief accompanied Mr. Hill to Eng- 
land ; the Chieftainess seldom left the Castle 
through the whole season; and Donald of 
the Dirk, more recluse than ever, unlike hb 
usual custom, kept the high ground throngh 
all that severe winter. Hie preceding har- 
vest had, it has been raid, been scanty ; and 
the long stormy winter, and cold, tardy 
spring brought all but famine to the glens 
of the North. Those who were far from 
the coast, where their more fortunate com- 
patriots could pick np a few shell-fish to 
allay the pangs of hunger, lived for some 
time on a little meal mixed with the blood 
of their cattle ; and at last, having ate up 
every thing possible te be eaten, were under 
the temptation, as he sometimes feared, of 
eating up the Lowland Bhalie, the only 
plump, juicy, and well-conditioned animal 
now remaining in the valley. 

In the midst of their own distress and 
famine, the people of the hamlet had not 
forgotten their gallant, brave, and mentally 
afflicted clansman, Donald of the Dirk. 
After a heavy fol] of mow, lasting for some 
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dajB, about the end of Febniaty e, few yonng 
men who had been accustomed to supply the 
hunter with the meal and other necessaries 
of his hardy and abBtemions life, lesolred to 
penetrate at all hazards to the Gten-dhn to 
ascertain his personal safety. 

Donhuil was found alone, wiUi his faithful 



branches of juniper, which served at once for 
his seat, his conch, and his altar. Dying, 
they perceiTed at the first glance, he evidently 
was ; though he compMned of no particular 
ailment, and safi^red, he said, almost no- 
thing. Be told his friends that he was 
calmer and happier now than he had been 
for many past years ; that this last had been 
to him a blissful winter, and that he felt and 
udently welcomed approaching dissolution. 

The wild-fin of his bold, quick eye, was 
quenched now, and the taven hair was 
blanched to the wliiteness of the snows tliat 
lay, far and wide, around his dwelling. He 
had but one remuning wish on earth ; It 
was to see Mr. Aaron Hill. 

Many of the inhabitants of Lochnaveen 
would nave travelled to the ends of the earth 
on this dying man's errand ; and lu(;kily Mr. 
Hill had, about this time, come to Speymonth 
on hia forest business. But Speymonth was 
far off, and It was the middle of March 
befora Aaron, astonished by the message, 
could reach Uie clansman. Donald of ^e 
Dirk had, meanwhile, perentptorlly refused 
eiUier to be carried down to the inhabited 
stratli, 01 to snfTer a stranger to sleep within 
his shed, even tot one night. 

It was with some difficulty, eten in March, 
that Mr. Hill, the Bhalie, and a party of 
gillies, reached the solitary spot, eo freah 
and lovely in its summer greenness, so deso- 
late now, when the only contrast to the chill 
universal white of Nature's shroud, was the 
dim gray hehan, the black crags tliat beetled 
over it, and the dark wattled shed of the 
hunter, which rose exactly where poor Sarah 
had wished to rear her imagined Bower of BUss. 

Mr. Hill had but a ^ght knowledge of 
the Gaelic t«ngue ; yet it scarce needed 
spoken language to make him nnderatand as 
wild a tale — the man and the place con- 
ddered — as ever was poured on a poet's ear. 

The dying clansman fiiet ton open his 
vest, and Ukowed him Sarah firadshaw's 
Prayer-book, and round it a tnss of het 
long silky hair; then, more hnrriedly, he 
awept away the pile of fern and juniper l^m 
the little monndof earth on which he usually 



reclined, and pointed, with wild gestures, to 
heaven and to It, and pasuonately clasped 
and kissed the book and the tress, and wept 
and knelt over that earth-heap, fervently 
muttering his mingled Christian prayen 
and heaven spells, until he sank exhausted 
on the grave which he had dug for her he 
bad worshipped [ 

Almost as fvnt as the dying man, Mr. 
Hill at once comprehended all the meanings 
which Donhuil wished to convey — the story 
of Sarah's grare. But the wild wish, the 
anxious prayer on hie lips, in his eyes, and 
in hla whole speaking face, could not b« 
understood by the anxious Englishman, whose 
hand Donald of the Dirk now wrung in 
entreaty, as with the death-giipe. 

Between fear and stupidity, the Bhalie'a 
interpretation, when Aaron at last called him 
in, was at first confused enough. The dying 
man had passionately entreated that his corpse 
might be ludneartheremalnsof her "who," 
he said, "had ever been his spirit's bride, 
and who all his life long had hannted liini, 
though, for his sins and impiety, latterly In 
the guise of a f^r and tormenting Phantom. 
She had, he said, for a brief space, and for 
the heavier punishment of his deep guilt, 
been taken feim him, and given, in a mortal 
shape, to J^ae Mie Baormll; but fate had 
snatched her from Ranald ; now she was all 
his own, and he was blest. The Sstuow 
darkened his path no more; and she, his 
mysterious own, whose fair body slept in the 
dust, ever hovered around him, — not now 
armed with unearthly terroTB, but in holy 
and blessed dreams descended to cheer and 
soothe him ; reciting her prayers, and chant- 
ing her Christian psalms, for the dying 
sinner. — Soon wonld he slMp by her ude in 
the narrow house, who now in heaven 
pleaded for the fallm Rebel, and the Dark 
Han of the Dark Land." 

"But Lord pardon me," said the Bhalie, 
pausing in his mde interpretation, "for 
deaving you, Mr. BUI, with a daft man's 
raving heathen jaunders. And to steal the 
corpse, the sacrilegious villain ! It must 
have been for her gay gold rings, like, aa the 
story gangs of the auld Beadle o' Dron— — " 

"I don't think it was," interrupted Mr. 
Hill, gently disengaging his hand from the 
convnlsive clasp of the dying man. " Poor 
Donald," he said, "were his bright Twta- 
splrit and his Dark Shadow, after all, thlnga 
less substantial than the Phantoms of Pride 
and Ambition, whieh those around him 
alternately chase or are pursued by 1 " 
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A Jong pause followed. 

« Think ye the bwath is out o* him?" 
whispered. Uie Bbtdie. " Aj, Donald, Ud, 
ye lie qniet enoDgh now on tiie broad o* 
your back, that vould hare braved the DeU 
hinuel'. — Sacrilegious aavage ! plead in 
heaven for him ! Ye'H ken better about it, 
or I'm miata'en, ere your soles be mlckle 
caulder." 

The Bhalie luckily spoke in the hnpunity 
of his Lowland Scotch ; for there were dirks 
in other hands besides Donald's. 

" Hash !" cried the Englishman, aa the 
Highlanders, with heavy heart and wet eyes, 
having for above ten minutes gazed on their 
clansman, arranged the body, and, swathing 
it in linen, threw over f^ as a pall, the 
ample folds of the belted pl^d. 

" Ye shall not lay the oorp there ; we 
must liave up the lady's body ; — and drive 
out that yelping hound of his," said the 
SAalit, now assuming the master. 

" Let bis poor remuns even rest, my 
friend," sud HilL "Brave Donald, with 
his astoaiihing mental and bodily energies, 
was ' of imagination all compact.' In 
another state of society I know not what he 
might have been,— whether a hero, a poet, 
or a madman." 

" The last, be weel assured," said the 
Bhalie. " But his Pagan corp shall not lie 
for another hour beside that of a Christian 
English gentlewoman of good fortune." 

" Nay, nay," sud Aaron Hill, " you for- 
get Him who has made of one blood all 
natiooB to dwell together upon the face sf 
the earth. Donhuil'a madness cannot Dow 
disturb the gentle sleeper ; nor can I com- 
mand those to be separated whom death has 
so mysteriously united: — let the Enthumast 
keep his Baul Pot." 

The Bhalie probably knew as much of the 
pathetic tale of Boccaccio as did, in that day, 
any other man of that Northern county, the 
Sheriff not excepted. 

" Wliat'a your will, sir ?" SMd the gaping 

" Nothing, Mr. Hossack, save that the 
obsequies of the lady, and those of the kins- 
man of the Cliief, must be cared for ; nor 
poor Lochnaveen, yonr master, have his 
green wonnda opnied afreah." 

"And when would ye hav« them laid, 
tirr 

" Whara the tree falleth there 1st it lie," 
said Aaron, moumfnlly. 

• • ♦ « 

It was after sunset, on a dewy April 



evening, jast two years from the time that 
the Goldsmith's Daughter had, from her 
father's casement in Ludgate Hill, first seen 
her Highland Chief, that the remuns of the 
clansman were, though in secresy, yet with 
wail and weeping, dirge and coronach, laid 
by the side of a wattled cofGn, lined with 
the softest deer-skins and moss ; the shrine 
which the hunter's hand had secretly framed 
for his treasute, and which Aaron Hill 
would not allow to be touched, save to be 
enclosed in an outer easing of rough oak 
planks. And over it ea many tears were 
shed, and prayers were awd, as if the lonely 
tenant had been a lady of the land. And 
oft at midnight was the Cbieftainess seen to 
repair to, and sit by, the distant lonely Cdm ; 
though none might guess of the dark com- 
munings that tht was said to hold there, who 
never again looked upon the sun, or received 
any guest, save the Widow of the Waterfall 
and tiie Irish priest. 

Before Mr. Hill left Lochnaveen, he made 
it be proclaimed to the famine-struck people, 
that a stup from Leith, laden with oatmeal 
for the sustenance of their starving women 
and children, was now lying at a place, 
which he named, on the western Sutherland 
coast, — " The Blessing," he said, while 
bitterness, and kindneae, and sorrow, and 
even humour, were all strangely mingled in 
his eye, — ''the Blessing of Jfightan Ceard 
to her Raonuff* proud ungrateful clan." 

Thus, If smiles had been wanting at 
Sarah's welcoming, there were plenteous and 
grateful tears shed at her farewell ; and her 
memory, though the date is placed far be- 
yond the actual time of her existence, still 
lives in the traditions of that now broken 
and dispersed clan, as that of a wonderful, 
blessed, and mysterious being, to the cruel 
and inhospitable treatment of whom, the 
ruin of the family, and the breaking up oi 
scattering of the tribe, are to be traced. But 
though ^us talked of with Caen^, Lantdh 
Dearg, Ma^ MuUaeh, and the other formid- 
able personages of Highland supentition, 
the memory of Sarah Bradshaw has iU one 
gentler distinction. The terrible famine of 
the season following her death is still well- 
remembered in the glens of the North ; and 
when, as was said at the opening ot our 
story, any one in tiie extremity of destitu- 
tion receives unexpected and providential 
relief the grateful Highlanders will smi call 
the unmerited boon * 7^ Bknity 1/ Ni~ 
gheaa Cford." 
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Of the Clan of LoclmaTean, the proud 
" Race of the Sons of Raonull," all elee that 
now remi^iu an a few floating fragments of 
tradition; — the unpeopled country; the 
chapel-like Cairn, which the Southern 
gnmse-shoater starts to meet in the moun- 
tain correi, by the loehati of wSiter-lilieB ; 
and the solemn lesson, to those who can 
apply it, on which Aaron Hill spoke to the 
niounierg — to Cells and Saxons alike — of 
tliat graciooB Power, who has made of one 
blood all nations to dwell together in unity 
and peace upon the face of the earth. 

Then is a certun township bordering on 
I>ake Uichigan, where the Gaelic language 
is at this day more purely spoken than in 
the Highlands, and clan legends are more 
freshly remembered ; and where, on a win- 
ter's night, round the blanng log-fire, a 
merry tale is sometimes told of the adventures 
of a Lowlander called " Bhalie Breeldsh," or 
Bhalie "Broad-bonnet," who on his return 
to the South with the accumulated plunder 
of thirty years, was waylud in Slougk 
Muieh, or the Bole of Swine, by a detach- 
ment of the clan with blackened faces, and 
compelled to disgoi^. Shouts of laughter 
would follow the comical description of the 
rueful looks of the factor, stripped to his 
shirt, and turned adrift on the moor, when 
bis brass knee-bnckles were generously re- 
turned to him by one Sweyn Og, who 
pretended to believe that they were gold. 
Another edition of the same tale relates, that 
the wily Bhalie, before taking his departure, 
had, under the walls of the castle, buried three 
engani filled with gold pieces. Yankee or 
Saxon superstition must hare Tulgarised or 
rendered tame Celtic imagination, before the 
prophecy was added, that a Mac Ranald 
from orer the broad sea, having six fingers 
on each hand, and nx toes on each foot, was 



one day to discover this treasure, and with it 
buy or win back the country of Iiochnaveen, 
and rtinstate the scattered tribe in all its 
ancestral pride and glory. 

It is also, according to the tradition, 
believed, that the Cliief and Ids mother never 
again met during the few years of solitude 
and rigid penance which that lady survived 
the death of her Saxon daughter. Ranald, 
after the death of Ht. Bradahaw, passed to 
the Continent, and was known to have been 
attached to the Pietender's cause ; and, in 
the Reliellion of 174£, a few of his people 
followed the banner of his ancient ally 
Lochiel ; and on the fatal field of CuUoden, 
for the last time the " Keepers of the Heart" 
displayed their clan pennon. From thence 
they bore away, with great risk to them- 
selves, the body of a brave foreign leader, 
who bad distinguished himself in the fight, 
which they piously concealed in the woods 
of Stratliglas, until the hot purauit of Cum- 
berland's soldiers was over. Though the 
elders of the scattered trii)e at once identified 
the stately if faded person of their Chief, 
there would have been doubts among the 
younger men, save from the circumstance of 
the body of the henchman, Sweyn Og, 
having also I)een found, as if the faithful 
follower had fallen in attempting (o cover 
tiis Chief from the sabre .stroke of the 
English trooper, which had cleft his own 
skull. Then Sweyn had recognised hla 
beloved master ! — The stranger was, at all 
events, solemnly, if secretly, iud within the 
"Circle of Stones" at the feet of.Nigitan 
Zhnachd Rvadh, and the tattered banner of 
the tribe, for concealment and safety, was 
diopt into that grave. 

The sun of Lochnaveen had set. The 
glory of the Race of Raonull had departed 
with " The Tinker's DAnoHTER." 



THE EIIZABETHIKES. 



Sid u tha iMUt of Rnlli, wbeo, ntk ht hcaw. 



Sbg itood in tMn unid ib« ■lien co 



I HATX had reason hitherto to complain of 
ill-fortune in the visits I have made to con- 
vents and monasteries. Other travellers are 
sure to meet with some interesting novice or 
dignified lady abbess, — some celestial uster 
already ''enskied and swnted," — or some 



wasted votary, bearing the impress of secret 
and rilent affliction, — of suppremed passions, 
— of self-resignation 1 For my own part, I 
must acknowledge that I never yet chanced 
upon a cloistered victim in any way worthy 
of sympathy. The reverend mother has 
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ura&lly proved a ctoes old woman mucli 
addicted to snuff; willi a, skin like yellow 
flannel, and a gait like that of the Fairy 
CsraboBse ; and I have always found the 
Sister appointed to do the hononre of the con- 
vent, doll, corpulent, middle-aged, and con- 
tented, as well as self-contented. The only 
nan I ever saw who could lay claim to 
personal beauty, waa a very lovely creature, 
with whom, some ten years ago, I passed a 
nuny afternoon at Tonmay. Instead, how- 
ever of adding the grace of pensive Bloiteitm 
to her other attractions, the holy sister 
proved as arrant a giglet as any reproved by 
the I«dy Beatrice of the Tor Hill ; and 
langhed and orowed like an idiot, while I 
sat admiring her skill in ironing, — a most 
unsentimental employment for a heroine I 

Henceforward, however, I will make no 
complainte on this bead ; for I have recently 
witnessed a scene within the walls of a 
religious institution, which has proved the 
source of many deep and painful emotions. 
I will not call it inUreelinff, for such a term 
is most unfitly applied to the real right- 
earnest calamities of human life. 

The convent of the Elizabethinea, or 
Etitabethinwinnen, is situated in one of the 
suburbs of Vienna ; and was endowed by 
the Queen of Hungary whose name it bears, 
as an hospital for fifty poor women, to be 
served and attended by as many professed 
nuns. The institution closely icsembles 
that admirable one founded by Saint Vin- 
cent de Paule, — the Sceurs de la ChariU, — 
and muntuns the same character of uni- 
versal benevolence, of self-denying and pious 
activity. In addition to the fifty objecte 
received into the ward of the hospital, the 
ElisabethineB distribute their charitable of- 
fices to Each of the neighbouring poor as 
apply for assistance or advice ; and the holy 
sisters are not only adored liy those who 
liave been restored to health trough their 
skill and gentle care, but are regarded as the 
tatelaiy angels of the quarter in which their 
convent b utnat«d. 

Anxious to observe the internal regula 
tious of an institution I had so frequently 
heard named witli the blessings of gratitude, 
I presented myself at the parloir of the 
ElisabetbineB ; and having referred my re- 
quest for admittance to the reverend mother, 
I was instantly and graciously received. 

The sister appointed by the abbess to 
conduct roe over the building, was a cheer- 
ful intelligent woman,— cheerful from the 
consoling sense of datiea diligently per- 

Voi. III. 



formed, and from the remembrance of a 
long life spent in the service of her fellow- 
creatures. She was gentle and even elegant 
in her address, although slightly deformed 
in person ; but I beg my readers will not 
despond over this untoward circumstance, 
for I respectfully forewarn them that Sister 
Agatha is not the heroine of my adventure, 

" This is our laboratory," said she, throw- 
ing open a door which emitted a rich steam 
of spicy decoctions ; and I perceived that the 
antique oaken compartments within, were 
closely filled with mysterious jais which 
appeared to contain all " the syrups of the 
East." A little boy beude the polished 
counter was receiving from the hands of an 
old nun, a basket of medicines for his sick 
mother ; accompanied by more counsels and 
injunctions than I thought so small a head 
might well retain ; and in an inner chamber I 
cmight a glimpse of three reverend usters 
seated round a table, on which stood an 
air-pump, an electrifying machine, and a 
ponderous pur cf scales. Their dress, — 
the flovring black lobe and milk-wldte 
scapulary, worn somewhat after the fashion 
of a Boman eoHtadina, — their dignified 
gravity, which might have become "Tyne- 
mouth's haughty Prioress," formed a strange 
contrast with their several occupations ; 
which were those of pulling lint, weighing 
poppy heads, and shelling small seeds for 
some medicinal purpose. 

After exhibiting " an alligator stuffed," 
and some other objecte of natural history, — 
the marvel and glory of the simple nnne^ — 
Sister Agatha led me successively through 
the wardrobe, where a detachment of the 
nuns were busily stitehing garmente for the 
rest of the community, — through the sa- 
cristy, where another division was occupied 
in preparing decorations for their church, to 
be used on some ensuing solemnity, — and 
finally, into the kitehen of the convent,— the 
neatest and most appetiang, I should think, 
that exists in the German empire. 

Wherever we passed, the nuns crowded 
round to Ides the hand of my conductress, 
and to welcome her with loquacious delight. 
She was evidently a person of importance 
and a favourite, for even the sisters occupied 
in llic confectionary in preparing delicacies 
for their convalescent patients, left their 
sugar to bum while they indulged in a pass- 
ing gosnp vrith Sister Agatha. 

The order and distribuUon of the extenuve 
building were admirable ; and the bng ^ot- 
less corridors paved with polished Salxburg 
Wo. 76. 
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marl>le, — the creamHwlound stona weitor 
litbogntphlc «ngnving, — fcMmed a BtriluDg 
ooDtiut with the utuslly filthy passage of 
Vietus muuloiu, uid spoke itnogly in 
favour of the superior oleaoliDew of fanale 
occQpationi. 

" You on fortunate," obwrred Sister 
Agatha, as we ascended the stairs, " in hay- 
ing risited ua at the houi appoiuted for the 
reception of visiters into the ward. It is the 
bright BMoon of oni day, and will diminish 
the painful impwimLoii ariung from the ught 
of the afflicted." 

As sbe appke she tbraw opan the di>or of 
tbB ho^ttal,— a long galleiy containing 
fifty beds, each bearing a German inscrip- 
tion, purporting that th« wants of it* ^k 
tenant wen rdiered "thiengh the lore of 
God." A murmur of joy and mrprise 
aaluted the entrance of Siater Agatha into 
the ward | and ths numerous viut«rs, many 
of them belonging to a highly lespeotabls 
class of life, deserted the beds of their sick 
friends ta salute her with expressions of 
welcome and gratitude.^ Many of the poorer 
order, unable to lose theb time, although 
in the offioea of afivction, had brought their 
work ; aai were diligently knitting or sew- 
ing while they liataned to the monotonon* 
ledtala of the au&erers— the mother, the 
aist«r, thfl friend, they wen come to 
visit. On ssveral oorerllda lay little tokens 
of interest, — a flower, a biscuit, a hand- 
kerchief,— or some other humble ofiering, 
bestowed by the poor. In honest good will, 
upon the still poorer ; and every ghastly 
coonteoanoe among the sufFeren was lighted 
up by an expnaeioa of Joyfnl and grateful 
excitement. Then was one among them, 
old, and apparently heavily afBioted, who 
was gaiing with an intensity of affection, 
almost paluftil to behold, upon a well-dressed 
young man, a student of some Qetman 
college, who sate beside her bed, holding 
her poor thin hand. 

llieir history was evident. She had 
eaorifioed much to secnie to a beloved son 
the education and appearance of more 
liberal means ; and it I might jndge by the 
aSbetionate expreealMi of Uie young echo- 
lar'a countenance, her motherly setf-denial 
was neither uni^pieolated nor unrewarded. 
Several of the eonvalesoent were dressed 
and seated among their friends; and the 
appearance of some even justified the In- 
fonnation I had received, that the poor and 
needy were deti^ned by the Elisabethinee 
long after their recovery, provided they 



were unable to work for their m^ntenanca 
elsewhere. 

"It mvat be highly gtati^ing to your 
feelings, dear sister, to see those poor erta- 
turee restored to health and usefuhuea 
through your ministry," said I to my guide. 
" Then are many here whose looks da equal 
honour to the skill and to the tendemeaa 
of those by whose care they have baen 
tended." 

" You must remember, however," replied 
^ster Agatha, "that we frequently recrive 
incurable patients ; and that among so large 
a numbw, we have the grief of seeing many 
die, notwithstanding our most anxious eixx- 
tions. There," she continued in a whi^r, 
pointing to the last bed we bad passed, 
"tAtte lies one to whom it only remains for 
us to administer the last 'offices." I looked, 
and eaw a wasted pallid face, turned towards 
the pillow, as though to drown the mnnnur 
of the crowded ward. Her eyes were closed, 
and her alight delicate hand lay open Upon 
the sheet in the relaxation of debility. I^e 
was young, and as &r as I could judge from 
the adjustment of her linen, was of a better 
order than the other patients. 

At I paused for a moment at the bottom 
of the bed, to look upon her with the reve- 
tenee due to one who is about to put on the 
garb of immortality, my shadow fell upon 
hM Um, She unclosed her sunken eyes for 
a miHoent, and then shut them, aAer a look 
of despair, — a shudder of hopeleesnaai, 
which I can never iovg»t. I passed on 
hastily ; and looked at my att^idant for an 
explanation, as she led me Into a little chapel 
at the end of the gallery, tuning into it for 
the eervioe of the sick. 

I observed that the eyes of the compaa- 
sionate nun were filled with tears ; but aa 
we ware bow before the altar, she knelt 
down to repeat a patemwter, without reply- 
ing to my mute inqnby. Seme minutes 
afterwards, aa we were descending the stairs 
tovrards the church of the convent, I took 
courage to question her conoeming the dying 

" Yon say that she will not long survive ; 
yet of all the hospital, hers was the only bed 
unsoothed by some kind vidter. The poor 
creature appean totally deserted,— has she 
BO friends in Vienna f ' 

" She is heavily visited both in mind and 
body," tepUed Sister Agatha, evaavely. 
"The Almighty hath been pleased to deal 
with her as with thoae he IovMl Whm 
she first heoame our inmate, she was plaeed 
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ntatt onto tlie b»d of th« joung studeat's 
mother ; and the liglit of hia uaidaoua filial 
afFection proved to great a trial to the pcM>r 
creatine's feeliuga, that compMnon Induced 
me to remove lut to the end of the vard ; 
where her deiolate condition ia leaa apparent 
to others, — less punfnl to heiaelf." 

At this moment we entered the ohnrch ; 
and from a feeling, intelligent woman. Sister 
Agatha became at onco ^ narrow derotee, 
— the blind votary of superstition. Her 
order, and its dignity, — her church and its 
relics, — her director, and hia anathemas, 
became paramount in her ntind ; and she 
proudly claimed my admiration for the 
skeleton of the giant St. Colmnbus, which 
sparkled through its glass coffin with ribs set 
in falsa siones and tinsel, — and for the 
ehrar behind whose mysterions curtain, the 
hymns of the veiled Elixahethinee ore beard 
with reTsrence by the congr^ation. From 
the church we passed into the inner sacristy ; 
where the good nan espatiated right elo- 
quently upon the beauties of several pit 
calvaries and holy sepulchres, presented to 
their treasury by Haria Theresa and her 
suooessoiB. Despoiling of bringing her back 
to the subject of the dying woman above, I 
prepared to take my leave by presenting a 
trifling ofibring towards the funds of the 
insUtution ; and I was indiscreet enough to 
venture a seoond donation, with a request 
that it might be applied to the especial ns« 
of the poor deserted woman. 

Sister Agatha, who had accepted my flrst 
gift with gratitude, put back my hrad with 
indignatbn when I tttidered the aecond. 
" Have yon obeerved," she inquired, " any 
■ymptoms of partiality in our arrangements, 
— or any want of general comfort! What 
do our uclc require that is not instantly 
adiainlsteicd ? Nay — what fancy or caprice 
do they express, which is not onxlonsly 
gratified by the reverend mother?" 

I craved forgivenen for my invohintary 
offence, which I attributed, and truly, to 
the heartfelt compassion inspired by the 
deserted condition of the dying patient ; and 
Sister Agatha, after dlently examining my 
conntenano«^ as if to assure herself what 
degree of confidence she might place in my 
discretion, replied, " Well, well ; say no 
more of it,— I perceive that the request, 
however indiscreet, arose from a gentle feel- 
ing. Stay 1" she ctmtinned, leading me back 
into the sacristy and clodng the door after 
us, "you are young, — yon belong to the 
childt«n of the world, — and the Ustoty of 



that unfortunate woman may prove a useful 
lesson. Have you Insure to listen!" 

I seated myself by her side with grateful 
alacrity ; and Sister Agatha, taking out her 
knitting, commenced the following nar- 
ration. 

" I will call the poor soul Cecilia ; and 
as I have no fear that yon will discover her 
real name and title, I will fairly ovm that 
^e ia bom of one of the noblevb houses of 
Hungary, — her ancestors have even been 
among the most liberal benefactors of the 
convent in which her last sufferings have 
been alleviated. Cecilia became an orphan 
shortly after her birth ; and as her fortune 
was considerable, aha was bequeathed to the 
guardianship of tlio head of her father's 
family. Even now yon may judge that she 
was once a lovely creature ; and when I add 
that her dii^iosition was volatile, and her 
education totally neglected, you will be the 
more inclined to look with lenity upon the 
indiscretion that Induced her at the ^e of 
sixteen to elope from her nncle's palace, and 
to bastow her hand and affections upon a 
very unworthy object 

** It was during the occupation of the 
army of Napoleon ; and at a period when 
the Austrian nobility found themselves com- 
pelled to admit into their domestic circles 
many French officers who, at another time, 
would have been qnuned from their society. 
Among the rest, a Colonel of cuirassiers was 

quartered in the palace of Prince of 

, Cecilia's nnde. He proved to be a 

man of ignoble UrUi, — ignoble character, — 
Ignoble habits ; but the poor child who 
hod been accustomed to receive among her 
proud relations only the haiahaat usage and 
ooldest severity, was too easily touched by 
tha adulation ot the wily Frmdiman to be 
sennble to these defects. His anxiety, too, 
to iJOSseiB himself of Cecilia's ample dower, 
taught him to conceal them, — if not from 
her family, — at least ftom her deluded self. 
To dwell as little as possible upon her erron^ 
permit me to say that Cedlia was induced 
by her lover to elope fnnn Vienna ; and that 
she became a wife and a mother before she 
had attained her seventeenth year. 

" Were you better aoquunted with our 
national habits, it would be useless to add 
that she was immediately denounced a* an 
outcast and on alien, by her indignant 
family ; that her name becune a forbidden 
sound, and that she was soon accounted as 
among tha dead. Well would it have been 
for tha nnbappy cieataie, had the Almighty 
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indeed so ordered her destiny 1 for long before 
her splendid fortune was diEupated, — and a 
few yeftra enabled her depraved husband to 
aqwmder it away, — Cecilia had become an 
object of disguBt to >iin' for whose sake she 
had sacrificed her kindred and her country ; 
and neglect and cruelty eufiiciently justified 
the antipathy conceived against him by her 
relations on their first acqnaintanee. 

" The fortune of war was fated to relieve 
her from the persecutions of him whose 
obscure name she bore ;— at the age of 
twenty-one, Cecilia found herself a widow 
and the mother of three children as destitute 
as herself I And now, for the first time 
dnce her imprudent marriage, she ventared 
bi address her exasperated uncle, — for the 
wants of her innocent babes taught her to 
overcome the suggestions of her innate 
national pride, — to forget the eendtive 
delicacy of her character ; and in a letter 
dictated by humility and repentance, she 
craved the charity of her haughty tcindred. 

" A tardy and brief reply was vouch- 
safed to her supplication ; — but it contained 
a small remittance ; and in the present 
relief afibided by the gift, Cecilia forgot the 
wound inflicted by the terras in wliich it 
was bestowed. 

" A second time, however, the young 
mother found herself penniless ; and her 
safferings were now aggravated by the loss 
of her youngest child, ' I nursed it,' said 
she, when she told me her pitiful story, ' and 
I verily fear it died of famine, for I was well 
nigh starved myself. But the despair which 
overcame me when I stretched its little 
wasted limbs for the grave, gave me courage 
to apply once more to iny cruel uncle. 

" ' A second supply was the result of my 
appeal ; but as it was accompanied by an 
assurance that it would be the last, 1 resolved 
to profit by its temporary relief, and return 
to my native count^. I thought that the 
ught of my babes, in their destitute condition, 
might win the compassion of those on whom 
they possessed other and stronger claims, I 
longed, too, to hear the accents of roy father- 
land, to breathe once more roy natal air ; 
for, alas I the country of my adoption had 
proved but a harsh step-mother. Since I 
had left my native land, my lot had been 
one of mortification and misery ; and the 
remembrance of home— even of the unen- 
deariug home of my early years, grew sweet 
by the comparison. 

" ' But on my return to Austria, I found 
myself a fijeater alien,— a still more reviled. 



more desolate creature ! I was assured by 
the survivors of my family that in renounc- 
ing their name by my imprudent marriage, 
I had forfeited all claims upon those who 
bore it ; and that by intruding my b^gary 
upon the joys of their prosperity, I had bnt 
hardened their hearts towards my wretched 
children. 

" ' I shall never foi^t (he day,' s^d poor 
Cedlia," continued the nun, " ' on which I 
turned from their lofty portal towards my 
own obscure retreat ; my heart swelling 
within me as I clasped my lovely children 
to my desolate bosom. I bad then some 
means of support still Teroaining, — the sav' 
ings of my frugality ; — and I had stiU 
strength to work ; so that when^ I shut my- 
self up in my own chamber, I resolved 
that no extremity of want diould induce 
me to court a second repulse. But I had 
not duly cakulated upon the natuK of the 
trials I should be doomed to undeigo. I 
bad thongbt but of ceaseless labour, — of 
domestic drudgery ; — of want of food, of 
want of rest ; and these miseries I could 
bear, and I did bear them cheerfully. But 
with all my hardships 1 was unable to earn 
sufficient bread for my children, I saw Uie 
loveliness with which God had gifted 
them, gradually fade away ; — their strength 
wasted, — their little voices grew feeble as 
they breathed their endearments to their 
miserable mother, — their growth was sus- 
pended by want of proper nourishment, — 
and already ray feais foretold a still more 
fatal result. 

" ' Could my heart resist such a sugges- 
tion ? Oh < DO ; I addressed myself again 
and earnestly to my estranged connexions ; 
and ray adjuration was so fraught with the 
expressive wretchedness of my mind, that it 
could not be utterly disregarded. It chanced 
also that my boy had become, through the 
death of a relation, the hdr presumptive to 
a distant branch of my family ; and my 
uncle, mindful perhaps of this contingency, 
was moved to offer him bis protection. 
' Resign the care of your children to mo,* 
he wrote in reply to my petition. ' Your 
condnct has proved that you are unfit to 
become the directress of their education; and, 
by your own declaration, you lack the means 
for their support. I will provide liberally 
for them both ; if they are permitted to 
assume my name, and if their mother con- 
sents to leave this country at once, and for 

"' Ratiier beg their bread,— rather perish 
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ivith them [ ' was my tint exclamation on 
perusing this barbaiY>UB reqn«sL And 1 did 
beg — Bgun and again — humbly and ear- 
nestly ; but perhaps I wanted Bomething of 
the lowly ur of habitual supplication, or 
hunger and despair might impart a look of 
repellent ferocity to my countenance, for the 
hearts of the humane were seldom touched 
by my supplications. In a few weeks there- 
fore my fears recurred with added force ; 
my pride, my courage failed under the solici- 
tudes of a motlier's love, and 1 formed at 
length the desperate nsolution of obeying 
my uncle's commands. 

" ' It was a heavy morning that which I 
had fixed for Ute execution of my project, 
and my mind was fevered by a night of 
sleepless horror. I had sat up to render the 
rags of my poor babes as little revolting as 
possible to those unto vhose mercy I was 
about to commit their destiny ; and when 
daylight came I roused them gently and 
tenderly from their calm slumbers. I dared 
not look upon their sweet bees as I dressed 
them for the last time ; and when I im- 
printed a burning kiss upon the glossy 
curls of their little heads, I felt that the 
Almighty was dealing with me more hearily 
than I might bear ! 

" ' Perhaps deeper had already numbed 
my heart into endurance, for I gathered 
courage to tell them that their troubles were 
over ; — that they were henceforward to dwell 
in a fine house, — with sweet food, — with soft 
rest to restore them ; and that they must 
learn to reverence the noble hand ftom which 
they derived such gifts, and try to foiget — 
but no — no — nol 1 could not for worlds 
have told them to forget me ; — and had I 
done so, the request would have been on- 
availing. They clung to me, — they wept 
and implored, and finally prevailed. No 1 
I could not part from tliem that day ! ' 

" I repeat Cecilia's words as nearly as I 
can remember them," said the nun, after a 
painful pause ; " but I cannot give the 
expression of a mother's voice to my narra- 
tion ; — I remember that hert reached my 
inmost heart." 

" And did she at lost gather strength to 
part with the poor babes 1" I anxiously 
inquired. 

" The separation was efiected by an unpre- 
meditated meeting with her uncle," continued 
Sister Agatha. "They were at the moment 
almost expiring witn hunger ; and the fine 
equipage and dainties proffered by the Prince, 
induced the little innocents to consent to 



what was at first announced as a separation 
of a few days from their heart-broken 
mother. Young as they were, they did not 
notice how frequently the vmt was pro- 
longed ; and after repeated disappointments 
of returning home, their restlessness was at 
length changed into contentment. They 
were kindly used ; and, like all children, 
they learned in time to forget the absent. 
The mother -who had been so missed and so 
lamented, — for whom they had hoarded their 
luxuries, and renounced their infantine 
enjoyments, was soon rarely mentioned, — 
and finally — forgotten. 

" In the mean time poor Cecilia, who had 
accepted a limited pension from the Prince, 
and had fulfilled the necessary condition of 
quitting the Austrian territories, was for a 
time reconiuled to her miserable destiny by 
the certainty that her children were rescued 
from the sufferings and dangers of privation. 
' In the grievous loneliness of my existence,' 
said she, ' I had the consolation of knowing 
that my treasures no longer fixed the eager 
eyes of starvation upon the morsel I was 
unable to purchase to appease their famine. 
I was sapported during the day by a sort of 
feverisli excitation which led me to wish for 
the return of night, that I might lose 
sleep my sense of sorrow ; but when the 
night came, ond I missed from my side the 
little beings who had slumbered there from 
infancy, — I could not rest i And thus 
longing by day for the night, — by night 
for tlie return of day, — long weeks, long 
months passed over my miserable head. 
Nothing but my flattering trust that my 
son's accesMon of fortune would one day o 
other enable me to clasp in my arms th 
precious creatures for whose well-being I 
had forfeited my own happiness, — enabled 
me to support existence ; — and even that 
hope could not long suffice to smooth the 
path of self-denial. My mind, fixed with 
constant and dreadful intensity upon the 
absent objects of its affections, l>ecame en- 
feebled ; my courage relaxed with my judg- 
ment, — the yearning of my heart grew too 
strong for mastery, — and in a moment of 
frenzy, I returned to Vienna I 

"*My first object was to seek a furtive 
interview with my children. I was v 
aware that the greatest caution would be 
necessary for the accomplishment of my 
end ; and for some days I contented myself 
with watching, at dusk, under the windows 
of my uncle's palace. I thought that among 
the shadows of its Inmates, revealed by the 
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lights withJD, I might perhaps disUngimh 
thoM of my children, I wu aware that 
they inhabited the some chamber which had 
been mine in childhood ; and I have stood 
on the bostionB beneath it, thntngh rain, — 
through auow,— 'throngh pierciiig frost, — in 
the expectation of catching the joyona echoee 
of their yonng voices ; at length I toolc 
courage one morning to watch their ooming 
out for their daily drive. 

'"I thought I had sufficiently diagnia«d 
my altered peraoh ; and with tcembling 
limbs I slowly paced along Uie street, when 
the goi^eons carri^^ hearing the arms of 
my family rolled out of the court of the 
palace, and passed close beside me. I could 
not refrain trom looking up ; — and in a 
moment I saw the fair face of my youngest 
bom, — glowing with health, — radiant with 
happinesa ; but the smile of her sweet eyes 
fell upon her mother without recognition,— 
she had forgotten m« ! 

"'Could 1 bear this! I fell senseless upon 
the pavement ; and the menials of the car- 
riage, which wounded m« aa it passed, reccg- 
nised in the poor wreteh they hnmanely ran 
to raise from the earth, a rejected daughter 
of their master'a house ! 

"'This public ejcpoBUre, irritated — and 
perhaps justly — the feelings of the Prince. 
Be wrote me a letter filled with a torrent of 
invective, — upbruding me with ingratitude, 
and threatening me io withdraw hb ptoteetion 
from my children. If hereafter I sought, 
directly or indirectly, to come into ttieir 
presence. He reminded me of the dangers 
that would await them in case of my death, 
under such a desertion. He painted in strong 
and appalling terma, the penis which poverty 
and desolation might entail at some future 
time npon my daughter. But he might have 
spared his eloquence ; — the blow was already 
struck, — the bruised reed bowed unto the 
dust, — and death was about to release ibe 
wanderer from her Bufferings, and himself 
from my further istrusion.' 

" It was precisely at this period," resumed 
the nun in a more cheerful tone, " that the 
destitute condition of our poor Cecilia drew 
towards her the attention of the Holy Father 
Director of our order. In visiting a ucic 
parishioner, he learned that a young person 
of interesting appearance was dying in a 
small attic in the house ; to the proprietor 
of which she was a total stranger. He did 
not, as you may suppose, bedtate to virit 
the bedside of the desolate sufierer, whom he 
found sinking under a slow f^ver, destitute 



of the common means 0/ support, and 
oppressed by all the tenon of moital deapair. 
Within a few hours Cecilia ma removed at 
his sn^estion into our ho^ltal t and Hw 
were ever sheltered widiin ite walls unto 
whom its comforts weM mors vitally neoe»- 
aary. It waa my own turn of duty the 
night of her admiMdon," said the nun, *'and 
her youth and beauty exerted, in the first 
instance, a blamable influence over my feel- 
ings. Other motives of oompassion speedily 
declared themselves. I found that my lovely 
patlenf s disorder originated in the exhanstion 
arising' ftom a long endurance of oold and 
hunger. She had fasted for many days 
together during an inclement winter, in order 
to inorease the scanty meals of her children ; 
and during the first night that I watched 
by her ride, I heard the nanuB of those 
beloved children, murmured agdn and again 
by her parched lips, as though Quit very 
sound were a watchword of salvation !" 

" And was her case hopeless, even at the 
time of her admission ?" 

" The cares lavished upon her failed not 
to procure a trannent revival. In a few 
days Cedlia recovered her consdouHneas ; and 
her gratitude for my attention in removing 
her from the painful porition which chance 
had assigned her in the ward, opened her 
heart towards me, more than towards her 
other attendants. It qipeared as if her 
feelings were relieved 1^ confiding to me the 
Mstory of her afflicted Ute." 

" But surely, surely somettung might still 
be done to save her," said I, Intermptlng the 
good sister; " surely a malady resulting ftom 
temporary privation cannot affect the powers 
of life 1" 

" We are not reckoned nnskilflil, even by 
the faculty of Vienna," answered Kster 
Agatha, with an t^r of protesnonal dignity. 
" The iufinence of the mind Is all-powerfol 
over the body, and we know that few diseases 
are more important than those arising out of 
moral causes. Yon must remember, too, 
that Cecilia's frame was weakened by want 
and toil during three entire years, — that its 
powers have been exhausted by prolonged 
foste and prolonged vigUs ; nothing now can 

" But you will apply, without doubt, to 
her family, — to her cruel, selfish uncle. 
Surely you will attempt to bless her dying 
eyes with the nght of those beloved objects 
to whom she haUi sacrificed her existence T " 

" Imposuble ! " replied the nun irith pro- 
voking calmness. "The Prince is one of 
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the most powerful ud liberal benefactors of 
our conveat. Were the reverend mother,— 
to whom, howerer, I haTe not thought It 
expedient to apply on the eabject, — were tbe 
reverend mother to provoke his Hlghneea's 
displeftsare by such an appeal, she would be 
injuring the cause of the poor, and bereaving 
the many in order t« gratify the worldly 
pasdoue of a tingle heart. To the suffering 
mnltitnde we owe an account of our ministry ; 
and their wants and claims, alas ! will long 
survive the sorrows of poor Cecilia." 

" At least permit m^ who as a stranger 
caa incur no risk, to make immediate appli~ 
cation to the Prince. His name, — his name, 
— I entreat yoa do not let thb victim of 
maternal lore die unrewarded." 

"You are an enthusiast," replied the nun 
with a gentle smile, " and forget that the 
slightest motion wiU extingnleh the flame of 
an expiring lamp ; one moment of agitation 
would destroy Cecilia. Besides, although a 
heretic, you mnst be sensible that the con- 
solations of rell^on alone become the bed 
erf death. It would be cruel to rekindle 
earthly affections in a heart where the hopes 
of faith ahould alone previul. But I mnst 
not loiter here," continued Sister Agatha, 
respectfully kismng my hukd. " Farewell, 
uaterl farewell; may yoorjoomey prosper 1 
and when you return to your own remote 
country, remember that the ^ck and the 
poor are comforted by the lowly order of St 
Elieabeth, 'riroi^A tis Itrve o/Ood!'" 

The day fcJlowing my memorable vWt to 
the convent of the SuoittAtfMirinMM, I 
departed, not under the Influence of Sister 
Agatha's benediction, "to my own remote 
country," but on a tour through Hnngary, 
which occupied some months. Previous to 
Leaving the city of Feeth, the principal resi- 
dence of the Hui^arian nobility, I chanced 
one morning to enter a tKwkseUer'H shop In 
search of iMoks of instmction for children, 
written in the national language. The 
master of the shop, in reply to my inquiries, 
otiserved that he could supply me with the 
newest and best as soon as the Countess 
Woleskn had finished her selection. I 
looked towards the lady thus referred to, and 
saw a alight figure In deep moumtng, accom- 
panied by two cidldren, — an elegant little 
girl, and a nol^e boy about idx years of 
age. 

The l>ooksetler whispered that he was the 
young FOrit Beutidorf ; and at the same 
moment tlie Connlese turning round to deure 
her little girl would offer the tiooka to the 



English lady, dlsooveted to noe a faoa,— no I 
I could not be mlatakenl— « faee which I 
had seen but Onoe, to remember for ever ; 
and which I had for months past lielieved to ba 
shrouded In the damps of deatli, — that. In 
Bhort,of Sister Agatha's heroine. Sven a 
was, it was totally colaorless ; and as I was in 
the very land of Vampirism, t literally shud- 
dered as I fixed my wondering gase upon 
the Countess, and could not recover my voice 
to thank the lovely child from whose hand I 
received the books. I.oonclnded my bargain 
as precipitately as I conld ; and walked out 
into the street, without well knowing what 
I was about, or where I was going. 

Hy first anxiety on returning home was 
to question our German courier respecting 
the family of Reuasdorf, and tile Countess 
Wolesfca ; but I reoelved only those vague 
and tormenting replies which one Is sure to 
extract from such a sonrcCi "The Woleskae," 
he said, "were a very noble race,— very 
powerful, — very wealthy ; settled in several 
provinces of tlie empire, one branch i 
Hungaiy,— one in Styria-^— " 

"But the Countess?" 

"The Oowil€u/ — the young one or ti: 
old 1 The Countess Dowager of Woleska is 
of the SchtBarzemoalikhenv>ttt«rhi^*eA« family 
— a lady of the highest descent and " 

" No — no— the young Countess." 

" The young Countess 1 There are several, 
j^nSdige Frau ; the Countess Wenzl, the 
Countess Rudolf, the Countess MoritB," &c. 
&c. 

Finding it impossible to come to the point, 
I resolved to w^t for the evening's opera, 
when I felt sure of learning the gosdp of 
the oity ttota some of the visiten to oor box. 

" Ah I yon have seen lite yonng Connteea 
Woleska," was the ready answer to my 
inquiries. " A charming woman, althou^ 
rather patii*, but still a very inteiestlng 

" Can you inform me whether she has 
been long resident in Hungary 1" 

"Scarcely a month,— can it Im possible 
that yon have not heard her history t a very 
eventful one, if the on (Kb are acenrate. 
Her little son came suddenly into possession 
of the principality of Benssdorf, by the 
death of a relation In whose house he was 
educated ; but the CountesB, having formed 
a connexion early in life with a French 
adventurer, a Buonapartist, which of course 
had obliged her family to oast her off, was 
at the time of his unexpected sacoeeslon, 
concealed in some obscure retreat, some say 
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by the family confessor ; some meddling 
Capuchin, who hod never lost eight of her. 
She nOB in a tnoat precarious state of health, 
and was not at firet expected to survive her 
change of fortunes." 
" And what has brought her hither ? " 
" She remains at Pcsth while the family 
caatle in Esclavonia is fitting for her recep- 
tion, — for she has resolved to educate her 
son upon his patrimony, till he Is old enoi^h 
to commence his studies at the National 
University. We Icnow nothing of tlie Coun- 
tess but b-om report ; for she has declined 
entering into the society of the city, and has 
had the tnaladrette to refuse an invitation 
from the Palatine himself, on the grounds of 
ill health and recent affliction. Eittre now, 
I raUier imagine that the fair lady b conscious 
her long seclusion fromi society has rendered 
her somewhat unfit to move in the circle to 
which her descent admits her." 

It was not for a stranger lilie myself to 
controrert thb opinion, or to assure my self- 
important friend that not even the Countess 



T£14ki, the Lady Jersey of Peatli, might vie 
with the young Countess Woleaka, in a 
gentle, graceful timidity of address, which 
cannot become either out of date, or diplaei; 
I ventured, however, to assert that she hod 
nerer been confined cither in a prison or a 
madhouse. 

" You are acquainted with her then, and 
liave been betraying me into relating anec- 
detes of your friend. This is not fair, but 
it affords me at least the pleasure of aasuring 
the Countess's enemies that her intimate 
acquaintance has vindicated " 

" Permit me to assure you that I never 
interchanged a syllable with the Countess 
Woleska ; but I agun repeat on the autiio- 
rity of those best informed, that there never 
eidsted a brighter example of the first virtue 
of womanhood,— motherly affection." 

I never saw this iateiesting woman again ; 
but I was satisfied to leave her in the pos- 
session of every earthly blessing ; and to 
knowthat a life of suffering and resignation, 
had been repaid by momenta of joy such as 
can have rarely fallen to mortal tot. May 
they be long and frequently renewed ! 



OLD MASTER GREEN. 



A P4RTICDUB sort of mould, which in this 
county is scarcely to be found except in the 
tract of land called ChittUng Moor, being 
wanted to form a compost for that very dear 
part of my small possessions, my beautiful 
geraniums, we determined to accompany, or 
rather to follow, in our pretty pony phaeton, 
the less aristocratic cort^gt, conMsting of two 
boys with wheelbarrows, and old Master 
Green with a donkey-cart, who had been 
despatchedtocollect it some two hours before. 

The 4ay was one of the latest in August, 
and the weather splendidly beautiful, clear, 
bright, breezy, sunny. It would have been 
called too warm by one half of the world, 
and by the other too cold, which I take to be 
as near an approach (o perfection as our 
climate, or any climate, can well compass. 
We had been sitting in our large parlour-like 
greenhouse ; a superb fuschia, bending with 
the weight of its own blossoms, reaching 
almost U> the top of the house, on one side of 
the door, and a splendid campanula, with 
live distinct stems, covered with large yet 
delicate lilac l^ells. on the other; the rich 



bahny scent of the campanula blending with 
the exqui^te odours of tuberoses, jeasanuiie, 
mignonette, full blown myrtles, and the 
honey-sweet clemaUa, and looking out on 
gay beds of the latest Sowers, china asters, 
dahlias, hydrangeas blue and pink, phlox 
white and purple, the scarlet lobetlia, and 
the scarlet geranium. In short, all witliin 
my little garden was autumn, beautiful 
autumn. 

On the other mde of our cottage tlie season 
seemed to have changed, Tlie china rosea 
and honeysuckles^ with which it is nearly 
covered, were in the profuse bloom of early 
June, and the old monthly rose by the door- 
way, (the sweetest of roses !) together with a 
cluster of sweet-peas that grew among ita 
branches, were literally smelling of summer. 
The quantity of rain that had fallen had 
preserved the trees in their most vivid fresh- 
ness, and the herbage by the road side and 
the shorter turf on the common had all the 
tender verdure of spring. 

As we advanced, however, through the 
narrow lanes, autumn and harvest reasserted 
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their rigbtB. Every here and there, at the 
comera where branches jutted out, and in 
the Etroila where the hedges closed in together, 
loose stmwB of oats and barley, torn from 
their dilftrent w^ons, hung dangling from 
the boughs, mixed with stragglii^ locks of 
hay, the relics of the after-crop. We our- 
selves were fain to drive into a ditch, to take 
shelter torn a dingy procession of bean- 
carriers. My companion, provoked at the 
ditchy indignity, which his horse relished no 
better than himself, asserted that the beans 
could not be fit to cany ; but, to judge from 
the rattling and crackling which the hi^ 
black sheaves made in their transit, espedally 
when the loaded wain was jerked a little on 
one aide, to avoid entirely driving over our 
light and graceful open carriage, which it 
over-topped, and threatened to crush, as the 
giant in the fury tale threatens Tom Thumb 
— \a jndge by that noisy indication of ripe- 
ness, ripe they were. The hedgerows, too, 
gave abundant proofs in their own vegetation 
of the advancing season. The fragrant hazel- 
nuts were haidenii^ in their sheila, and 
tempting the schoolboy's hand by their 
■welling clnsters; the dewberries were colour- 
ing ; the yellow St. John's wort, and the 
tall mealy leaved mullein, bad succeeded the 
blushing bells of the foxglove, which, de- 
spoiled of its crimson beauty, now brandished 
its long spikes of Beed-vessels npon the bank, 
above which the mountun-ash waved its 
scarlet berries in all the gloiy of autumn ; 
whilst, as we emerged ftvm the close narrow 
lanes into the open tract of Hartley Common, 
patches of purple heath jnst bursting into 
flower, and the gorse and broom pushing 
forth fresh blossoms under the influence of 
the late runy weather, waved over the light 
harebell, the fragrant thyme, and the spring- 
ing fnngi of the season. In short, the whole 
of our Berkshire world, as well as that very 
dear and very tiny bit of it called my garden, 
spoke of antnmn, beautiful autumn, the best 
if not the only time for a visit to the 
Chittling Moor. 

These Moors were pretty much what the 
word commonly indicates, a long level tract 
of somewhat swampy pasture land, extending 
aking the margin of the Kenneth which in 
other parts so beautiful, rolled heavily and 
laaly through its abundant, bn^ somewhat 
coarse, herbage ; a dreary and desolate place 
when compared with the general scenrry of 
our richly- wooded and thickly-peopled loun- 
try, and one where the eye, wandering over 
the dull expanse, unbroken by hill, or hedge, 



or timber tree, conveyed, as is often the cose 
in flat, barren, and desolate scenes, an idea 
of space more than commensurate with the 
actual extent. 

The divisions of this large piece of ground 
are formed of wide ditches, which at once 
serve to drain and to irrigate these marshy 
moors, so frequently overflowed by the river 
in spring and winter, and sometimes even in 
summer ; it being no unusual catastrophe 
for the coarse and heavy crops to be carried 
away by a sudden flood, disappointing the 
hopes of the farmer, and baffling the eflforts 
of the haymaker. A weaiy thing was a wet 
summer in the Chittling Moor, with the hay 
field one day a swamp, and the next a lake; 
and the hay, or radier the poor drowned 
grass, that should have been hay, choking 
the ditches, or saUing dovm the stream I 
The best that could befti it was to I>e carried 
off in wagons in its grassy shape, and made 
up comfortably and snugly on dry ground, in 
some upland meadow ; but people cannot 
always find room for the outer integuments 
of three hundred acres of grass land, and, 
besides that difficulty, the intersecting ditches, 
with their clattering hollow-sounding wooden 
bridges, presented no ordinary peril to the 
heavy wains, so that the landlord was fain 
to put up with little rent, and tiie farmer 
witii small profit — too happy if the subse- 
quent grazing paid the charge or the loss of 
the prolonged and often fruitless bay- 
harvest. 

A dreary scene was the Chittling Moor ; 
a few old willow pollards, the most melan- 
choly of trees, formed the sole break to its 
dull uniformity, and one small dwelling, 
whose curling smoke rose in the distance 
above a clustering orchard, was the only sign 
of human habitation. This small cottage 
bad been built chiefly to suit the circum- 
stances of the Moor, which rendered a public- 
house necessary during tiie long hay-making; 
and it was kept by a widow, who contrived 
to make the profits of that watery but 
drouthy season pay for the want of custom 
during the rest of the year. Not that the 
Widow Knight was absolutely without cus- 
tomers at any period ; the excellence ond 
celebrity of her home-brewed having ensured 
to ber a certain number of customers, who, 
especially on Sundays, used to walk down to 
the Chittling Gate (so was her domicile 
entitled] to partake of the luxuries of a pipe 
and a pot of ale, scream to the deaf widow, 
gossip with her comely daughter, or flirt with 
her pretty grandchild, (for the whole estab- 
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luhment wu female) as theii Bevend agM or 
diepontiona might prompt. 

Of this Diunber none wm more conatftnt 
than OUT present attendant, old Mast«r Grwn, 
and it is by no means oertain) whether his 
familiarity vith the banks and pollards 
trhich afforded the true geranium mould 
may not have been acquired hy his heb- 
^madal Tisits to the Widow Knight's mug 
and solitary ale-house. 

Old George Green was indeed a veteran of 
the tap-room, one to whom strong beer hod 
been'for nearly eerenty yean the best friend 
and the wont enemy, TnaWing him happy 
and keeping him poor. He called himself 
eighty-five ; and I presume, from the report 
of other people, as well as his own, (for when 
approaclung that age, vanity generaUy takes 
the torn of making itself older,) that be 
m%ht really be past fourscore. A wonderful 
man he was of hia years, both in appearance 
and constitution. Hard work had conntet- 
act«d the ill effects of hard drinking, as an 
equal quantity of labour, under the form of 
hard riding, sometimes used to do by a 
{ovial fox-hunting squire of former times, 
and had kept him light, vigorous, and active, 
as little bent or etifiened by'age as the two 
boys who were delving out the earth under 
his direction. The only visible mark which 
age had est upon him — mark did I say 1 a 
brand, a fire-brand — was in his nose, which 
was of the true Bardolphian eiie and coloar, 
and a certain roll of the eye, which might per- 
haps, under any ciroumetances, have belonged 
to the man and his humour, but which much 
resembled that of a toper, when half-tipsy, and 
fancying himself particularly wise. 

The very Nestor of village topers was Mas- 
ter Green ; heBrt.y, good-humoured, merry, 
and jolly, very dtil, and a little sly. He 
was quite patriarohal in the number of his 
descendants, having had the Hahommedan 
allowance of four wives, although, after the 
Christian fashion, successively, and more 
children and gxandchildren than he could 
conveniently count. Indeed, his computa- 
tion varied a little, according as he happened 
to be drunk or sober ; for he was proud of 
his long train of descendants, just as his 
betters may be proud of a long line of an- 
cestry; and, being no disciple of the Hal- 
thusian doctrine, thought he "had done the 
state" (that is, the parish) "some service," 
in rearing up a goodly toibe of sons and 
daughters, many of them in their turn 
grandfiithers and grandmothers, and most of 
whom bad conducted thraiselves passably 



in the world, as times go— thanks probably 
to a circunistauos vrhioh he sometimes 
lamented, their being, men and wmnen, but 
puny tipplers compared irith their jolly 
progenitor. Even hia favourite grandson 
and namesake, only son and heir of the 
most prosperous of his innumerous family. 
Master Green, the thriving carpenter of East 
Hartley, wlio, Uke a dntifol laid, came every 
Sunday afternoon to the Chittling Gate Ut 
meet his grandfather, abandoning for that 
purpose the cricket-groond at Hartley, where 
he, a singularly fine young man, had long 
been accounted the beet player — even this 
favourite grandson wai^ he declared, little 
better than a milk-sop, a swallower of tea 
and eoda-wat«r. " I verily believe," said 
Hatter Green, "that a pot ef double X 
would upeet him I" 

A friend and a promoter of matrimony in 
all its shapes, espe(»ally in the guise of a 
love-mat«h, was our worthy great-grand- 
father, whether in his own person, or in the 
person of his descendants. Four wives had 
he had of happy memory, and he spoke of 
them all with mingled affection and philo- 
sophy, as good sort of women in the main, 
thouf^ the first was somewhat of a slut, the 
second ugly, tiie third silly, and the last a 
soold, whicl^ as he observed, " might be one 
reason that he miseed her so much, poor 
wtanan I the bouse aeemed so quiet and 
«njitfiI,-"-~ whereupon he ngfaed, and then, 
with a roll of his eye and a knowing twist 
of hia Bardolphian nose, began to talk of the 
neoeseity of his looking out foe a fifth help- 
By this time the operation of oolleeiting 
the geranium mould was in full activity ; 
and the conversation of the old man and the 
two lively boys, to which we were authorised 
listeners, and In which my companion soon 
became an interlocutor, gave ns to under- 
stand that they were in possession of some 
farther information respecting Master Green'a 
matrimonial intentions. 

" We all know why he goes to the Chittling 
Gate every Sunday," said Ben, an aioh sanoy 
lad, of whom we have bef<»« heard. 

" Any child may know that," responded 
Master Green, trying to look demure and 
innocent, like a yonng lady when rallied on 
her admirers ; " any child can tell that. The 
Widow Knight brevrs the beat ale in the 
parish." 

" Ay, but that's not the only reason," i^d 
John, a modest youth of dxteen : " u it, 
Ben I" 
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